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EARLY AND LATE

Go to bed early, wake up with joy ;
(o to bed late, cross girl or boy.

Go 1o bed early, ready for play;
Go to bed late, moping all day.

Go to bed early, mo.pains or ills; '
Gto to bed lale, doctors and pills. -l

Go to bed carly, 1ngw very {;sﬁl;
t d late, stay very sumall,
Go to be » SV VO ST, Nicholas.

AN OLD FRIEND

‘1 hear old John Smith has been taken Bhad,! said
a hui’ly farmer to his wife, on his return from ma.llrket
one ©old winter’s day. ‘1 went in to have a galsls
at the Black Swan,” he continued, ‘and.Fl'sher, who
was there at the time, told me about him.’

‘ Tndeed ! I'm sorry for, that,’' said nis wife, kWho
knew some of the Smiths fairly well, ‘Do you know

h Ml

Wha‘tl ﬂ%ﬁicymil? ‘is thal ’ere influenza ; il.’s.just rife all
the country through, and Keeps the doct(?Lsd‘uha.t’ busy
they don't know however o get the _\?v,oﬂD{JI On%&'?ehstet

¢ Has he pgot it bad, I wonder 7 Is. st
asked, as she stirred the flll:e into a comtortable blaze,

kettie to hoill. . .
aud ‘S’%‘Ewﬁsnlt’zlﬁm’t know, hut lie iS ak his best not \e‘lﬂ’y
sirong, and besides he1 must e geti-mtg‘,] (,m in yeals now.
av he is close uron scvenly. . .

! &h:g\%led‘.l,s?;:s, he mush hclqjﬂzite_ that ; and 1t’§ a Selll—
o.is matter, is this complaint with the _old folks. e
iz comiortably. off, and that’s one blesgmg;,_for he . can
be well looked after. Buf when a mans 1ime is come
he is bound to go, no matbter what care he gets.” .

¢ Ave, and that’'s the trulh,’ said Webster, with a

sigh. ‘ Man's days ale but as plrass, as the psalm SaYs.
We're here te day—gone to-morrow, for life is wonder-
ful short.’

‘ They did use to say,” coniinved Mrs, Webster, al-
ter a paﬁlgp’ tas old John was a Cathollc.m_lus young
days. I helieve there would he some fruth in i, for nis
prother James, he was ol tlga,t way of thinking ; he lies
ricd in the Catholic cemetery.
buT I’\Irg never seen John come to our church that I
know of, but he may hgve gone when I wasn't theve.
Anyway, he never goes to chapel. I know {hore used 10
ne a Catholic priest who used to call on him at times,
Tut the missis had no likinr for him, and dlda’t make
him none too weleome, and, by Jove, she’'s the master
there by long odds. T am not the only omne that says
so. D'l step over and ask how the old man is 1o-
morrow.’ .

John Smith, the man f& guesticn, was found to be
d -ngerously ill. and not muech hope was enfertained of
his recovery. It was true he was a Catholie, but, like
tos many others, he had become so absorbed in busi-
ness and money-making that religion had in time come
ig be quite a secondarv consideration; he scemed to
quite forget that Almighty God had any claim upon lim
at all. - .

He prospered in his bushness and made money. Not
coentent with what he had, he married the widow of a
publican, and teok on the public _housa. His
wife was a Protestant, and no lover of Uy
thelics,  bub John;  blinded by the glitter
of the fortune he saw before him furned his back on
his faith, married her, and gave up church-goine altoge-
ther, It was a verv sad business ; no remonstrance of
priest or friend had any effect. He was too busy and
too prosperous to worry about His soul.

So, when years had passed away, we find himr strick-
en down wiih his last siclmess, with no Catholic near
him, and in the hands of a wife,who would sconer have
weleomed her worst enemy than have willinglv allowed
a priest fo cross the threshold of her ‘door.  Ta have
asked for the priest would have been useless, and he
Fatd not the courare to trv and send. He Fnew he was
in danzer, and had but Ilitfle chanre; and his consci-
ence, silenced so long, seemed Yo wake and rouse him to
his state. . A

Almighty God was gi~inz hfm a.eood chance. Tle
had no peace by day or night. What would he not
have given to pet o priest now, he who had refused for
Years to attend his religion. And someone had
told the priest of the parish aboui him, and he had call-

socn as they were 1o themselves,

©ers, *No,’ was

ed, not cnce, bub iwo or Lhree times, but he had Deen
sternly and rudely refused admittance, and told he was
not wanted, and it was ustless lo go anymorg “Fhere
was, nothing for- it but to pray that God would give
the wretched man time to make his peace.

And poor John, miserable heyond words, and Wweak
‘and - suffering, turned to Almighty :God in prayer, -

It was not too late. -

in a parich some liitle distance away, there lived
an old pr.est who had known John in his early days,
and in some provideniial “way he heard of his iliness,
and of the refusals Fathér B—— had met with in  try-
ing to see him, He determined, with God's help, to getb
to him. There must be no delay, and he started ab
opce. . S
With him he fook the holy oils and the Blessed Sac-
rament, and he got himself up in such a disguise that
none could recognise him or guess his errand. He look
a trap to the village, where he put up, and ‘then made
his way to the public house.

e had to wait some time, but at last his chance
came. Mrs. Smith, by some good fortunc, was out, and
Fatber G— found the daughter a], far less severs wom-
am. ‘

‘1 waw so grieved to hear of Mr. Smith's had at-
tack—I only knew to-day,’ he said, °and came straight
away to infjuire, for I'm a very old iriend- of Johw's. Is
ihere any hope that I might see him™ If he is unot too
weak, mavte he would take no harm from seeing an old
friend ?' -

*He's a Lit easier this afternoon, thank you,” said
the girl. *Jf you will wait, I will just see”if he is a-
wake, and if he will see youw.’ .

Shz went upstairs and soon came down again and
took tre unsuspected ‘ old friend ' to see the sick man.
Fortunalely, it was a busy day in the house, and the
gi1l having plenty 1o do, was glad to leave these two
alone.

‘Do vou lnsw me, Johm?' Pather G—— asked, as
' I'm Father 'Ge——."

- A feverish hand eclasped his, and the poor man's eves
fil'el with trars. He did Inow him. .

‘ Thank God, thonk God,” he said. ‘“How dd sou
Inow ¥ Thank God for H's zoodness.” - '

He co:11 say no more, for his voice failed him.

There was no time to he lost and there was much'io
be done. God alone 'nows all that was dome for {lmat
soul in one short half-hour.

Grardian anzels must have kept watch at the door
of the sick-room, and kont away intruders, for no one
came near to disturb thom, and all the last Sacramnts
were given.

What a merey it was and what a wonderful thiug
ih-t a priest should have Leszn able to get to him, sur-
rovnded as he was by the encmies of his faith !  But,
thank-CGod, he was safe now, and Father G— left 1he
_hou'se with his mission entrrely vnsuspected, “and over-
Joyed whth his surccss, and he 1 £6 the soul bYe had
found tortured with unrest and remorse of conseiener,
now reco-ciled to God and at peacé. ¢

How good God is !

Not many days pfter, John Smith passed away,
re ¢ fullv, ihynkine God from his heart for His wonder-
1 goodness, and His mercy and palience with Wm.—
¢ Almanac of Apostleship of Prayer.' -

CHEERFULNESS

Be cheorfe]. Tt is ‘trite advice to tell women to fake
razh day as it comes, to avoid remorse. ovér what is
done and foreloflings o er what is to come, but it is
n3 less valuable advice. Nervous prostration is seldom
the resilt of-present_trouble or work, but of work and
t’rouble anlicipated. Mental exhaustion comes to ihnsge
#ho lcoiv ab~ad and climb mountains before'they arrive
at them. Resolulely bmild a wall to-day and live with-
in the emclosure. The rast may have. been hard, sad
or wrons. It is o-er. The . fulure may.be livg 1the
bast, but the woman who worries about it may hot
live to meet it. 1f she» does she -will bear it. ‘The
cnly thiny with Wwhich she should concern hersel iz to-
day, its”sunshine, its 5tr, its , friend, its wholesome
work, and perhaps ifs necessary sorrow.

OUT OF HER CLASS

- o ©

This .is the sad cose of a “girl who failed. to pass her
examination for a scholirship. The mother of the disap-
pointed pufil was askced by a friend whether her daugzh-
ler had succeeded in running the gauntiet of the examin-
B, the reply, in mourntul tomes, * Jinnv
JOidnt pass_at all. Mayvbe, you won't belleve, sir, hut
them examiners asked the poor girl shout things 1hat
have happened years and years before she wag horn,’



