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IN THE | "Oh, your Reverence,oxcuse my sllly | ““Ab, my sister. 11 you only k“"'! roal Salnt Michael, and he would holp [Ih hi fell on & girlish form, with a pale, | combined with sueh lovalde tralts and
|ur'.|m-. | thought—perhaps, you might|ber pure womanly life, 1 think she | hor Aght and conguoer her sin swoot faoe, framed in chostunt halre, | womanly graces as commoended her for
| R not like It | really forgot aboutl the has her sorrows, oo, for sometimes :-Iu'l Father St. John had listened 1o the sitting nvar him, on s low ottoman, In [ this charge In & tUme of grest peril
utc 0 om e p.t' ire being here Come and look at | Is sadd, but her rellgion doos not ask her | confession of Flors Hume and had teled, | a childish attivade, with downeast eyes | Her love of Justlee, bLatred of " rOng
S » & .l'l_ln r,” she fung back the silk with | W confess her -..-N.'M-. and she taught [ 0 the hest of hlh. abllity, to show her | and clasped bavds, or koelt at bis foet, | and unfalteriog devotion 10 humanivy
‘ quick, resolute movement.  Thus ad- | me, when [ wis a littlo ohild, that God | the absurdity of allowing her Hfe o be | asking In sogulsh of heart, for his for- | declded the question, and walchman
BY **0ONEALES monished, Father St John went back | could read our hearts us we can read an jombittersd by her girlish fancy for | glveress lor neglectiog the commands | Hogan selzed & favorallo opmortunity,
to the pleture. Op'n book And is pot hor God our|himsolf. He hind told her she was too | of the church and socretly horrled Marla Monk -lu
CHAPTER XVII —Continued. I It wins a painting of St Michael. The | God# young 1o know the meanlog of love as Then again, he would follow the | Mes. [oove's resldopes whors shas nnd
A DANGEROUS CONVERSO) warlike angel stood mall clad, with a “It Is not for me to judge vour sister | relating to the sexes; that she bhad | dainty form, and she would holil aslde | Mrs. Hogan welcomed ber atm dnight.
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The eyos of the young priest fell st I“."lr‘l -f‘ one !...u.l and h.u.dm;. i shiold I;i. Iui religion, | [Imu. ::.. 1“ _\‘ hie rlt-ll ::1‘1. \I_ hor ml :;ﬁ |}m!mn m_m It nud | the .[ -!.\!- of & erimeon curtaln, und bhe | She was linmedintely sworeted on the
length on the form of the girl before with a red « rONS UPGD itin frl'r:l of him. {b» n.pul. true woman; but ye 1_1 i ) wtvome dlsensed: that e was no salnt .m”“d find himsolf inan artistic studio, | wop foor, proviously prepaccd for her,
bim, with the glow of the fire falling on [I.r. folded wings, ro perfect w.m. the [must obey the communds of God ac- [ for any one W worship, Lut a slmple | looding at & lkeness of hilmsel! o the | which sho oco upled for months, wheray
her light, chestout bair. and showing \n-.m k of the young artist, had a silvery Inu-.!ing to the church o which we both | priest !r'}l'h;r W lmpar! the Ught he had | gulse of o salnt, with his sweot young | when restored to health and strongth
O i valas' 16 Baf this baadic and gleam upon them. On the bottom of |belong.  And above all; my child, ve: | recelved from Hemven to those under | worshjxr by }..1. slde. Very ofton now, | she wrote her famous ook, Awlil Dis
he noted with sorrow the thinness of the pedestal, on which he stood, she |momber that there ls no trouble that | his care,  He had even suggested that | the ghost sat in the fire light, smiliog | olosures. "
heor dhiasks. which: from the lormatits l-n-tl ]’l?t!n..a-l-l in -Tm.'l ;:ul-;! Jotters, | can coms 1o you that .|||-rh-.m-‘h l."l.li:ul.ltll -h--. repuint the face of her Salnt|und happy, with cheeks round and “The truths it contalned wors bar-
of her face. should hase bued round "P-u--_ Tt la .'l!n.ﬂ'm- lis, P in f-rn::I‘n-; in -mm-.mamnvr oure or lll-‘llll.hl' I'he | Michue . . . ) pink, and the look those besautiful eyes [ ribly emphasizad by the subsoquent

“Plors,” he sald very gently, “do you m Coeplis (Neath 51 Michael's _L-_- girl looked up at him with clesr, earn- “Ihwm’t mek moe to do that, Fathee” | gave h.lm. was Dot that of a penltont, [ excitement, and flood of vituporstion

. : - g ‘_' - .1 i‘r'" , | glven Peace on oarth, and peace in | ost eyes 1 never thought of it In that | she  had plu-nd- dy,  “the resl Saiot | por a pir) strugpling to keop down a|with mallgnant porsscution, coupled
n:n‘n HEME A A oe ';‘“lm u“t !'l;t- -n i Hoaves.) way bofore, Father. " Michae! tought and conguerod sing you | hopeless love, but the hooest, all sufle: | with threats of wsassinatlon. "
‘h:ii:b:‘lll];jh::\::l"]'li::;;)ullln-;: h.“:: I;.lt:: The f(nce of |l'|--‘:an;:|~1 was i |u-rrl'vt The closlng of the fl‘.lllll door -l:nrlil't.l have {..Jll?nl:-l :;.I9"‘ help lll-k' ﬁ;‘ht J:llnl Ing ntTectlon, which never comes from St e ille fal ¥ to attempt to dlseredit
something of reprosch in ber eyes. l'k‘l"“‘ = 0f Father St. "‘_'h“- The priest | the pricst and the penitent a little, and ".". '.‘.‘1"' vin . -}" n, '[““.\ sk me bo ‘." oy cyes ""' they over so beautiful, but | her book In the face of the venomous

“Do 1 remember. Father® Do you hu:m..i at the girl .-wmll.u:: h!_[_“r" him, Margaret came intothe room. Shoe ae- ' H00Y }tr;ut thu 1 will help me o re ||;..._.." of & loved, loviog and honored |fury aroused, sl the eoosternstion
think | can forget that you, m holy pale and drooping ss= s lily wilted hy i gnowledeed the priests sulutation a ] M in wr bhis wile; nod with that look the rmglu-rla'lel which forged the leadliog minds of the

i ’ Fhen be bade her dods sho ploascd | breviary would fall from the priest’s | Roman Catholle chuech Into the cons

man, 45 far above mens the bright sun,
told me that you drew ingpiration from
my volce ut the singing of the mass?"

Fablo was startled. Wasthis young,
imaginative girl making & saintof him”

“]g's very natural that the impressive
words of the Sacrifice should be render-
ed more impressive when a voice, with
such depth of feeling in it as your's pos-
sesses, sings it I said othor things to
you, Mies Flora: I told you that I must
have the meaning of your sad words
and altered looks, expluined.”

“You told me, Father, that the
chureh could belp me. She has helpud
me, for you area part of the chureh,
and if my singing inspires you——

“¥lora,” the pricst interrupted, “you
attach too mueh importance to those

words of mine."

“Did you not
ghe asked very earncstly.

“Yes, my daughter, {rom the very
bottom of my hedret, but I do not want
you to give undue importance to them,
and [ want you to tell me what it is
that makes you unlike other girls of
your age. Remember, I do not ask
from ldle eurlosity, but asyour pastor.”

The girl’s head dropped and her face
grew crimson.

#]—[—do not think T know just what
it I8, your Reverence."

MThe priest looked st her attentively
a few minutes. This giel and her
trouble, whatever it was, required the
most delicate handling. Of one thing
the young priest felt certain: no gully,
as the world koew the meaning of the
word, hud a plaee in the girl's heart,

“How o you occupy your time,
Flora," he nsked abruptly, “during your
sister's absence?"

The girl glad at a change in the oen-
versation, grew voluable.

“0h, Iam pever idle, Father, [ rise
enrly and prepure our breakfast, thon |
do house work, next [ practice my sing:
ing for an hour, lalso paint. Twodays
out of the weck, | goout and take ules-
gon in eloging and painting, Then in
the evening we sew or read. Some-
times we go o a place of amusement.™

mean them, Mather,™

“Always with your sister?”

SAlways, your Reverence. [ would
never think of going out in the evening
without her."

“That is one of your paintings, | sup-
pose,’ s4id the priest, peinting tou
painting on an essel,

“Oh, yes, Fatber, all the
wou sce in the room are
Would you care te go into my 8
Father®"

The priest arose.
great pleasare,”

Plora led the way through the hall

nd the small dining room, with its
simpie, refined appointments, and push-
ing selde thecrimson foldsof & portiere,
they entcred & fuirsized room, one skie
of whiah was almost entinely of glass
This room Margaret had bullt for &
sonservatory, but when her young sle
ter had shown unmistakable talent as
an arti=t, she had converted (& lnto u
gtudio. The loor was covered with
India matting, with here and there a
pretty rug. The walls and cafling were
done io pale blue and pearl, as was also
the woodwork, The furniture was
simple, and the room was devoted to
artist materials, Some Narclssus were
blooming in potson nstand, and i grest
jar of terra cotta stood in a corner with
growing palms in It, whose feathery
fans swept the ceillng.

Resting on easels or agiuinst the wall
were lower pieces and landscapes, and
many beautiful little creations of her
own fancy: but Father St. John noticed
with some surprise that the majority of
her pieces were copies of Biblical
scenes, - Father St. John was sn ad-
mirer and also something of a eritie, of
art, and he was surprised at the unmis
takable talent displayed by so young a
girl, as he looked critically at a rose-
crowned St Cecelia, and an exquisite
copy of the Mudonna and child. Finally,
his attention was attracted to an easel
in a distant corner, with alarge canvas
on it almost hid by & drapery of crim-
son silk, He walked up to iy, sayiog:

“What holy of holles do you keep
hidden here?!

With & bound the girl reached his
side and lald her hand against the
folds of the silk. Father St, Johu,with
the Instinet of a gentleman who would
not Inzist on the disclosure of what a
lady wisbed to conceal, turned from the
pleture, suying:

o respect its exclusiveness,
show me something else.”

pictures
work.
tudio,

my

"1t would give me

Flora,

hot sun, walting hisverdict of the right
or wrorg of her work, and he turned
sick at beart.  Could the
Olney be true® Did
cent and gifted girl love him with the
love of & woman 8 man? Banish
the thought: she was only & child, His
face had tuken her artistie faocy, and
she had given it to her aogel, as she
it the face of any

words of Ida

this young luno-

fon

would uave glven

chunce stranger that had taken hoer
fanocy.

In her childish awe of him asa
priest, she had bsen afeaid of his dis
pleasure.  He placed his hand in a
brotherly way on her shoulder, and
sald, laughingly:

“You have done me & great honor,
Miss Florn, and If onr worthy St
Michael of blessed momory be not of-
fended, 1 have no eause 10 be,"

Llke & drooping llly refreshed by
dr‘llll'- of \ll;ll’, she lilwd her head under
the light touch of the priest's hand &nd
his roassuring words.

“Miss Flora," he sald, as he turned
from the pleture, “this s a pleasant
place to linger in, but my time is about
up: come, will you not tell me why you
volled that ploture®”

“I hardly know, Futher, unless, it
wis not quite dry, for 1 only finished
it this morning."

The most truthful of all women will
prevaricate, when questions touching
ever 8o lightly on her love socrets, sre
asked. [n the painting of 5t Michael,
Flora had known all the pleasure, and
had forgotten all the pain of her love
idyl. Toa chance observer, the pic-
ture was a copy of & paint ng of an his-
torical saint, with un Inseription from
an old latin hymn under it. To the
wirl, it was the man she loved and
idealizad, wnd she bad thrown the
sllken veil over it, with the instinetive
seoretivoness of love,

The parlor regained, the priest did
not resume his seat by the fite, but re-
maived standing near The muntel, and
be had become wll the priest again.

My daughter, | have not urged your
confidence todar, | think your trouble
s of & more serious nuture than I al
first thought, 15 vour sieter in your
confideapn®  Does she ever reamark on
your altered sppesarance?”

Y0, yos, Father: she roally st
annoys me awith her anxious guestion
ings, but | always protest there is any-
thing wrong with me: and indeed, your
Reverénce, T am better than 1 was, |
think my unhappincss was halfl imag-
inary. | pray, Oh, 0 caracstly, to the
holy virgin to keep my hedrt pure
within, and to heal the infirmities of
my hody wad soul, and you know she al-
wuys helps those who supplieate her”

“The virgin is, indeed, & harbor of
sioety In the troubed waters of life,”
sald the prieet, “Hut tell me how lony
1t 15 since you have been tw confession.”

Limes

“Not for more thaoa year, Father
Jobn"
Father St Joha shookk his head (o

stern disspproval
“How old wers you then®"
“Not guite sixteen,”
‘Then you are sow?"
“1 was sev ntecn st month

“Tell me, Flirs, why you have neg
lected to ;u.—rfuru' this most sacrod dlil)‘ Y
Do you not knov that in ignorlog this
great command of the chureh, you are
sinnlng very deeply?

Like the chilc she was, she knelt at
the priest's feet, snd in trembling tones
that expressed the agony of her heart,
she sald:

*0, Father 5L John, forgive
You would if yoi only knew

The pricst raised her, and in brother-
ly tenderness held her two Hands in
his, and sald eanestly:

“My dsughter, 80 far as it lies in my
power to forgise, I do, with all my
heart. | begin to fear that some great
malter that necds a ¢close investigution
has entered inte your life, Promise me
to come tomordw a'ternoon W confess
slon.”

A gray pallor settled In the face of
the girl, and ste withdrow her hands
from the tender g asp of the priest,

“*Is iv possibiy for me to aveid this
command, Father:"

“Iy Is impossble, my daughter. The
sacrament of cdnfesslon s Instituted by
divioe commaid, and it
necessary to four salvation.
the footstool of God, as you would o W
a tender mothie I might have better
suid, with tenbld more assurance than
for it
you cannot tel the seorots of your beart
1o your sister. who is the only mother
you have known."

"

me.

is absolutely
Come to

you would go'to a mother, #OC s

little coldly. Flora hastonod to relicve
her slster of hoer basket and
wraps, and Father St John, deolining »
rather formal Invitntion from Muarparet
Lo tuke dinoer with them, left the cot
tuge,

Junch

CHAPTER XVIILIL
HER LOVE FOR A PRIEST.

It was with an undefined feeling of
reluctance that Father St. John enterad
the confessionil on the following after
noon, to xwalt his young penitent. His
exporience with the passions of the hu-
miun hosrt was, owing to the short time
of his pastorate, slight, but his keen In-
sight told him that he had o deal with
no ordinary slnner.

Flora, as the hour drew rear for her
to go to the charch, knelt before hor
cruciix with her in her hand,
and sald many aves to the virgin, Then
went to her dleeping room, where
she had carried St Michael, and stood
long in contemplation before it. She
was going to a real St Michuael
and the lines of the hymn, as she read
them over, gave a promise of peace.
“Yes, 'nesth St Mlehael's wateh
glyen peace oo edrth and peace in
Heaven,"  True to her promise, at the
appointed hour she entered the confes-
slonal. It is not for us w0 pry into its
socrecy. Suflice it to say, under the
careful questioning .of the priest, and
by what she belleved to be a duty to
her Creator, she confessed 1o Father St
John that love for himsell was the joy
and puin of hee life. Her confession
filled the priest with dismay. He
brought all the foree of reason to brar
He trled to show her
in sueh strong terms as her delicate
mind could hear, the sinfullness and
danger of her regarding him, & priest,

Tomury

sho

=00n,

is

upon the girl,

In the seml darkness

when the flatteving
with all thelr dread
the Image of

seemed to stand before hilm

with her pleture

of the confessional,
worids of the girl,
menning, fe || on his eur,
lada o Huey
nnd her words, “Your priestly carcer
bo rulned by s woman, yer” rang
In his cuars Hstened 1o what he
feared o hear, and 10 what he vinguely
felt it would be his sad fate 1o Hstan Lo,
when he had bidden the glrel open hor

wil
ns he

hesrt wo God.

The next Sunday Father St
listened for her bird ke Ly g
spand to him in the mass.  Withoul an
fnstant's delay, it rose clear antl sweet,
but with wn esrnest pleading In It thut
only he heard.  Aftor the elevation, he
glanged up to the choir gallery: he
could not hor  She had knell in
the shadow of the organ. Flora had
sehooled hersel! to continue singlng In
the choir, but with what a bivter
struggle only God and hersell know

Duys gped on. Father St John visited
the slek and dylng, and sald masses;
visited Mes, Maxwell from time tw
time, according to his charge, anddind
the wssurance from her, that nothing
on earth could again make her forgetl
her duty to the church, and that hy
prayvers and supplications she hoped to
guin her hushand’s consent to have
thuir union consecrated by the church;
und she gave large sums of money from
time to time for masses to be sald for
the soul of the abbess.  The privst s
gured her that without much doubt the
unhuppy condition of the abbess was
wich mediated by the exemolury life
she had led of late by the baptism of
her children, The priest, also, had
balee her hope with certadnty for the
climax of her relormation, and for the

Tohn

voleo

s0e

with other love than that of & child for
a father.

“The knowledge that this love i= sln
ful and utterly hopeless Is what s kill
ing mo, Father. O, Father St John,

eornal happiness of theshbess. Fa-
ther St. John kpew thae Home had
othar arguments than prayers and sup-
plications to bring to bear on her hos
band, 1o make him consent to almost

confession from me? | was
and the
and o time she would hays

for my heart wis

shameful
my secrot
told her all,
helped me, 1 know,
beginnloy to grow lghter s my boson
hut now, (), Bi. John,
seain, I think, The mass,
covered with shaume wo [

mine virgin's. 1

Father neyer

can | sing B
wiashied away much of
my «hild, by obeylog and un
hurdening your heart to the ehurch.
1old you she would help you, sand she
will "

And after a few comforting words, |
and the absalution— for Father St. John

“You have

your sin,

her anguish of heary, suffered penwno
encugh to expiate the sins of a dozeo
worldly women—he pushed the slide
down over the gratiog and left the con-
fessionnl. His tiest fmpulse was 1o walt
for the girl, and assure her further of
Lls friendship, asd his respeet for her
Then, judging
nature by his own, he huorried out of
the church, purposely walking with
heavy footfulls, that she might know
when he had gone.

secret. her seositive

Sceon after, Floraleft the church with
her vell drawn over her facn
Flora had learaed tolove the handspme
young priest with a woman's love, by
slow degrees: at fourteen, he was the
God she worshiped st the altar In the
ceremonies of the chureh; utseventeen, |
ha was & God no longer, but the man
whom she still worshiped as & belng
whom God Himsell had sanctified, but |
whom she also joved—alas! well |
knew hopelessly—with those undefined
sensations, & mixture of absolute purity |
of thought and physical attraction
which & woman can never experience
but once, and never after she has left
her teens; love that is so hard 10 keep
in subjuetion, it has all the
boldness of ionogence. A love that fs
born with the individual and develops
rapldly and silently, 10 burst
forth at touch of a certain hand, or th
glance ol an eye, like a folded flower
bud, that walts for the
vay of sunlight to unfold its fragrant
petals,
Flora had

closely

she

beonuse

el y
, |

unconsciously

struggled hard with this
hut Wag L0 young to
conyuer her sweet and secret sin.which

love of hers, she

had become part of her life, though she
wiis old enouph to know that it was eat-
ing her ille away,
It was sinful

and was as absurd as

Altera w hl. ¢ she grew calmer. She |
etler,
for

rden alone

told herseli she after all

for

W=

confession, she po

bu

her longer |

bore the He knew, her !

could

why do you wnd the church forco this (anything the chureh might demand,

But the salt had lost ts savor. Fa
ther St John performed the ofMoes of
his priesthomd with the grim obedience
of a sluve under the eye of & master
The image of & young girl with truth
ful violet eyes, light chestnut halr, and
u bied-llke volee, with small, geft fin
gers Lhat could prepare Towd, and per-
form house hold duties, ana was proud
| of belng able to work; and entering a
dainty studlo, could, with those same
shillful fingers, bring into the sweet
imagery of her mind, baunted the
young father In all his o comings sad

lout-golngs.
folt that this young creature had, in|

At first he soughtto banish the ghost
by calling up to his miod the daily
dutles of his life, and by laying plans
for future lnbors: but the ghost, with
soft,appealing look, would glide guietly
among these thoughts and they would
flee, Then he boldly ook w reasoning
with L

“You are nothing to
fenl even a semblance by

me., 1 donot
what you of

the world call love, sod which | am
hy solemn vows never to know. | huve
no regeets that I m s0 bound., Palnt

grow [Amous, or marry
and devote those housew!fl ly yualities
of yours W making & hushand's home
happy. Bear ehildren and teach them
to fear the Lord, and w be falthiul fol-
lowers of the true faith, and leave me,
who have ne wish to know aughtof

your pleturos and g

!such a life, to my own."

Then this persisteat ghost would look
at him with truthful, violer eyes, and
his argument like a little mound of soft
snow, would melt away. Then, he no
longer struggled against I, but let it
take full posse sion of him, hoping
breed the contempt of familiarity.

As he ate his meals, the pretty ghost
sat opposite him, in dainty, morning
obes or clogely fitting, afternoon gowns
of soft tints, and poured out his tes and |
coifee, with those small, pifted 'Il‘l‘l\lp
then, when the labors of the day were
over, his library walls melted away into
a long
it Lthe
lv."h‘d

room with filmy,white draperies
windows, and the floor was car- |
with a thick, soft carpet with

ich subdued tints in it: and the walls

eutions of 8 ming

neither

and body, which |
concelve
iblance of guile: and the

“oonts

nor

eXecute »

falnt sweet
of hellotrope snd mignonette
W him from thelr home u the
mbrusure of & window: and his leathor-
overed Whs dninty

pale blue ribbons woven In

ame

chair i wicker

rocker, with
ts meshes, and his head rested against
s s0ft, bl vol eushion:

I Vi and the fire-

hands on to the Noor, with o dull thud,
the drowsy lire would Oaro up s warn-
ing, und the drounm would vanlsh;
the aubstance of this spirit, which was
In the priest's life,

and

playing such havae
sUlll performed her duinty tasks, paninted
her pletures, practlced ber singling,
prayed to tho virgin, ss she haa boen
tsught; but the lest thing her eyos
res od oo al night before she put out
here Hghtand the first thing thoy rested
on when she opened thom in the morn-
ing, was Salnt Michuel, aod the refraln
of all her prayers was the consoling
words of the hymn.
{(T'o be Contlnued. )
“IN THE CLUTGH OF ROME,"” i«

I-u'.llw-lu-d In ook form, pupor cover, and can
W b by sending 7 cenls i eash o the
AMEMICAN 'O DLLSIING COMPANY

-

MARIA MONK,
The Nun Whe Escaped From the Holel

Dien, Montreal, Canada,  Fresh De-
velopments,
lo the winter of 1590 and 18091 the

colebruted Chas. Chinlguy, commonly
called Futher Chinlguy, aod now proba-
bly the most famous ex-privst In the
world was ln Washiogton, D. C. Here
he delivered a course of nloetoon lee-
tures on Romanism.  Ho was then in
his 8ind year, belng now 1805, he would
be 86 yoars old.

It fell o my lot W serve as hils assist-
ant and T was with him dally for nbout
three weeks, Belog one day slone with
him In his room, | asked whether he
knew anything about the story of Marla
Monk and her fumous book, Awful Dis-
closures,  Chiniquy was about 20 years
old at the time of Mlss Monk's escape,
in 1845: wnd | knew that he had been
much in Mootrenl where the Hotel Dieu
is slunted, He repliod that he did, and
that one oceasion, when he hiwd become
oo 11l to continue his arduous labors as
u privstand “*Apostie of Temparance,"
a8 he was often ealled, his hishop sent
him 1o that very hotel to take
needed rest, saving to hlm: ""he slsters
you a room, and nurse you
tenduerly, and you will soon recover your
While he wns
Into

sOme
will give
there

LLLLE

u=uil health ™ a
OO

uwnu ny

very old nun often s

to miplster to his wants;
he asked her whethoer she knew any-
thing of the stwory of Marls Monk. She
roplied that she was well informed on
that subjoet, and had houk,
YAwhil Disclosures' ' Enys
Chinlquy "were during the

rvad her
“Well now,
you here

clolmes o Lave been
oy
“Then,™

| me

time when she

hore?" V"Yeas ™
and | knew her
he, “l wish you would tel
the awlal statements she hHis
decds doae In this nunpery were

wis here
ETE
whether
made of
true.'

she snid,

well !

Upan this question, the old pun »as
grea'ly ugitat d and begged o be ex-
hut

consented

cused from answerlog: on  belog
||l‘t'~~o_‘d for an answer,
vided he
wnything she said untl allerber death,

He promis d, and she theo stated that

P

would promisze nover W reveal

Miss Miénk's statemonts o that book
were tru ; and says she, [ have soen
worse Lthings done here than anything
Lthint she Las wid."

My attention was again turped (o the

Marin Monk affair, by Aoy a

phamphlet recently published in
don, Eng., by a Catholic house, endeny-
oring to prove that Miss Mopk's Aw
ful were a fraud. | read
the phamphlet through; but it does not
svem W me to disprove any part of her
Stl)!’}'. Besides, this statement of the
Rev. Chiniguy is & direct confirmuation
of the truth of Miss Monks story, new
evidence, which I have never bofore
seen published.

But I have just received,
expectedly, some very
very reliable statements

Disclosures

most un-
inleresting

from

and
unother

souree.

While Friend Traynor
dent of the A. P. A, 3
recently, he gave mo mme of a lu v
gentleman now living o New York City
from whom information

Presi-

Stale

was In this city

valuable CoL-

Lroversy.”

“Marin Monk at leneth tired of her
caplivity, and one day ipesutlously B
prosched s window, and
niwed,”

WAs  recog-

“That nlght u mob bedslged the
house, demanding her Immedinte sup-
rander.” “They wero dispersed, and

another mob appeared the next day ™
“The third day, Fiith streot from
Avenus D to Avenue € was (1Hod by u
frenzled mob of howling fanatics (Ho-
mun Catholles), who threatened Lo rase
the house o the unless M lss
Mook was surrendorod at onco, Mps,
Rovve proferred o tako ehances rather
S50 tho nelghbors ral-

ground,

thiao surrendoer,
Hed and guneded the houge uotll Miss
Monk was salely lconducted 1o other
quarters  threo  days  later. My
mother often reposted thils story, but
hwdd | rocelved your Inguiry five woeks
sooner, [ could have given some starts
ling dotallg,” for his mother died just
five wooks ago

“The words quoted are s recelved
them from theson of this herolemolher,
If Miss Monk was not an escaped nun,
why did the priests stircup Romish
mobs to recapture her? And If thoso
convents are not places of lowdnoess and
wickedness, why did Pope lonocent
VLI publish a bull demanding refor-
mation in monasterios and other rollg-
ius places, and doclare that “members
of monosterios and  other creliglous
houses lead o lnsclvious and tealy disg-
solute life.”

Why is it that all escupod nuns tell
the same story of those prisons?

For my part, I should deem it truly
wonderful that these escaped women
should all agree so well, though wholly
unknown to each other, and living In
widely different times and fur remote
from one another. Every lawyer ace
customed to sift and welgh evidence,
knows well that witnesses cannot so
agree in oll the essontinls of & story as
thewe escuped nuns do, unless they are
telling the truth,

This book should be in every Tamily
in the world  The boy ar glrl who has
rond 18, will ot he fikely to be begulled
into the dens of Ramanism.

Youprs truly. CHASE Hovys

030 K SE N, W,
Washiogton, . C,
Marin Mook's Bouk can be had by

sonding & postal op order for
Ol cents to the AMERICAN PUNLISHING
Co,, Omaha, Neb , or, Chilosgo, 111,, or,
Kansus City, Mo, Order from the offlce
nearest your place of residence,

FREE HEAT!

The l.-‘ thint Lighite your 1o
L § BEEAT e if your use o

/\| FALLS HEATER.

- Takew b plaeas o wtovem Dy menes | oot o S
moma In snooesefid use in New Knglnng
Pyram Mg wanrds st ol reley
encen Bumpio Homior 1, e s woniag
BCOTON ENTERPHRISE M PG (L

1y :!l'lh .. Rosten, Vinss

CXPross

Flftay YB&[’S —IN THE—
Chureh of Rome,

BY REV. CHAS CHINIQUY,
Thin s & standard work on Bomanlam and
its secrot workings, written by one who oughd
‘:.\.m‘dr The story the asspssinntiun of

Uy the
It‘ﬂum.l'utlmih Church s told 1o & cloar and
convincing manner It wiso relnzes man
fucts regnrding the prictices of priests an
nuns o the convents and |‘\u.lr:-r u-. h
R4 12w 0 pngos. aud ls s H'
Lt '1-'f by A\'}!.Ilh\i ﬂl SH‘
1815 Howard Street. On uh\ ‘\Ph
or, Cor. Clark and Randalph, Chickgo, Hl,

THE PRIEST,

THE WOMAN,
CONFESSIONAL,

Ry REV. CHAS CHINIQUY
This work denls entirely with the practices
u? the Confessionsl bor, and should be read
all Protestants as well ws by Howan Oath-
o ics themwolves, The orrors 0f the Conless-
lonal are clearly pointad out.  Price, In cloth,
§1.00, semt postpald. Sold by

AMERICAN PURLISHING CO,,
1615 Howard Street, OMAHA, NEB

or. Uor Randoiph i

Abranhar Liacaln ) pald tools of the

AND
THE

wod Clark. Chioaga,

L& ““‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.

AN Exrnnunp

IVARY_OFFER| !

cerning Miss Monk might be obtalned
I wrote to him, and received subsiantis
aily the following: That it was his

around him were decoratod with the | mother, who first protected Miss Monk, [

arrived in that city after her

escape from Montreal inthe yoar 1835

when she

cult

llf

Hesage: "It was extremely ¢
with promise

and

W seledt & refuge

s sples wornw

noy

safoty, alert numor

in-
irix

Ous, and danger of Wis

The name of this protec
Rarae W famous
breadth of mind,

ity

GINCUNL .\.
creasing
for

wis Mrs, Reeves,

ts ¥ 1
diuntless

her beauty.
courage, and

sublin of character,

® ¥

a Vi
!\uln‘ il
Ilver g st

L I ‘
drows, ST \\ID‘HI! \Il \‘ H\\ lln
OO Im-lun. Mass.
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