


26 St. Dunstan’s. 

“Dear papa lies within that cold still ground.’* 
That was his first knowledge of her father being 

dead and his sympathy even then went out to her just 
as it did many times after. 

The silence was not broken for some moments. 
Then Kathleen again spoke. 

“Ray,“ she broke in, “Our last drive together is 
fast drawing to a close and with i t  our maxiy happy 
times spent together.” 

Then, handing him a neat little case, she continbed 
in softer tones: 

“Here is something which will Serve as a remem- 
’brance of a true friend.” 

Ray with a pleased smife breaking over his coun- 
tenance opened the pretty grey case, and with a look 
of: extreme satisfaction. hk exclaimed in a surprised 
voice. ’ 

“HOW beautiful ! And green ! My favorite color 1 

Then taking a beautiful rosary from its enclosure 

pressed the little gold cross to his lips, and after 
slight pause continued. 

“A reminder of you dear Kathleen is entire 
unnecessary, yet those will be always dear to me, an 
I will not forget you in my weak prayers.” The 
drawing from .his pocket a little packet containing 
beautiful diamond ring, he said in an excited tone : 

“Give me your hand, Kat,Meen.” 
It was just what kathlmn expected. 

often before thought the matter over, and felt 
that Ray’s walk in life was far diflerent from 
which this would lead. 
mother thought and expected of her son. Was sh 
going to be tfie means of destroybg his vocation 
Yet was she going to turn aside him who was dear 
to her than life itself, Certain it seemed to her th 
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dearest friend on earth. In a moment Ray was gone. 
She remained some time where she had been 

standing, then with a heavy heart slowly wended her 
way into her home. She threw herself into a chair in 
the drawing room, and freely gave way to her tears. 
It was only then she realized what she had done. 
How clearly to her came back many happy times of 
the past! How she pictured Ray with his straight 
manly figure, brown curly hair, and eyes of hazel hue. 
Clearly and strikingly she heard his voice distinct from 
all othere who usually joined their company in the 
long evenings. Could she believe he was gone, or 
was he still there? No! she had to believe in the 
reality that they were parted forever. But she would 
have to bear her grief with a brave heart; and con- 
soling herself that she had made the sacrifice for God, 
she retired to rest. Sleep however did not overtake 
her for hours. Finally she fell into a broken slumber 
When she awoke, Ray was some miles on his journey 
from Rreneau. 

It would be folly to attempt a description of the 
pain that stabbed his heart like a cruel dagger, as he 
took his last view of the charming village resplendent 
in the rays of the morning sun. And, there, across 
the calm stiIl water stood the beautiful cottage so dear 
to him, within which was that girl for whom he would 
have given his life. Was she thinking of him? At 
least she saw him, heard him, yes, spoke to him in her 
slumbers. Probably she dreamed of the future that 
lay before him. 

A long dreary week to 'both of them slowly drag- 
ged by, and Ray was at the end o&is journey. What 
a host of friends greeted him as he stepped from the 
train! He was once more in the town of his birth, 
New Westminister, B. C. One of the first to greet him 
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elcomef my dear Ray," she ex- 
g her hand to him. 
mother 1" h e  answered grasping her 

et froyi, If be had known you were 
bbstc" 1 

br +nd arm +owls d k b d  up dm rtr.eat 

?a, thuts 
e h d k  

aund 
wutdiar i 



dating with high honots. At the end of this time, he 
had grown tired of college life, and decided to make 
a change far B while. Consequently he left his home 
and went out into the world again. But alas! this 
+his time he was without his little guide Kathleen. 
N e  WBS no longer under her gentle influence but fell 
in with evil Companions. He was never before ex- 
posed to the dangers of the world among unworthy 
asociates. His nature gave way Iittle by little under 
the burden of temptation and there was no one with 
him now to encourage him and give him a helping 
hand. Gradually he grew careless of his religion and 
his prayers became few. Finally as time went on he 
turned away from his God and'refused to receive His 
Holy Sacraments. It is true that his parents wrote him 
frequently. They knew of the great change that had 
Come over their son. But of what avail were their 
fetters in combating against the evil companions with 
whom he spent most of his time. 

Then war broke out and reckles~ Ray *a6 m e  of 
&e first Canadians to land in France. There kt ksd 
&e same wayward life. It was not only months hut 

ears since he had been inside a Catholic Church. i ity his poor grey-haired mother mourning the 
&at came over her dear,dear Ray. There was no h o ~ ,  
faow of his ever fulfilling her earlier .expectatiafie. 
Wow well she recalled his earlier piety and his fa& 
hlness to her? How she pictuted h b  kneeling M 
her hct lisping his childish prayers. Oh1 What a 
sad change ! She would be thoroughlf satisfied if he 
would but return to the faith for too well she knew 
that the gates af Hell were open wide to receive her only 
&on if he died hs he wasliving. There was little hope 
that he wodd ever Mform now, and Cod done knew 
the hour when he ntight bt? did in his sabbath of 



white throne. But through it all 
Ht never neg- little ray of sunshine. 

dark morning over the war-stricken- 
calmly,made his way among the dead 
qtooping occasionally to minister the 

ce to many a weary SQUI, weary 
through this vale of misery and 

nelt down beside a poor 

to rouse him from his unconscious- 
chaplain$ words of comfovt came the 
scarcely audible tones. 

ive me!---The green rosary-- 
hin that cold still ground.--” 

ttered the priest, as stret 
him from the field. He 

I 

A slight shudder went over him. S 

How familiar were th 
ed ? How often he had 

into his. In a feeble vqice he spok 

Psy,’’ she replied, “ but speak no more- 

nded him his rosary e;gipsctt& 



to see him use the&- k’!&g$%k%k%iTrgkas he s a d  
m a sad tone: 

“KathIeen, I don’t know how to pray now.” 

She repeated the creed for him OB the goTd cross 
and as she prayed the years of his wickedinem rolled 
w a y  as a dark cloud, leaving in the clear, bright sun- 
shine his happy days in Brerreau. H e  wa5 brought back 
in fancy to the time when they were friends together. 
How regdarly he went to church then and how attent- 
ive he had been to his prayers. Then his memory 
went back over the yeatlp of his youth, Clear to him 
came the vision of his little, white-haired‘ ,companions 
as- they played their innocent, childish games along the 
streets of Westminster. How he was camed back to his 
first remembrance, when he knelt at his motker”s 
knee repeating &at self-same prayer which Kathleen 
was now sagitlg.for him. Tears filled his eyes, trick- 

checks as he thought of how 
ring he must have caused his 
frame trembled, and Kathleen 

“Knthlacn i w r‘ 
“Dear Ray,‘‘ kht replied. “Be calm and rem.em- 

The next moment, that same chapIain who knelt 
him on the babthfield that morning, was at his 
ide, and Ray who had forsaken his God for years, 

ber God is mcrcihi.“ 

now with true contrition confessed the sins of his p 

For six hours after in an agony Of dread broken 
by illusive glimpses of hope tbat her prayers might 
be answered, the lit& red-cross nurse waited for 
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end. With the rosary slipping through his trembling 
hands, he calmly breathed hi5 last and his sou1 with 
perfect reconciliation to the will of God,winged ita ' 
journey heavenward to its Divine Master. 

A few weeks later a little gray-haired mother read 
from a letter written in a strange hand the news of 
her son's death. She grieved as any mother- grieves 
over the death of her onlv child, yet her sorrow was 
mingled with joy as she learned that he had received 
the last rites of the Catholic Church. Little she knew 
that Ray was dearer to another, if that were possible, 
and that one wa3 she who had sent the tidings to her. 

B. L W. '22, 

'Tis thus that on the choice of friends. 
Our good or evil name depends. 

nds are Iike melons. 
find one good, you must a hundred try. 

Shall I tell you why ? ' 

Ttw rule of my Iife is to make business a pfeasc 
ure, ana pleasure my business.-Aaron Bumw- 

Sanctity consists in the right performance of- 
everydk duties.-Father FarreI1. 

only way to have a Mend is t 6  be one.- 


