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- camis hotrie to-night,
. “protect them!

_her kerchief.

°  g&xe anxiously toward the door for fear

spowdrift,

weil.

#A rough night, motherf
one, help the old father ge
‘Why, child, what is the mas}
my lamb’s eyes full of tearsy

houke " teased Frank.
 “Ray, mot 80,” said the little maid.

“?ﬁiral‘ﬁ for the; my father.

wild-and, ‘harkl even now is there
“$wolt at the door."

mO ”

Yes, let s thank Our Lady.”

in the dark room.

glving ohangad
“. . “into flowers in his hands,
Into gariands of purple and red.”

wind and storm had often

 MOUNTAIN HERO..

§ “Pﬂe the wood up ﬁigher, child; thy
faﬁ:er and brother will be cold when they

Ahlswéat Mother,
The wind is rising, and 1
- fear it will be a wild night in the moun-

“Mot‘her let us say the Rosary—then
- ‘Our Lady will surely bring father and
. Frank home safe,” said little Jane, draw-

ing her beads from out of the folds of

Mother and child knelt before the fire,
and as they prayed, ever and anon a wild
blast of furious wind shook the little
log house, and the mother would turn her

hiad been beaten in by the wind and

8carcely had the cadence of the sweet
“Balve Regina,’ sung in Jane’s childish
treble died away when the rich tones of
Frank’s voice ussured them that all was

4 Here, little
,- his boota.

) brmg thre sngasr-loat from Simon Day’s

“I
“hed o thought of the sugar-loat. I was
The night is

. Fignk seized his gun—*‘Ah! Frank, do
- Rot kill the poor beast. Let him go, but
S let"us thsnk Our Lady for keeping you

““You make me ashamed, little sister.

Around the fire knelt this humble
family, the light of the flames illuminat-
ing their faces and casting long shadows
Again the childish
voice was raised in prayer, and the rafters
and rough walls of that rude log-cabin
framed a picture worthy of a nobler set-

\ ting. Apparently there was no one
to appreciate its its beauty, but wuo

cah doubt but that Our Lady looked
dowri and smifled as the angel of prayer
presented her with those words of thanks-

The yedrs sped away. Dangers from
inmiperiled

' ghare the same joy.

after his first communion.

lad,’* said the father.
¢ Our Lady will bhelp me.
say the Rosary, and all will be well.”’

bath sides the descent was made.
it

his valiant friend»
*‘Oh, there are so many people here !

timid hermit-boy blossomed out into

sociable, loving lad.
The time wore on;

were completed, and the

One picture stands out.

strong, young arms.

a knelt to receive the Blessed Sacrament.

look on Prank's face.

journey began.
were offered toassist.

He is so timid. And he is used to me,’
said Frank, with a smile of gratitude.

“ Now, you say the Rosary,}jBernard,’
ly.‘),

the sunshine. Finally that was lost.
Frank’s return.

night.
and needed him,’" said his father.

priest ﬁa& vis;té&‘ the j’x‘xiom‘zfﬁin' he ant
~“{'¥ane were little childven, too young:to
- " } anderstand. The only drawback to his
happiness was that Bernard could not |

But Iove is ingzenious and strong; and
Frank having gained a tardy and long-
deferred permission from the mother,
 undertook to carry Bernard to the valley,
to care for him during the days of io-
straction, and to bring him back safe

“I fear it is too much for thee, my
Do thou but

And so the feat was accomplished.
With many stops and much bravery on
For
Bernard, it was the first glimpse of the
outside world, and he clung trembling to

he cried, affrighted. Soon, however, he
became accustomed to the people, and the

the instructions

great day
dawned. I cannot tell yon of its simple

beauty, nor of the joy of the faithful.
After all had
received our dear Lord, Frank approached

the little altar carrying Bernard in his
Laying him ten-
derly at thie feet of the priest, he stooped
to support the poor boy’s head, and then

Can you not imagine the picture? The
people said afterwards, that even then

they noticed a pale, almost .unearthly

Later in the day the painfnl home-

Willing and strong arms

“T am afraid you would hurt Bernard.

said Frank when the steep, rugged path
‘was reached, ‘‘and we will go on brave-

Up and up they went, till the watchers
saw nothing but a speck moving along in

All night long the father and the holy
missionary waited in the log cabln for

¢t Perhaps he has concluded to stay over
Bernard may have been exhausted

¢ My son,’’ said the missionary, ‘‘some-

*“ lioc Church in Ohicago.

T

Work of Original Conception,
Not many Catholic churches in the

congregation is large, thrifty and well-
satisfied. These things are of themselves
enough to make aany church fortunate,
but 8t. Colambkill's is especially blessed
in that it has, perhaps, as flne mural
decorations as exist in' the West. For
two years an artist of great ability has
been at work upon the ceilings and the
walls of the church, and he has jusc left
them illuminated and beautified, with a
great number of exquisite pictures as ad-
mirably done as devotion itself could
wish, and as full of feeling and -frts as
criticism could ask.

This artist is A. Perreti, an Italian
painter of New Orleans.

The palntings are not frescoes, but are
done in oil, and, as is to be expected, il-
lustrate subjects appropriate to the
local feeling. On the rounded wall,
about the center of the sanctuary, is por-
trayed the death of the church’s patron
saint. Oolumbkill flourished in Ireland
in the fourth century, and is one of that
nation’s favorite holy men. In Perreti’s
picture the aged saint, clothed in dull
gray, almost white, his great smowy
beard streaming over his breast, reclines
in the arms of a friend, peacefully pass-
ing away to the reward of his life’s long
work. Coming to gather in his soul is a
host of angels, crowding by degrees into
the background of invisibility.
On the right of this the panel tells the
birth of the Saviour. There are the
stable, the manager, the Mother, the
wise men from the East, and the light
from the magio star shining through
the open portal. The decoration of the panel
to the left portrays the first apparition
of Ohrist after His death on the cross. A
figure of white light is seen by the
startled Magdalen as she turns from her

watch of penitence and love at the mouth
of the sepulchre, from which the stone
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Beautiful Decorations in a Catho-

The Work Done Sn Oll By an Italian Artist
of New Orleans—Pictures of the Church
Dalicately Treated By the FPalnter in

country and not another church in Chi-
csgo are as fortunate as Columbkill’s, at
Paulina and Indiana streets, says the
Chicago Sunday Post. This is a ﬂne edi-
fice itself, the pastor, Rev. Father Bu.rke,
is a man beloved by his flock, and the
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Louis IX.

was to prove & holy and happy union.

!worthy helpmeet of a saint.

jernment, when 3t, Louis was taken pris-

'to do so. ‘‘Sir Chevalier,”” said the

taken by the Saracens.”’

'chevalier, looking we may well believe
‘with admiration as well as respect on his
'young queen, who knew so well how to
"prefer death to such a fate as awaited her
at thehands of the brutal enemy.

It was not many hours after this that
‘a son. was born to the queen, whom s8he
icalled Tristram, because of the sorrow
.into which he was born.
Margaret by her courage preserved Da-
mietta for the king, and it was through
,ber that the ransom of Saint Louis was
finally effected.
1 After the king's and queen’s return to

'France Margaret devoted herself to relig-
ious duties, built convents and made pil-

!

T GHE GAVED DAMIETTA.
Courage of the Wite of the s

When Louis IX, of France, the saintly
king, was 1¥ years of age, his mother
chose for him, according to the custom
af the time, a wife in the person of the
Princess Margaret, daughter of the Count
of Province, a girl herself of about 18
years. The marriage was celebrated

with greatest rejoicings, and, which
‘not always the case in royal weddings,

Louis loved his girl-wife most tenderly,
and she found in him the sum of her
earthly desires and admiration. She was
8 glrl educated with more care thas
most princesses of her time, but ng
.record of extraordinary talents possessed
by her has come down to us; her reputa-
is solely that of a devoted mother, the

When the great Crusade was preached
-the king took the cross, and Margaret
prepared to follow her husband to the
HolyLand. She was at Damietta, which
'town the king had entrusted to her gov-

{oner at Saint John dA’Arce. Damietta was
besieged by the Saracens, the king a
lpriaoner, and Margaret was in agony of
\terror, for this town was the king’s last
!stronghold, and if it were lost not only
would his last resource be cut off, bat
what would become of her if she fell intc
:the hands of the infidel? There remained
nea.r her an old chevalier, nearly 80 years
ot sge, and one day when her hopes of
’holdmg out seemed vain, Margaret fell
‘on her knees before him, praying him ta
.grant her a request. The old knight swore

'queen, “by the faith yon owe me, I con-
,Jure you to cut off my head if Damietta is

t *“I intended to do so,” replied the

-

on by a zeal for souls, had comse to this

strange by this life of isolation.

- rugged mountain path to urge her, for

father and son, and as often been warded

off by the prayers of the watchers by the
fireside.

- “Burely, Our Lady protects the moun.

n," said the mother.

Jane grew to fair maidenhood, and
theil, just as the pure flower was bloom-

ihj-4rito maturity, the Master culled thae
sweet - mountain blossom and. laid”it at

the feet of His Mother, Our Lady of the

Rosary. Then came the first of those

long-remembered events.

The people of the valley were one day
awed and surprised to see a weird pro-
cession wend its way down the steep
mountain path. A¢ its head eamne a youth
carrylng a garland of -evergreems, then
the father bearing on his shoulder the
rude coffin which enclosed all that re-
mained of his beloved child. K Supporting
himself with a staff the ta.ﬁ*her carried,
alone and unalded, the precions bmvden.
Behind walked the mother and son and
‘the few dwellers of the mountalns. The
ground was covered with snow, the air
keen and bitter; but those hardy moun-
taineers walked with heads uncovered in
the presence of the silent dead. On and
on came the simple procession till it
reached the old churchyard, and there vras

laid to rest the body of the sweet child of

the mountains.
Again the years flew by, and agaln the

father bore his dead to the last resting,

place. Now it was the mother, and the
same weird procession wended its way
painfully down the mountain side.
Benceforth the lenely man and his son
jouet face the dangers of storm and
tight to return, alas! to thedeserted fire-
side of an empty home.

On the other side of the mountain, in
& wild, desolate spot, lived a widow and
her only child, a crippled boy. The
father had died some years before, but
the woman, from living so long alone,
shrank from contact with her fellow-man.
A strange woman,—yes, and made more

Frank and his father often climbed the

the sake of her boy Bernard, to move
down into the valley settlement, or, if
she preferred the mountain, ab least to
come nearer to where they lived.

During these conversations, Bernard’'s
‘eyes would shine and his whole Tace be lit
up with a look of hope. But no, - the
woman was inflexible, and Frank's heart
would melt with pity as he saw the light
fide from the patient's c¢yes, and the
poar lad fall back wearily on his rude
eouch.

“1 will do someching for the boy,”
was Frank’s resolve. But what could he
do? True to the teachings of l}is motherx
and the example of his little sister, he
turned to Our Lady for help. She would
shew kim some way by which he could
Yizhten the burden of pain laid so heavily
on the poor lad. The opportunity soon
-eamre.  The good word spread througheut
the countryside that a holy priest, urged

rémote region to gather and tend the
scattered lambs of the fold.

. Frank'’s parents, as we know, were de-
mn& Catholics, clinging to our holy faith
with fervor, and implanting the same
precious gifs in the hearts of their chil-

*5-mathier was nothing and be.
tﬁé mnosxby no feéﬂng could be
arous
bt the mxssxanauy
azﬂ?ei gnt, From' t!&é: momg

Ved to demﬁexmms&m
i e il s%e;gthe oh ar -

thing tells me we must go m search of

him. Come!”

has been rolled away.
Over the altar of the Virgin, at one

| better advantage, even by the father and
{ mother; than £o give it up to “‘getting ac-

'| gquainted’ witlt ﬁho kildren.'  Play with
tlie:;;_,‘ift at ‘is their mood. 'What zest
 givé b it papm'"sha 'ren,‘

he knew no morse till they came.

his band.
¢‘My son, my son! you have given your
life,’’ cried his father in despair.

shall find it,”’ quoted thé priest.
They buried him on the spot where he
had died, and in a few months the
people, inspired to the thought by the
missionary, erected a cross to his mem-
ory, and on its base inscribed:
“GGREATER LOVE THAN THIS NO MAN HATR

THAT HE LAY DOWN HIS LIFR
FOR HIS FRIEND.!

John, xv., 18.

Bernard died in a little while, and by
nis own request was buried by the side of
Frank's grave.
You ask, perhaps, could it be possible
that such a hero be found in so untaught,
g0 nuncivilized a region. Yes, God is all-
powerful and all-seeing. He stretchex
His hand through time and space, and in
His wisdom adorns every portion of the
fair world with His herogs.—Lituvle Mes
senger.

Ireland’s National Flower.
The shamrock, a trifoliate-leaved plan.,
like the clover or oxalis, is sald to have
been the national emblem of Ireland
since the fifth century, when St. Patrick
one day used it to illustrate a sermon he
was preaching upon the Trinity, and
which his hearers did not seem to under
stand. This illustration of three leaves
in one was so simple that it removed al)
their difficulties, and they accepted
Christianity, says the Ladies’ Home
Journal.
Pliny tells us that serpents are neves
seen upon the trefoil (Shamrock,) and
that it prevails against the stings of in
sects and the bites of scorpions. If this
be true, St. Patrick could have chosen na
more fitting emblem for Ireland, con-
sidering that he is said to have rlriven all
such reptiles from this "island.. Moore
says of it:

** A type that blends
Three God-like friends,
Love, Va'or, Wit, forever!

Qhi, the shamrock, the green immortal sham

rock

Chosen l.af
Of bard and chief,

014 Erin’s native shamrock I

Anecdote of Shurman’s Son.

A detachment of soldiers were told ofl
to take charge of young Tom (now Father)
Sherman while crossing the pontoon
bridge across the FPotomac when the

arraies of the country were coming to
Washington take part in the great review
vhere in 1865. He was then' about eight

years old. One of the men asked him if
he expected to grow up as smart & man
as his father, the general, and he promptly
answered, *‘Nol'” “Why?’ was the next
question. ‘‘*Well,”’ he replied with the
same readiness, ‘‘there are plenty other
men who have grown up, and why ain’t
they as smart as my fa.ther?"—-]?hlladel
vhia Times.

_ Children.

- No home with yﬁung children in it
sbhould be without its ‘‘children’s nour. "
The hour aftersupper cannot be used to

At the break of day they found him.
In a few broken sentences he told them

that Bernard was safe at home—that he
had turned to come bagk,but that just as

he reached the top of the mountain he
suddenly felt undble to go farther—then

A smile was on his face, his Rosary in

‘‘He that looseth his life for My sake

-ment, rose above the marriage of the He-
brows, and far. sbova the. ideas of mar-

side of the main altar, is a painting of
the Annunciation. There is the angel
with uplifted band, speaking to the

down 8o far through the centuries:
Marial Gratia plenal’’ On the other side
of the main altar, over the altar St. Jos-
eph, is the story, in color, of the flight
into Egypt, a subject essayed by artists
of all -nations and all times since the
story of Christ has been known—the hur-
ried departure of Joseph and Mary with
the child carried in the little cart drawn
by the ass. This is one of the most deli-
cately-treated pictures in the Church.
In the cener of the ceiling is Perreti’s
largest and best pfece. It iathe ascension
into heaven of Christ, with the Apostles
looking up at the glorified figure from be-
low. The dimensions of this piece is 20
feot by 84 feet. The artist has handled
his light and shade with consummate
skill in this piece. At the four corners
of the ceiling are the figures of the four
Evangelists—Matthew, Mark, Luke and
John.
A very fine painting indeed, ls that of
the agony in the garden. The attitude of
the flgure is that of the real agony, the
lines of the face are those of real pain, and
the entire study has in it so much truth,
80 much honesty, so much real force and
quality of genius that its beauties grow
the more the longer it 18 regarded.
In the forepart of the ceiling is the rep-
resentation of the Apostles in the room
when the spirit decends to them. This
pleture is the weakest one in the eollec-
tion. It is quite large, 15 by 28 feet, and
the artist seems to have fallen a trifle
Trom the high standard expressed in the
other works.
At the east of the ceiling is seen St.
Peter and 8t. John in act of performing
their first miraculous cure on the body of
the cripple. The opposite plece is the
stoning of St. Stephen, who was the first
martyr in the cause of Christianity.
About the organ loft are the figures of the
six saints—Patrick, Catherine of Siena.
Barbara, Cecalia, Rose of Lima and St.
Thomas. Thae face of the latter is a like-
ness of Father Burke, the pastor,
Pereti’s work is original in conception.
He has not borrowed from the other or
greater painters in the delineation of his
subjecta—so many or, in fact, all of them
50 old and so widely dealt in by hundreds
of artists in Burope, The church, with

its new addition of art, has now a notable
interior. The cost of the work was $10,-

000.
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The Immaculate Heart of Mary.

We can only dream and picture, and
faintly imagine the wondrous simplicity
of life within tbat boly house of Nazar-
eth. Angels have not dared to whisper;
never can it be written in human words;

the pens of the Evangelists have failed
before the task of telling in detail how
Jesus grew in wisdom and in age, and in
grace with God and men. And yet it has
been written—and written for our in-
struction in the volume that was worthy
of such a record—-it was written upon
the Immaculate Heart of Mary. ‘‘His
Mother,”” says the Evangelist, when he
was about to leave unwritten the story
of the life of Nnzareth, ‘‘His Mother,’” he
adds as if to show where the deficiency
might be supplied, ‘‘His Mother kept al)
thess words in her heart.”

Christian Marriage.

Christian marriages, as the world has
known it, is the creation of the Catho-
lic Church, taught by her divine founder.

Typitying the union of Christ and His
Church, matrimony, ralsed to a sacra-

maiden Mary the words that have coms
HAve

the name of Finnlach, the Child of the
Limpid Fountain, and so on.

mer school, that was held in New Iondon

last. Angust, Is sesn in tho  increased
number- of Catholie, lgcbures thg.t ‘have
- ;vbeep given this winm in»uﬁnm cities.:

grimages, and made Franco her debtor by

persuading the saint king to remain on
the throne when he desired to become a

monk, for a monarch such as he the coun-
try could not have easily replaced. .
She outlived her husband and all of her
children but four, and died at the age of
66 in the convent of the Cordeliers de
Saint Clare, which she herself founded.
It is interesting to learn that the great

king, the St. Louis whom France loves
to honor, had for a mother and wife

women whose strength and piety must
have so increased his own, such a mother
as Blanche of Castile, and for a wife

Margaret of Provence.—Irish Catholie
Dublin. .

Ouwr Catholie Youth.

The position ococupied by the Catholic
youth is one of grea’ temptation. The
children of the world are wise in their
generation, and many are the snares laid
by them to entrap those who seek t0 walk
in the narrow pathway. The Catholic re-
ligion is not a religion of ease; it is the
religion of activity, of zeal of labor,
ceaseless and untiring. The Saviounr
wore the crown of thorns—why should
we seek the roses? To-morrow, the
siren whispers in unsuspecting ears, to-
morrow is the day of repentance; give to-
day to pleasures; to-morrow devote to re-
ligion. ‘‘Now is the day of salvation,”
says the inspired volume. Which will ye
follow, men and maidens, the sublime
and beantiful faith of your fathers, that
faith which beara on it the seal of heaven,
that faith which is eternal as its Founder;
or will ye still continue to worship the
pleasures, the riches, the honors of this

world—idols, all of them, perishable and
teeting?—Chimes,

Be Always Beginning.

Never think that you can relax, or
that you have attained the end. If we
think ourselves more than beginners, it
is a sign that we have hardly yet begun.
There is no security for perseverance ex-
cept in always advancing. To stand still
is impossible. The past is no guarantee
for the future. All the justice of the
just man is gone in the day in which he
talls, and all his past obedience is no se-
curity against present transgression.
Only present fidelity from moment to
moment is security for the future. What

we have done as yet is little compared
with what remains to do. Iet us hear
how an Apostle speaks of perseverance:

¢Brethren . . . forgetting the
things that are behind, and stretching

forth to those that are before, I prass to-

wards the mark, to the prize of the
supernal vocation of God in Christ Jesus.

Baptismals of Saints in Ireland.

Dr. Healy points out that many in-
stances might be given from the lives of
Irish saints to show that it was castom-
ary from the earliest times to baptise the
faithful in the wells near the chuarches,
which thus not unnaturally acquired a
character of special sanctity. For in-
stance, the great S8t. Columba was bap-
tised at Temple Douglas, that is, the
Church of the Black Stream—it was
sometimes darkened by the floods which
flowed quite near the sacred edifice. We
are told in like manner that St. Finnian

of Clonard, the ‘‘tator of the saints of
Ireland,”® was baptised by St, Alban at

the place where the streams of two foun- Md’s w gton.
tains met and on account of the limpid True Valor. ‘
purity of the water, he was baptised by He's truly vallant that can suffer

Leocturers Moit in Demand.
The good effect of the Catholic sum-

When love goes by what can woman do?
Is there no prayer to pray, no suit to sue?
Though he be fled beyond the wintry sea,

Will not bis errant steps come hack to me?
Will he not answer to my heart’s low cry,

Nay, sweet, upon thy yearning lips command
The seal of silence. Reach no asking hand
To love once flown. Go on thy lonely ways;
Turn thee a face of smiles to the world’s gaze
Or else gink down upon life’s thorns and die

The worst that man breathe, and make his |
His outsides—to wear them like his raiment

And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart,
To brmg it into dunger. ~—Shakespen

- el e .
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Two rlctnres from l’aiteg
Great God, when Tlosk mxmd he and survey

cower '
In open doorways, suffering by the hour
The bitterest terrors of this wintry dap,
My heart swells full of anger, and I pray

To raise the standard of revolt and slay

That nestles in the lap of Mother Earth
Is tended with a kindlier, gentler care

Than these rank offshoots of a luckless birth,
Dread victims, from their eradle of despair—

* * . » » *» » »

Where nestles all that's holiest; turn to where
Thy young eyed cherubs wait thee on the stair,
unting each flying moment till thy face
.urst in upon them and thy fond embrace
Rewards their loving vigils. Gaunt despair -
Finds here no habitation; love keeps pace
With jocund mirth and gladness, making fair
The little world around thee. And when sleep
Enfolds thy darlings in his sheltering arms,
Haply thy grateful heart asks him to keep
Their pure young souls from sin's alluring
charms,
And whilst thy dear ones press their warm,
snug couches
Some homeless waif wupon thy doorstep
crouches. —Liverpool Mercury.

The Song of Work,

Work! Work! Workl
With brain, with heart and hand.
Work] Work] Work!
Till plenty fills the land,
For every stroke which labor gives
Increases that whereon it lives.

All wealth 18 made by labor's power.
Labor's the root and wealth the flower.

. Work! Work! Work!
And be a nobleman.
Work! Work! Work!
As long as e’er you can.
The man who works enjoys his food;
And that he eats, it does him good.
With plenty food and little toil

Muscles will rot and brain will spoil,

Work!l Work! Workl
On that which yields return.
Workl Work! Workl!
XNo honest labor spurn.
It matters not what you may do—
To make a nation or a shoe—
For he who works an honest thing
In God's pure sight ranks as a king,

Work! Work! Work!
The planets in their spheres
Work! Work! Workl!
Through days and months and years.
They never stop, but onward go—
A lesson of steady work they show.
The hand that made them never tires
Replenishing their inward fires.

Work! Work! -Work!
And never idle stand.

YWorkl Workl Workl

Be one of Nature’s band.
She always works that things may grow,
Sometimes fast and sometimes slow,
Her work is never done in haste.

8he works all up and leaves no waste.
~—John Parnell.

Her Name.

“I'm losted! Could you find me, please?”’
Poor little frightened baby!

The wind had tossed her golden fleece;

Thestone had scratched her dimpled knees.

I stooped and lifted her with eass
And softly whispered, “*Maybe.”

"Tell me your name, my little maid;
I can’t find you without it.”

“My name 1s S8hiny Eyes,” she said.

“Yes, but your last?” She shook her head.

*Up to my house ey never said

A single fing about it.”

“But, dear,” I said, ““what is your name?”
*Why, didn*t you hear me tell you?
Dust Shiny Eyes.” A bright thought came:
“Yes, when you're good, but when they
blame
You, little ona——it’s just the same—
When mamma has to scold you?”

“My mamma neber scolds,’ she moans,
A little blushing ensuing,

*'Cept when I've been a-t’rowing stones,
And then she says,” the culprit owns,
“Mehetable Sapphira Jones,
What has you been a-doing?”
—Anna F., Burnham.

Friendship.

One day my bookish zeal led me to look
Through the rough pages of a dog's eared book
That lay with many others on a stand
‘Where musty volumes posed as secondhand.
A friend, a fellow of the nicest taste,

Was with me and entreated me to haste.
Yet ere he snatched me from the tome I caught
From its stained leavesthe kernel of a theught.

That thought I took away, and when night
came
I mused: “*How small is friendship and how
tamel

I've known my friend for years, and yet I' wis
He never gave me such a thought as this.”

Next day once more I passed the bookstall by.
Again the musty volume caught my eye.

My friend was not in sight. With furtive joy
I took it up as children ¢luteh a toy,

And then I saw, half stricken out with age,
His name engraved upon the title page.

—Tom Masson.

Faith,

I will not learn to doubt my kind.
If bread is peison, what is food?
If man is evil, what is good?

With ceaseless, longing yearning for the power
The sins that work such ill. The lowliestflower

Nurslings of crime whom rigorous laws con-
demn,
But leave untouched the 1118 that bear on them.

But turn ye from such sights to that blest place

O’NEILL, 33 Wall St., Auburn, N. Y.

UNDERTAKER :

The shoeless shivering mites that crouch and

AND MANAGER OF .

JOYCE -UNDERTAKING ROOMS,

© 196 West Main Street,
ROCHESTER, -

"N, Y.

_At 40 per pound.

All lat pieces ironed; the rest rough dry;
eat saving over old méthods.
undry,

teliephone 1031, or seng postal.

FAMILY WASH!NG

Criterion, Steam
44 Monroeave.; James T. Clark, Prop.

a

LOUIS W. MAIER,
Undertaker, |

No. 5 North Clinton St.

Attorney and Counsellor-at-Law,

304 Powers Building,
O,ﬁice open Evemngs 8 to 10 p.

PENSIONS |

executed, Call on or address

In the Latest and Finest Bindings,

Gommunion Books in German & English,
Statues, Pictures, Gandlesﬂpks,

Wax Candles,

You will alwa s_ﬁnd a
Lowest Prices. Wholesale and Retail.

Cor. King and East Maple Sts

W. A. Wilson, J. M., Dunn.

Boiler Makers aond Machinists,

Water Fipes,

BUILT AND REPAIRED.
Tubes We|ded and Reset,

TELEPHONE 922

Telephone 502. Residence, 50 Buchan Pk

D. C. FEELY,

Rochester, N.

Procured under supervision of a late Special Ex-
aminer of the Pension Office. Quarterly Voucherl

W. BOWEN MOORE & CO., Attys., 63 State-

Gatholic Prayer Books,

Rosaries, Crucifixes, Holy-Water Fonts,

e Assortment at the

EDWARD VAY

OPP. ST. PETER AND PAUL’S CHURCH

Rochester Boiler Works,

Boilers, Tanks and

Foot of River St. Rochester,N,Y.

5

Employment Aggn
Rxchzrdson’s Agency, 63 Axca:&z;

H. B, GRAVES, 116 8§ :
L. DeYOUNG, g ’sm?é““
J. C, KING, m1 E, main st.

L. L. DOREY & CQ,, ;
phone, 924. Corn M ,8? Eﬁt s

eal, Oat -
Hair Dressin

Y

I

BEs e o

Hats.
WI}‘_DMAN, THE HATTER

St. Fine Hats at L, )
Fur Hats made over.QJW i)rmes*

' Hotels,
NEW OSBURN HOYISE m&q

$3.00and $a.¢o per day. -
CONGRESS Tt aves

Jewelers,

o s er T GRS

st

JUDSON & WOOD, § and 7 My

. : Lawber,
L. M. OTIS & CO.; 734 Bast
Lunch Rooms, .=
J. J. ELLIOTT, ¢g E. Main st. .~ =
Meat Markeﬁl_ﬁ F

GEQ. BAKER State st. w43
GEO. G(gs“ 5 State s¢*- -
JAS. G. AUSTIN seW main &t,

MEDICAL, -+
R. O’BRIEN STILL DEFIEST

to show disease he cannot
Main street.

Millinery and !‘ancy ¢
| OAKS & CALHOUN, 42 State
Music Teacher
GEO. R, STEBRBINS, Banjo, Guitir
dolin. Room 301, Cox Buildisn
Ostrich Festhei .
L.. G. BERNARD, 104 West main’
Physicians and Surg
HORACE B. GEE, 2835 Lake a‘mu

CATHOLIC JOURNAL CO0. mﬁn

Pianos and Organsic
JNO. R. MARTIN & CO., 73 Stal
Sash, Doors and Biir

JOHN A. SMITH, Mouldin %ﬁ?u
Baulsters, Stau' Rails,

all kinds of interior wotrk.131
Tobacco,
McLENNAN, 276 E. main
Trunks and Bagsw,

. CUNNINGHAM, 117 State
HENRY LIKLY & €O,, 06 St

D. J-.

NELL BROS. & KERN,

IMPORTERS OF SCOTCH GRANITE,

238 & 240 StaTe ST,

MARBLE and GRANITE WORKS

MANTELS, GRATES AND TILES

RocHESTER, N.Y.

Sausage Manufactur
CASPAR WEHLE'S S8ON, 5o M
‘Wines and Litxno

McGREAL BROS., 35 North st. .t

Catholic Relief

i) WA ¥ 5 [T e
And Beneficiary Association,
Admits Men and Women on equal terms.

Insures its members for $250, $500,
$1,000,$2,000.
Pays $5 a week in case of sickness.

Special Rates to Charter Members.
For circulars, etc., write to THOS. H.

I'll cultivate a friendly mind,

I see not far, but this I see—
If man is false, then naught is true;
If faith is not the golden clew

To life, then all is mystery.

I know not much, but this I know—
That not in hermit’s calm retreat,

But in the thronged and busy street,

The angels most do come and go.

Who to the Infinite would rise
Should know this one thing ere he
, starts—
That all its steps are human hearts;
To love mankind is to be wise.

I will not learn bo doubt my kind.

Mechamcs Toolfs,

Builders’ Hardware,

Manufacturers’ Supplies, |
129 AND 131 EAST MAIN ST.

Louis Ernst& Sons,

DEALERS IN

{

Two Doors Easr or So. Sr. PavL Sr.

1f man is false, then false am I3
If on myself I can’t rely,
Then where ghall faith a foothold find?

—Christian Register,

When Love Goes By. 4
1

Though he goes by?
7

‘When love goes by.

wrongs
careleasly,

ot

for the Colored Missio s

Become a Zelator by gettin

Spiritual benefits announce
bership.

Send for a copy of *“The Colored Harvest,” to

taneously,thhout pain, by Ele(strg-

for the next ninety days sepd sampie
testimonials free on 4 P

St. Joseph's Work Among the Negroes. J

The Colored Harvest

ssued every October, for the training of priests |,

SUBSCRIPTION, 25 CENT:,

“twenty subscribers.
on certificate of mem-
Blessed medal to every subisgriber.
,000,000 Negroes in our land, nearly all outside

Church, and over 4,000,000 are unbaptized.,

REV. J. R. SLATTERY, )
St. Joseph’s Seminaxry,

_ Baltimors, Md,
A Marvelous Discovery Free,

Superfluons hair removed permnenﬂg’

Fluid, Inorderto prove sup enoutimwe will

ttles and
receipt of ninereen cents to

0. ¢. Electro-Ch: " 25 Enst
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Telephone, 34§D s

Undertak

Office, 388 North St. Delning

Residence, 5§71, St. Joseph St:
Teleghone No, !.03’5 pcnniy 1

Late ;ﬁa EHAN HoZnim &l 65‘ T .?
UNDERTA

92 N. Clinton and 69 Fra
Telephone 680

NOW OPEN 2
Day and Evening Sech
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Scientific Taylor Sy

And also Full Instrictions g
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