
'Yes, Father, Iam truly sincere/replied Stella. Ifeel that Icould
bo happier if Iwere a Catholic, like
you, and Iwish you to tell me
about your religion. I've heard
some things about Catholics, butI
don't see how they can be true. Can
Ibecome one ?

''Certainly, my child,' answered tho
priest ; '

but first I'll have;,'to teach
you the truths of our holy religion.
Were you ever baptised?

'
'No/ said the sick girl.'
Do you know anything about the

Catholic religion at all ?
'

asked
Father Prince.'Ihave heard some things about
it, but Idon't think half of them
can be true. Won't you have time
to teach me all, Father ?

'
asked

Stella, looking wistfully at him,
for she began to think it would be
impossible for him to wasteso much
time on her.'Oh, yes, my good child !

' ans-
wered the priest; 'I'm only too
glad to do so. I'll come every day
to teach you, and then in a few
days you'll become a Catholic''Oh, thank you, Fathen!

'
said

the poor girl, now in tears.
'
I'm

sorry to give you so much trouble.'
Father Prince, seated upon a box

which Mns. Margrave had brought
him, be#qjn to tejl the sick giri ofl
tho religion she longed to know and
to mako her own. The mother, with
pinched and hunger-worn face, sat on
tho opposite side of the bed, and
both mother and daughter were at-
tentive listeners to the explanation.
Having thus begun the instruction,
Father Prince promised to come
every day.

Whilst in tho house he had noticed
the dearth of everything needful to
to life. Tho stove was cold from
lack of fuel ; tho poor patient had
nothing but a bnoken glass partly
filled with water, and standing be-
side her ; she had a thin quilt over
her ; in the corner of the room lay
a straw mattress

—
evidently thebed

of the mother. In the dining-room,
or sitting room, were three boxes,
but no chairs or table. He knew
it was useless to ask whether they
had a doctor. At the thought of
all this he felt sorely grieved, and
resolved to do something at once.

He went into the store onthe first
floor and ordered a supj^ly of gro-
ceries. Taking them in his arms,
and ordering the clerk to follow him
with a bucket of coal, he went up-
stairs again. He lighted a fire, told
the shivering mother to get herself
something to eat, and said that he
would send some more groceries, aifd
that ho would also send a doctor tosee her daughter.

Tho doctor came, but gave no
hope of final recovery. Stella ral-lied, however, under the influence ofthe food and warmth, and was able
to listen with a small degree ofphysical comfort to the instructions.
Mrs. Margrave soon becameaseager
a catechumen as Stella, when she,too, began to feel the kindness of
Father Prince.
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In three weeks both mother anddaughter were baptised, and thenFather Prince brought Stella her

first Holy Communion. Shereceivedthis with fervent devotion and be-fore the priest left ihat day shethanked him with tears in her eyes
for all his kindness to her motherandherself.

As the cold weather came onStella grew worse and it was soon
evident that she could last but afew days. Accordingly she receivedHoly Viaticum and ExtremeUnction.'

I'd "bo happy to die now/ said!Stella, after receiving the last sacra-ments.
'

God has been so good tome and given me such hope. MotherandI had to bear much in ourpoverty and sickness, but itis worthall these troubles and trials, and athousand times more, to be broughtso near to God in the end; andI'm sure,' continued Stella, turning
to the priest, ' that you will takecare of mother when I'm alone.'
It is seven o'clock on the morning

of the 22nd of November, eightmonths since the day we first sawStella Margrave going to her workThe manning is as foggy as it wasthen, but underneath it is dry.
The door of No. 507 opens, andfour men, carrying a narrow dealcoffin, issue forth. Regardless ofthese, the thin line of wohking, people

make their way through the fog.
The newsboy still calls out

'
Tele-gram! Morning Telegram!

'
Grind—

grind
—

grind— the human machineruns on. A wheelhas been broken,cast asdde, replaced.
But amidst all this din and tur-moil, amidst all this human surging

to and fro, the Almighty Godreignssupreme. By ways unseen and un-
thought of the grace of tihe world's
souls from the darkness of joylessRedeemer is spread abroad, leadingerror into the light of the livingfaith, whence they are wafted on thewings of eternal love to the realmsof everlasting joy and peace onhigh.— The 'Carmelite Review.'

When Stella had beeninbed about
three weeks, she felt that she could
last but a few days if help did not
come. Sho dreaded death; she knew
not what it meant. She had never
been taught to look beyond this life
to look for something higher and
noblen. She had, indeed, heard of a
life beyond— a life of happinessor of
misery ; but she never had realised
what it all meant. Others had told
her that death is the last of us,
that after it all is silence. She had
heard several ministers preach, but
they had given fonth no definite,
tangible belief on life beyond thegrave. They had spoken on

'
The

Fellowship of Man/ on '
Character/on '

Anti-Christ at Home/ or onsome similar subject. But what did
these subjects teach her ? What did
they tell her of a life to come?
They, did not tell her how io gain
it. The vitality of a true spiritual
life was lost in vague and formless
assertions.

One morning she called hen mo-
ther and said, 'Mother,Iwouldlike
to see Father Prince. Please go and
ask him to come and see me. I'm
sure he will if you only askhim.'

■Mrs. Margrave demurred at first,
saying that no good could ever come
of it; but seeing the earnestnessof
her daughter, and hoping to please
hen, she went to get the parish
priest. Father Prince was not at
home, but the servant promised to
tell him when he returned in tho af-
ternoon that she had asked for him.

When told about the old woman
who had come for him, Father
Prince wondered which one of his
parishioners lived at 507 Lennox
street. He could think of no one;
yet, since he was called, he must go.

As he clambered up the crank
stairs ho knew that it must be a
poor family that lived in so tumble-
down a place. When he knockedMrs.
Margrave opened the door to lethim
in. A glance at the room he en-
tered confirmed him in the estimate
of the inmates' condition.'Good evening, ma'am,' said
Father Prince ; 'so you sent for
me this morning, and what canIdo
for you,my good woman? Do you
go to St. Anne's ?

''No, sir , but my daughter, who
is sick, wanted to see you. She
knows you,' said Mrs., Margrave, as
she led him into Stella's bedroom.

The priest at once recognised in
the sick girl the one who used to
pass his place so regularly in the
stunmen. He recollected that he had
not seen her lately.'So, my child, it is you,' he said,
holding out his hand to her. 'You
look very sick. Iknow your face,
but what is your name?

''
Stella Margrave, Father,' ans-

wered the sick girl, already feeling
■better at the kind manner of the
priest. 'It is so kind of you to
come and see me. Iwas almost
afraid to send for you.'" Afraid? Well, well ! Afraid of
a poor old man like me! Am Iso
very dreadful to look at?

' asked
the priest, laughingly.' Oh, no, Father, Ididn't mean
that,' said Stella.

'
Imean that I

didn't like to ask you to come to
see me.''Well, now, my good child, what
canrt do for you ? Are you a Cath-
olic ?

'
asked Father Prince.'No, Father ; mother and Idon't

belong to the Church, but Ifeel I
would like to become aCatholicbe-
fore Idie.''Very well, and why do you think
that? What put such a thing into
your head?

''Oh, Father, you've been so kind
to me that Ithought if your reli-
gion made you so it must be good,'
answered Stella.'
Ikind to you !

' said the priest.
'My good girl, you must be mis-
taken. Inever did anything for you
in my life.''Oh, Father, don't you remember
hlow Iused to go by your house
every evening?

'
asked Stella.'

Ido; but wtxat has that to do
.with my kindness ?

'

'
And you remember how you used

to say "
Good evening

"
tome eachtime ?

'
Father Prince nodded.'Well, that was the one kmdword that a stranger spoke to methe livelong day. I"used to feel

happy when Ifound you sitting on
your lawn, because Iwas sure'of re-
ceiving a kind word and look. When
you were not there, Icame home
with a heavy heart and could not
feel happy. Did you notice how I
used to cross over the streetbefore
Icame to your house ?

'
'No, I did not,' said FatherPrince.'
But Idid, in order to get your

kind word, though it would have
teen shorter for me not to have
crossed the street in coining home.''
I am glad Icaused you some

small joy, though it was verysmall,
indeed/ said Father Prince.

'
But

now, are you really sincere in your
desire to become a Catholicon this
frail reason?

'
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MYERS AND CO., Dentists, Octa-
gon, corner of George street. They
guarantee highest class work at
moderate fees. The.ir artificial teeth
give general satisfaction, and the fact
of them supplying a temporary den-
ture while the gums arehealing doesaway with the inconvenience of being
months without teeth. They manu-
facture a single artificial tooth for
Ten Shillings, and sets equally mode-
rate. The administration of nitrous-
oxide gas is also a great boon to
those needing the extraction of a
tooth. Read advertisement.

—
♥♥♥

YOUR ATTENTION is directed to
the following SPECIAL and USE-
FUL WORKS just added to our
Library:

—
The forming a practical,

reliable, and comprehensive manual—
easily consulted and readily under-

stood
—

of the stnucture and composi-
tion of the human body ; the natural
causes and treatment of the disease,
to which it is subject ; its mainten-ance in health and "strength; and
the prolongation of life, with speciall
direction respecting the various ail-i
ments and disorders of childhood
and womanhood. Edited by George
Black, M.8., Edinburgh, and appro-
priately illustrated. The Amateur)
Carpenter and Builder

—
a complete

guide in every description of con-
struction and decorative work. A
self-taid cyclopedia for self-taught)
students, with 752 illustrations and
diagrams, comprising

—
Elementary

Carpentry and Joinery, Ornamental
Carpentry and Construction, General
Building Art and Practice, the Un-
rivalled Atlas of Modern Geography,
for schools and families, containing!
40 maps with index to 22,000
names contained in the atlas. Each
of the above is GIVEN AWAY
with 101bBOOK GIFT TEA. Be
sure and onder them from your gro-
cer. Agents in every Town***


