
Passing between the long lines of cots in a Wes-
tern Hospital, Iwas strangely attracted by the in-
telligent Countenance of one of the patients, a nuui
of middle age, I had been on sick call, and was
about to depart, as in my piactice, I scanniexJ

the faces jof the occupants of the cots in an indeavor
to locate some sufferer who stood in need o*. my ser\-
ices, but who, as sometimes happens, had not thegrace or the courage to ask for them. Directing a

nurse's attention to thfe stranger, "I inquired as to his
identity.

'He is a Protestant preacher, sir,' was the reply.
'He has come down^ pretty low when he has to be
taken t0 a ward in a City Hospital !'

"Where does he belong?' Iasked.'Oh), somewhere out West. But he has some nowfriends. They bring him magazines and. books.'
Iwent to the stranger, and saluted him jpleasantly.'
Isuppods you know I am a Catholic priest,'

said I.
'
But il always1 like to say a friendly word tothose who ai'e suffering, even if they are not Cathol-ics.'"' T am not a Catholic,' said he. /'Oh, Iknow that,' said I. 'But we are bothministers of the Gospel, and in that way we are not

strangers.'- He drifted at once to other topics, spoke fluently
and well of the levemts of the day, and showed suchan intelligentgrasp of affairs ]p general and particular,
that Ifelt my interest in him growing, [and T saidso.

c It. isn't often fone meets a man like you in a hos-pital w&rd. Ihave been very agreeably "surprised, andIsincerely hope you will tjoon recover. May Iicall tos-ee you again ?''
'If [you wish,' said he.

'
Ihavn not many friendsJ-iie is made up of many bitter things. Such," at leasthas been my life. But pray for me.'T left, but as T pressed bis hand T said. I' Trust in(Tofl. He is our best friend and never forsakes usYou Ik&ow that. Good bye.'

Iwent ao-ain anfd acain 1o the hospital, but my
Hiend seemed worse each time. He Iwas seized' with
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He *"ibled from bead 1o fool.

To 7," V tf , v- IIwas d^essinc tn look at him.i could not get hum out of my mind. One day goinEto s^e him. Ijmet, a man at the hospital Pate.'vv»u see" interests in Mr. P ,' Rnlifi. . "* Protestant minister "» s,ai,d T'. y'1 c' .
mtellipent n^an If.el av^ SOrrY „*' rrowsProtestant minastor" he eiacti.lated. 'Why hc\
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on Ithe pillow. The shadow of <ieatK was on his f&4
itaia0!"*' dose t0 Mm-

Md tatos'My friend^ you are going to die, and you knowI- am a CaitJioiic priest. You are a. Catholic, andIwantyou to make your oonfession. I will help you all Ican,' and Itoo1* Imy stole out of mv pocket.
He loofced at me with a despairing look, and thenhe turnpjd his face away.
*WKat,' said I, 'you are going to refuse this lastgrace ?'
'Father,' said he, 'there is no salvation for me.Ihave been a traitor of the Ideepest dye. Iha,ve d|'s

-
prracpa mv family.. Ihave broken my mother's heart.Iha^e [Ipft the Church of mv childhood and ra.ilpilagainst it in public and in private. I.have been blackerthan Judas, because T (have betrayed all that Ilover!witn greater knowledge and with batter malice'— andjust then another one of those hmcontrollable drills

His Grace the Archbishop of Melbourne, wholeft for Europe ion April 28, delivered a valedictoryaddress in St. Patrick's Cathedral on the previous.^unday eventing. Jn the course of his address, hisGrace sad :—
It is now just 21 years ago ['since Ireceived the pal-

Jium from Leo XIII. Ipromised then (that every tenthyear Iwould vist Rome, and give an (explicit state-ment of the religious affairs of my diocese. And nowyou will ask what account Ishall jrive the Holy Fatherthis tome. Shall Inot be justified in saying that inno country in the world is 'there a livelier faith" or a?«?" JeVot6d'
A
loYalty towards the Holy See than here?Isthink so. And now as to the evidence of that fai+*bj.win o" }GUs us \haj! faith without works is dead.Well, concrete examjpUcs of our work are in evidencech,^n°' im? vs'- Since mY last visit, three magnificent

Mebnm^ ha?Mee^ ûilt in *the Archdiocese-at WestMelbourne at North Melbourne, and at Carlton ; and3 er, another Us being built at Malvern, which wlill (be
1velv^iTh^f^ -^ SUburi)' and Proof of thathiVt Ji ,of Pnests land people, to which Ihave2for 2\ +? We ?aV° the new conwnt at Ab-Yn d£raX?m ° S& Wh° haVG unhaPP(fly fal^» inton, degradation, or error may find reclamation.andpeace. At Broadmeadows, children, who have knownnot care of an earthly mother, are tended with a loveand revotic-n by 'their spiritual mothers, that the natu-
A+ wW Pare?t xor its offsP"nS could not exceed.fc [again, there is a uoble institution fortuose, who have fallen on evil days. No questionsareasked as to creed, there is no interference with) thedrreligion. Here ithey may live an peace, and they may
1 repare for death, in a way which leaves n0 doubt asto their salvation. But great and splendid as theseresults |are, as an evidence of faith, there is something
thatImay tell the Holy Father, whichIthink he will

regard as finer than all these put together. Irefer
to the sacrifices that the faithful in. the jArchdiocese,
in the State, and throughout the whole country, indeed,
have made in the cause of religious education. Some
general help has been proffered us from the outside

but we have not sought it. We have borne our burden
alone. Our schools have multiplied enormously through-
out the.Commonwealth.
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stopped smoothing, amd patting the crumpled cheque, and
actually reached over to touch her hand, with sudden

strange timidity.'
Bless you child !!" he said softly. Then, looking

at her with ja queer little embarrassed twist of hisi
brows, he |added, 'Iguiess we hav'nt understood ■ each
other but—lthink we shall yet.''

The Youth's Companion.'

THE PRODIGAL'S RETURN

seized hold of him," and, lest he should injure |himseM,
some of the orderlies came over and|held him down.

When he became .quiet, Ispoke calmly and sooth-
ingly to hfms. His fran.i acknowledgment, had allthe
effecb of confession- to Ms soul. It broke all the rigid

barriers of pride and despair. It was enough. Isaw
my opportunity, and Iavailed myself [of it, with allthe tact Ipossessed, with the result that he poured

-
out his soul in a iflood of humble and unreserved self-
accusation. It was like the rush'kig of many waters,
and when it was gone it left his soul purified from all

stains and in peace. A sweet, holy calm seemed (to
nossess ' him, and 'he lay there as a baby sleeping.

While Iad'miiniistered1 unto Mm the sacred Unction, great
tears rolled down his cheeks. When Iwas through andwas plaorag my stole and oil-stock in my pocket, he

opened wide his eyes and in a look of ineffable joy
and confidenceJie said,: 'God iis good. No truer worddid you ever utter, Father, than when you saidHe wasour best friend.'
Iwarmly pressed his hand and turned to go. As

T looked around Isaw the large, burly Negro ordjerly,
who with difficultly held «1 h-e sfick man'/S feet a h,al'£
liour before, leaning on Ms mo,p, silently,and reverently
watchiing the whole proceeding, for it was m the open
ward. I c«,me away, promising to return next day ;
and on my way home marvelled at the goodness |and
mercy of God who had sought out this wandering,sheep
and brought him back to-

the Pastures he had deserted.
Iwent back early next morning, but the wearystrang-
er had gone to his rest, ithe prodigal had found his
Father. Death had come in the night. As I glanced
at the empty bed,I[saw a crippled merry-heartedIrish-

man beckon me to his corner. « Father, ye did a n;ood
work [for that poor fellow,' said he. *> He died inpeace
and quietness, ancl, Ithink, happy and thankful to the

Almighty, but the black man ye saw moppin* the floorsaid it was the powerful little cotton plasters ye
put on his hands a>nd feet that quieted him 'down andgave him the happy d^ath, an' maybe farther Wear, you'll
have his soul on the strength of 'thorn same v plasters.''

True to the sunny isle you came from, Patrick,'thought I, * mingtfnc; a jofre with the keenest suffer-
ing.

— '
The

'

The Archbishop of Melbourne
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