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MONTH OF THE SACRED HEART. 

Month of the roses, and month of His 
Love, 

For ^roses of love speak ever, 
Lift up your hearts to that Heart 

above, 
Hearts fainting from vain en

deavor— 
Nor think 'twas but chance caused His 

mystic Bride, 
To choose for His worship the glowing 

June-tide, 
For roses of love speak ever. 

Roses of Love! how the garlands 
twine, 

All crimson and white and golden. 
Think of it, think of it, hearts that 

pine, 
That ache with that pain so olden. 

'Tis His love only can give you rest, 
But the roses speak of this love the 

best, 
All rrimson and white and golden. 

Messengers they of His longing 
Divine, 

They whisper, though no one heark
ens: 

"He gave His Heart, He would fain 
have thine, 

That so, when life's pathway dark
ens: 

He may keep it safe till the clouds are 
past 

And the Heights of Heaven are gained 
at last." 

They whisper, but no one hearkens. 

Will no one listen? does no one care 
For the voice of the roses' pleading? 

Yet storm-tossed hearts there are 
everywhere, 

Or hearts that are crushed and 
bleeding: 

Ah! turn to Him all, and the storms 
will cease, 

And your barque yet enter the haven 
of peace, 

Through the voice of the roses' 
pleading. 

—M. Gibbons, in Irish Messenger 

THE MONK'S TEST. 

There is a legend that one night 
there came to the cell of a monk a 
man dressed in costly robes, his fin
gers sparkling with bejeweled rings, 
his whole bearing and tone indicating 
a lordly and haughty spirit. 

"Who are you?" inquired the monk. 
"I am Christ," replied the visitor in 

a tone that did not suggest the Meek 
and Lowly One. 

"Where are the prints of the nails?" 
inquired the monk. The impostor 
slunk away suddenly. He could not 
stand this unexpected, but essential 
test. 

The same test may be applied to 
every one who calls himself after the 
name of Christ, claiming to be one 
of His disciples. We may say with 
St. Paul, "God forbid that I should 
glory, save in the cross of Jesus 
Christ." But we may forget that in 
the same chapter St. Paul says, "I 
bear branded in my body the marks 
of the Lord Jesus." 

St. Paul shared in the cross of 
Christ, not only as the ground of his 
to its merits as the ground of his 
salvation, but also in the sense that 
he was dominated by the same spirit 
that led Jesus to the cross—the spirit 
of the surrender of His will to the will 
of the Father, the spirit of compassion 
for lost and perishing souls. St. Paul 
bore in his body the actual scars of 
many a wound he had received be
cause he was a follower and servant 
of Jesus. Yet he himself tells us that 
though he might give his body to be 
burned and yet lacked the spirit of 
self-sacrificing love, he was nothing. 
With St. Paul, the taking up of the 
cross of Christ meant the joyful sur
render of his will to the will of God. 
It meant death to all selfishness. It 
meant a continual laying down of his 
life for the glory of his Divine Master 
and the salvation of a lost world. 

Can we stand the test which the 
monk applied to his unwelcome vis
itor? We call ourselves Christians. 
We claim to be the followers of Him 
Who pleased not Himself, Whose life 
was a continual self-denial, and a self-
sacrifice for those whom He came tc 
save, Who could' say concerning the 
Father: "I do always the things that 
please Him." Do we give evidence ir 
our daily lives of the print of the nails, 
the tokens of a submissive, self-deny 
ing spirit? 

known individuals, but a life-to-life 
and heart-to-heart mission, teaching 
in season and out of season, slowly 
perhaps but surely, the various truths 
of our holy religion, and thus dispell
ing here and there some shadow of 
prejudice or misunderstanding, and 
all the time drawing under God's 
grace the souls of the 'other sheep' 
nearer to the fold. 

"But there is a more specific work 
which can be done by the parish 
clergy, aided by our zealous and 
eager laity. If not only can be done, 
but has been done with phenomenual 
success. 

"I trust I may be pardoned if.I il
lustrate this statement with an ac
count of an experiment tried in this 
city during the past year under the 
auspices of the local council of 
Knights of Columbus. One year ago 
I announced from the pulpit and the 
press that the Knights of Columbus 
had generously offered me the use of 
one of their club rooms in the cen
tral part of the city for a course of in
structions to non-Catholics. I empha
sized the fact that the chief purpose 
of the series was not the conversion 
of non-Catholics, but was purely edu
cational, affording them an opportun
ity to become acquainted with the 
one supreme factor in the world's civ
ilization—the Catholic Church. I fur
ther stated that all those who, at the 
conclusion of the series of instruc
tions, should be convinced that the 
Catholic Church is the One True 
Church, would be gladly received into 
the Church, and those who shall have 
the least doubt about the truth of the 
Catholic Church will not be admitted. 

"On the opening night the club 
room was overcrowded. In taking the 
names, I found thirty-four non-Catho
lics and still a larger number of more 
or less uninstructed Catholics. We 
were obliged to secure a larger hall 
for the rest of the course, which cov
ered a period of eight weeks, averag
ing three instructions of an hour and 
a half each per week. At the con
clusion of the course, thirty-three of 
the thirty-four non-Catholics were re
ceived into the Church, the lone one 
remaining outside, much against her 
will, but of necessity on account of 
the bitter opposition of relatives. It 
is unnecessary to say that the Catho
lics who followed the instructions 
were renewed and strengthened in 
their faith." 

FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER 
PENTECOST. 

EPISTLE: Brethren, the suf
ferings of this time are not 
worthy to be compared to the 
glory to come, that shall be re
vealed to us. For the expecta
tion of the creature waiteth for 
the revelation of the sons of 
God. 

GOSPEL: And he saw two 
ships standing by the lake; but 
the fishermen were gone out of 
them, and were washing their 
nets; and going up into one of 
the ships that was Simon's He 
desired him to draw back a lit
tle from the land: and sitting 
He taught the multitudes out of 
the ship. 

1 

A SAINT FOB THE WEEK. 

ST. BARNABAS, APOSTLE. 

"Our doubts are traitors, and make 
us lose the good we oft might win by 
fearing to attempt." 
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THE APOSTOLATE. 

In a most interesting article in the 
Ecclesiastical Record, Rev. Arthur B. 
C. Dunne, of Eau Claire, Wis., writes 
as follows: 

"We hear much nowadays about 
missions to non-Catholics; and it is 
well. They accomplish great good; 
but we should not forget that the 
non-Catholic missionary par excel
lence, the one ordained and commis
sioned to do that work by our Lord, 
is the parish priest. It is he who 
lives and mingles with non-Catholics 
every day, in social, civic, and busi
ness relations, and consequently learns 
to know their beliefs and non-beliefs, 
their prejudices and misconceptions, 
and above all their sub-conscious 
yearning for that truth and beauty 
and security to be found only in the 
Church of Jesus Christ. In his work 
it is not one or two weeks of crowd
ing academic lectures on the unpre
pared and untutored minds of un
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Merchants Hotel 
GEO. R. KIBBE, Manager 

St. Paul, Minn. 

E U R O P E A N  P L A N  

RATES—$1.00 and $2.00 per day. 
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We read that in the first days of the 
Church "the multitude of believers 
had but one heart and one soul, 
neither did any one say that aught 
of the things which he possessed was 
his own." Of this fervent company, 
one only is singled out by. name, Jo
seph, a rich Levite, from Cyprus. "He 
having land, soid it and brought the 
price and laid it at the feet of the 
Apostles." They now gave him a new 
name, Barnabas, the son of consola
tion. "He was a good man, full of the 
Holy Ghost and of faith," and was 
soon chosen for an important mission 
to the rapidly growing Church of 
Antioch. Here he perceived the great 
work which was to be done among 
the Greeks, so hastened to fetch St. 
Paul from his retirement at Tarsus. 
It was at Antioch that the two Saints 
were called to the apostolate of the 
Gentiles, and hence they set out to
gether to Cyprus and the cities of Asia 
Minor. Their preaching struck men 
with amazement, and some cried out, 
"The gods are come down to us in the 
likeness of men"; they called Paul, 
Mercury, and Barnabas, Jupiter. The 
Saints traveled together to the Coun 
cil of Jerusalem; but shortly after this 
they parted. The gentle Barnabas, 
keeping with him John, surnamed 
Mark, whom St. Paul distrusted, be
took himself to Cyprus, where the 
sacred history leaves him; and here, 
at a later period, he won his martyr's 
crown. It is remarkable how large a 
place is occupied in the apostolic his
tory by the collection and distribution 
of alms. To send alms to Jerusalem 
was for the first converts to testify 
to the unity of their faith as well as 
the fervour of their charity. St. Barn- ... 
abas began by laying his riches at the ®ut stl" 1 com
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feet of the Apostles. When Agabusi ^\and »ray for hl^ You wl" 
for him, Monsieur. He was wild, but 

Yes, Monsieur. He was killed in 
the campaign of the Loire. He died 
bravely. They all said no one could 
be braver. He was always brave, al
most reckless. When he went away, 
I knew he would get himself killed. 
Pierre was not one of those who would 
hide when bullets were flying; he was 
a fighter. When he was even a little 
fellow, no boy in the village could 
stand up against him." 

"That is the kind of boy that makes 
a soldier." 

"Precisely, Monsieur. He loved ad
venture—dangers; so that when the 
call came for volunteers he went 
among the first. I was a widow and 
he was my only one. He might have 
stayed if he wished; but he said all 
who could, should fight." 

She fumbled in a pocket and drew 
out a little frame with a photograph 
in it. 

"There is his portrait. Look at it. 
My eyes are failing, and soon I shall 
not be able to see it." 

I took it in my hand. It was a por
trait of a very young soldier—not 
twenty years of age. The kepi was 
set sideways on his head, to give the 
wearer a swagger look; a slight mus
tache showed over the heavy lips; 
the face looked rather dull; but there 
was a twinkle in the small eyes that 
might have meant fun or cunning, or 
both. It was not a heroic expression. 

"He sent it to me from the army," 
she said. "It was done when they 
were at Orleans. He was in the great 
victory when they took the city. It 
was after that he was killed—not in 
a great battle, but every day men lost 
their lives at the outposts. Monsieur 
le Cure broke the news to me. Not 
the cure who is here now, for it was 
many years ago, Monsieur, and there 
have been great changes. I thought 
I should have died of grief." 

"Yes. It must have been terrible. 
But it was a glorious death, and would 
have been a good end to any life." 

"You are right, Monsieur. Still, it 
was heart-breaking; I thought I should 
die. But I live on, and all I knew— 
nearly all are gone. The neighbors 
have been good to me. Monsieur le 
Baron at the chateau over there said 
I should not feel my boy's loss, so far 
as any need of mine went. He pays 
me my pension. It is enough for me; 
and the neighbors were good. They 
put up his monument in the church. 
And Monsieur le Cure told me my boy 
was safe; for he made his confession 
the night before he was killed—a 
good fortune that soldiers do not al
ways have. And I was glad; for here 
at home it was often not easy to per
suade him to confess. Boys will be 
wild. But there, where there was 
danger of death every day, no doubt 
he was more serious, and when the 
chance came he went to some good 
priest. So he was prepared for death. 

prophesied a great famine, Barnabas, 
no longer rich, was chosen by the faith
ful at Antioch as most fit to bear, 
with St. Paul, their generous offerings 
to the Church of Jerusalem. 

A Village Tragedy. 
It was a poor little church, with 

room for at most a hundred worship
pers. The gray sandstone walls out
side were weatherworn, and inside the 
plaster that covered them was damp-
stained and sadly in need of a fresh 
coat of paint. There was an aisle on 
one side, divided from the nave by 
three round arches. On the altar 
were some artificial flowers. There 
was a side altar with a statue of Our 
Lady. Close to it, set in the wall, 
was a small marble tablet, below 
which hung a faded laurel wreath. 

When I entered the church I knelt 
for a while, and it was not till I 
walked up the aisle to take a closer 
look at the monument that I found I 
was not alone in the village sanc
tuary. I then saw that beside the 
nearest pillar to the altar a very old 
woman was seated on a chair, leaning 
forward, with her head on her hands. 
She was poorly dressed. I could not 
see her face, but I noticed the gray 
locks that escaped from under the 
black scarf that was drawn over her 
head. 

She did not move as I passed her. 
I stopped before the £ltar and read 
the brief inscription on the tablet. 
Translated into English it would run 
thus: 

"Erected by his compatriots of the 
village of Serpigny-aux-Bois to the 
memory of Pierre Gondal, who died 
for Prance, Nov. 17, 1870, in the Army 
of the Loire, R. I. P." 

I felt a touch on my arm; I turned. 
The old woman stood beside me, bend
ing over a stick with which she sup
ported herself. 

"Read it for me, if you please, Mon
sieur," she said. 

I read the inscription aloud. She 
looked up at me and I saw that her 
eyes, half hidden by the drooping eye
lids, were glittering, shining out of 
the wrinkled face from under the 
silver-gray eyebrows. 

"Yes," she said; "that is so. You 
read it rightly. I know it by heart, 
but I like to hear it. He was my son, 
Monsieur—my only son. Come out 
into the sunlight and let me tell you 
about my Pierre." 

She turned, and began hobbling to
ward the door, pausing for a moment 
to bend low toward the red lamp be
fore the altar. I followed, walking 
slowly, so as not to hurry her. Out
side in the porch of the church there 
was a stone bench; the western sun 
shone warmly upon it, and as I sat 
down beside her there, I found that 
from this spot one could just see the 
white tablet shining brightly amid the 
gloom of the aisle. 

"Your son was one of the heroes 
of the great war?" I said. 

he was a good son to me, and we shall 
meet again." 

She took back the little photograph, 
kissed it and placed it in her pocket. 

"I am glad to have met you and 
heard your story," I said. 

"Yes. It is kind of you to be so 
sympathetic. I like to tell people of 
him. And now, sir, I go back to finish 
my Rosary; so adieu, and God bless 
you!" 
* * * * * *  

I watched her making her way slow
ly back to her post, beside the me
morial of her soldier son. I would 
have wished to do her some kindness, 
but I had hesitated to offer her any
thing. It occurred to me that I might 
see the cure, find out if she needed 
help, and leave him a few francs to 
buy her some small comforts. 

Looking across the rows of green 
mounds with their blackening wreaths 
of immortelles, J saw beyond the 
churchyard wall a whitewashed cot 
tage, only differing from the other 
houses of the village by an air of 
neatness in its tiny flower garden, 
and with a wooden cross above its 
porch. This must be the presbytery 
I walked toward it; and as I ap
proached the door it was opened, and 
there was the cure, a man of middle 
age, with gray hair on his temple, a 
round, smiling face, and a sadly 
patched soutane. He asked me to 
come in. 

The cure seemed pleased to have a 
visitor, and I was soon seated in his 
parlor—a small room looking out upon 
the narrow garden in front of the cot 
tage. At the window was a table cov 
ered with books and papers. One 
wall was fitted with book-shelves; 
some cheap religious prints hung on 
the others. On an oak table in the 
middle of the room a cloth was spread, 
and a cafetiere stood on a tray with 
a spirit lamp alight under it. The 
room was evidently study, parlor and 
dining-room all in one—a room of all 
work. The priest produced a second 
cup from a cupboard and invited me 
to share his coffee, accepting a cigar 
from my case. We then began our 
talk. 

He told me something of the place. 
The unpretentious church had a his
tory, and there were some treasures 
of art in its sacristy, which he prom
ised to show me. Then I spoke of my 
talk with old Madame Gondal, my in
terest in her story, and my desire to 
give him the means of helping her if 
she needed it. He remarked that, 
thanks to the generosity of the late 
Baron de Servigny, she was not badly 
off; but still any trifle I entrusted to 
him could be used to provide some ex
tra comforts. 

"Hers is a sad story," I Bald. 
"Yes, Monsieur—even sadder than 

she imagines," replied the cure. 
Then, in response to my look of in

quiry, he went on to tell more, pre
facing the story with a request that 
I would not say a word of it to any 
one in the place. He told me he had 
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