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l'l‘ HAS BECOME A NECESSITY ™ TO
appeal ® to  the generosity of Catholies
throughout Canada for the maintenance and
development of our Indian Mission, The re
sources formerly at oar command havein great
part failed us, and the necessity of & vigorous
policy imposes tself at the present woment,
owing to the good dispositions of most of the
lmrmu Indians and to the live competition we
1ave to meet on the t of the sects er
sons he communic

this

oy of £ he
jed who has been specially charged
with the promotion of this work.

Our Missions may be assisted in the following
manner :

9Il. Y early subscriptions, ranging from § to

0,

2. Legacies by testament .(payable to the
Archbishop of St Boniface)

3. Clothing, new or second hand, material
for clothing, for use in the Indian schools,

1. Promise to clothe a child, either by fur-
nishing material, or by paying #1 & month in
case of a girl, 81.50 in case of a boy

5. Devoting one's self to the education of
Indian children by accepting the charge of
Jay schools on Indian Reservea—asmall salary
attached

6, Kntering a Religious Order of men or
women specially devoted to work among the
Indians ; e g. (for North-Western Canada) the
Oblate Fathers, the Grey Nuns of Montreal,
the Franciscan Nuns (Quebec), ete,

Donationseither in money or clothing should
be addressed to His Grace Archhishop Lange
vin, D. D, 8t. Boniface, Man., or to Rev, C.
Cahill, 0. M, I,, Rat Portage, Ont
C. Cahill, O. M, I,

Indian Missionary.

SCHOOLS

During the coming School Term of 1895 9 we
respectiully solicit the favor of your orders for
the aupplying of Catholic Educational and
other Text books, both in Knglish and Frenchy
also, scbool stationery and school requisites.

SADLIER'S DOMINION SERIES

Sadlier’s Dominion Reading Uharts, 26 Read
ing Charts and one Chart ot colors, mounted ox
14 boards, stze 23§ to 32} inches

Sadlier's Dominion Speller, complete,
Sadiier's Dominion First Reader. Part I,
Sadlier's Dominion Firat Reader, P
Sadlier's Dominion Second Reader,

3 fer’ T 1 Reader.
" W th Raadar
Sadlier's Outlines of Canadian History,

Sadlier's Grandes Lignes de l'Histoire du
Canada.

sadlier's Outlines of Knglish History.

sSadlier's School History of Kngland, with ¢
eolored maps

sadlier's Avcient and Modern History, with
jllustrations and 28 colored mapa.

Sadlier's Eaition of Butler's Catechism.

Sadlier's Child’s Catechism of Sacred Hise
jory, Old Testament, Part I

Badlier's Child's Catechiam of Sacred His-
ew Testament, Part 11
{lier's Catechism ol Sacred History, Iarge
edition

Sadlier’'s Bible History (Schuster) Illus
trated

sadlier's Klementary Grammar, Blackboard
Kxercisen

sadlier's Edition of Grammaire Klementaire
par K. Robert

Sadlier's Edition of Nugent's French anc

Knglish, Engilsh and Fre
pronunciation
Sadiier s (P, D, & 5)) Copy Books, A, and B
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CATHOLIC PUBLISHERS
128 Chuare S, | 1669 Notre Dame St
PORONTO., ( | MONTREAL. QUE
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COan be Seen at our Warerooms
DUNDAS STREETL.

SMITH BROTHERS

Hanitary Plumbers and Heating
Kugineers,
LONDON, - ONTARIO,
Bole Agents for Peerless Water Heaters
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A Story of Japan in the Sizteenth Century.

By LADY GEORGIANA FULLERRTON.

CHAPTER V.,

“He has not been in Meaco for several
months ; when last I heard of him he was
in the kingdom of Bungo., He generally
visite ns towards the time of the Feast of
onr Lady’s Nativity, Laurentia may
perhaps see him at Ozaca. It is his habit
to frequent places where people assemble
together on public occagions. His voca-
tion i¢ to be in a crowd. The desert and
the forest have no attractions for him; he
must be where he can work for men, and
come in contact with them: his love of
souls is restless. When he heard one of
the Fathers relate that their great founder
said that if God gave him his choice, to
die at once and go to heaven, or to stay on
earth, still uncertain as to his salvation,
but gaining more souls to Christ, he should
not hesitate to remain., Anselm's eyes
beamed with joy, and hd said with great
gimplicity—'1 would do like St Ignatins.’
—My children,” she continued, “ have
you heard that the Kumbo-Sama has re-
solved to put up a statue of himself in the
yigantic temple which he is erecting near
Ozaca, and that he intends to call npon
all hisgubjects to pay it religions worship ?
His predecessors have been contented to
be adored arrer death, but he intends to
enjoy that privilege during his lifetime.
He 18 determined that the Chinese Am-
bassadors shall witness that homage paid
to him. They speak of an edict compell-
ing all persons, under pain of death, to
comply with this obligation.”’

Grace and Laurentia smiled. “Then
he will have put to death many thousands
of his subjects,” said the former,

“The rivers of Japan will flow with
blood,” exclaimed the latter.

“The gates of heaven will open wide to
receive a noble band of martyrs,” cried
another.

“ Ladies,” said a plain, quiet little
woman, who seldom opened her lips, but
was a 1t deal in the church and in-
structed poor converts, “ 1 have a favor to
ask you. Will you promise to grant it?”?

«1 think we may safely do so, good
Catherine,” said Agatha with a smile.
“ But tell us—what is it ?”

“f, when theedictis published and the
crogges are erected, you ghould see me
turn pale and look frightened, will you
please gag my mouth and drag me to the
place of execution? And, whatever I
may say or do at the time, be sure you
do not let me go.”

Having delivered herself of this speech,
the little woman sank back into her pre-
vious silence, and though her friends
laughed, they felt there was both wisdom
and holiness in the poor little catechist’s
words. e

Meanwhile another assembly was being
held at the palace of Guenifoin, the Gov-
ernor of the city. Justo Ucondono, Simon
Condera, Austin the High Admiral, and
many other persons of rank, both Chris-
tian and heathen, had met together to
consult upon the preparations they had
made, and were still making, in obadi-
ence to the Kumbo-Sama’s orders, in
order to second, by an extraordinary dis-
play of splendor, his wishes with regard
to the reception of the Chinese Ambassa-
dors. It especially behoved the Chris-
tian noblemen not to behind hand on
these occasions, as they would easily
have been accused of indiflerence to the
national glory; for, even when best
pleaged with theirservices, the Sovereigns
always looked upon them with a jealous
and suspicious eye. They felt that there
was a point beyond which they could not
command their submission; that they
owed an allegiance to a Heavenly Master.
The Emperor had been sharp-sighted
enough to discern that if in the recent
struggle with the rebel princes, whom,
wien once iu possesdick Oi Lhe SUGHZ-
hold of Tagacuqgui, he had easily reduced
to obedience, Justo's conscience had been
enlisted on the opposite side, he might
as vainly have attempted to repulse the
advancing tide, or to remove the moun-
tains of Saxuma into the sea, as have
compelled him to submit.

The Christian lords foresaw that a con-
flict would arise between them and the
Imperial despot on the day when in the
madness of his pride the Kumbo-Sama
would call upon them to pay religious
worship to his statue. Not one of these
earnest and high-spirited men shrank
from the trial; but they were determined
not to give him an excuse for taxing
them with indifference to the interest of
their country ; and though many of them
were straitened in fortune from the losses
they had endured during the last persecu-
tions, and the sacrifices they had made
in order to rebuild their rained churches ;
though they were careless of display in
worldly matters, and full of other thoughts
and anxieties than theexhibition of milit-
ary pomp, the vain festivities, the empty
pageantry of theatrical representations
which was to dazzle the eyes of strangers
and conceal the rankling evils of inward
discord and heathen demoralization, they
took part in these deliberations and sacri-
ficed their own tastes to what, under the
circumstancee, appeared to them a duty.

Ginenifoin, the Governor or Viceroy of
Meaco, was most anxious that the Chris-
tians shouid appeai 10 advantage on ¢
oceasion. He was not one himself, al-
though he loved them well. Ile was one
of those men who have a heart to feel the
beauty of goodness, and a mind capable
of discerning the truth, but the world was
uppermost in his sympathies and affac-
tions: it clung to him like Dajanira’s robe.
To tear ofl that magic garment in which
he had been clothed from his youth up,
would have been a torture he dared not
face; the shame of the Cross was more
than he could endure. With something
of the spirit of that lord who came to
Harry Percy “when the fight was done,”
he felt that, “ butfor these vile Gizerrs he
wonld himself have been a Citristian.”
Moderate Christianity he would have
readily embraced — Christianity which
would have bent before each
blast, and gracefully bowed down to idols
when Governments or Kmperors enjoined

it—Christianity without love, without
{ faith, without ardor, above all, without a

gleam of that enthusiasm which has
| always been the bugbear of men of this
| gtamp; and no wonder ! for in the long
run it drives even their own Divinity, the
world, before it.

Guenifoin had two sons, Paul and Con-
| stantine, who were Christians; and not
| “moderate '’ Christians ; there were none
such in Japan. Under the sword of per-
scution there are, alas ! for the weakness

of man, there always will be, apostates,
and may God have mercy upon them;
but there is no* moderation” in believing
what God has revealed ; no * moderation”
in obeying His commandments; none of
that miserable, nominal religion, which
lays no hold on a man’s soul, St Francis
Xavier did not cross the ocean, work
miracles in the name of Christ, and do in
ten years the work of a lifetime, for the
sake of teaching his converts to love and
to serve God with what the world calls
moderation.

The sons of Guenifoin were reckoned
amongst the most spirited and accom-
plished young men of the province of
Nimo, From their childhood they had
been accustomed to hear their father
gneer at the idols and the native priest-
hood of Japan, and gpeak with the high-
est praise of the Christian missionaries.
They had often accompanied him to the
College of the Fathers, and received from
them instruction in various branches of
learning. Both, when they grew up, be-
came Christians, and, though the Gover-
nor of Meaco persisted in ignoring the
fact, it was supposed that he did not look
upon it altogether with an unfavorable
eye. He wished very much to bring
about a marriage between Paul, his eld-
est son, and the daughter of Justo Ucon-
dono ; and negotiaiions on the subject
were at that time going on between the
two families,

There was to be, the next day, a sort of
rehearsal at the palace of Fuximi, in the
plain of Ozaca, of the ceremonies to be
observed at the reception of the Ambas-
sadors., All the principal personages of
the Counrt and the officers of State were to
accompany the Kumbo-Sama on that
oceasion, and when they separated on the
eve of that eventful day most of them felt
a little curiosity at the thoughts of wit-
nessing the eflact of the colossal building,
the forests of pillars, the widespread
field of gold fringed cloth, and the luxuri-
ons habitations which in the course of a
very short time had turned a desert plain
into a kind of city of more than ordinary
gplendor. Even in Justo Ucondono’s
breast there was, perhaps, a transient
feeling of exnltation at the thought of the
grandeur and the magnificence which his
native country would thus display in the
eyes of foreigners. It was scarcely pos-
gible for a Japanese not to despise the
Coinese, The mean, timid, and ariful
character of that people was singularly
repulsive to the chivalrous inhabitants of
a small kingdoi, which gloried in its in-
dependence, an.i scorned the huge eflam-
inate continental empire which was now
suing for peace at their hands.

There was much excitement that night
in the streets of Meaco. Preparations for
departure were making on all gides ; in
the palace of the nobles as well as in that
of the Kumbo-Sama, a continual noise of
footsteps, a hurrying to and fro, and a
coaseless hum of voices was going on.
Tradesmen were carrying goods in every
direction; wagons loaded with farniture
and provisions, and some of them with
flowers, o a8 to look like ambulating
gardens, were passing every moment
throngh the gates of the city on their way
to Fuximi. The sunset in clondless ma-
jesty that evening, and not a breath of
wind stirred the pine forests round the
town. The bright stars shone with their
steady, placid light on that restless, ex-
cited, shifting mass of human life that was
thronging the streets and dispersing it-
gelf on the plain in anticipation of the
glories and the pleasures of the morrow.
In the Dairi’s palace there was the stolid
repose of sensual apathy; of abstraction
from human cares enforced and passively
snbmitted to: whilst in the churches of
the Jesuits’ College and the I'ranciscan
convent the Blessed Sacrament was at
that moment exposed, and large numbers
of Christians waiting for Denediction.
There, too, there was silence--silent
prayer, silent hopes, silent fears,—a sil-
ence deeper than in the pine forests ; hol-
ier than in the starry heavens.

But as the Christians emerged from
their churches that night, as the work-
men prolonged their labors in the palaces
and t} e the travaellers wera on
ay from Meaco to Iuximi, and
darkness had fallen over the busy scene,
an extraordinary sight met their eyes as
they raised them to the tranquil skies.
A blazing meteor of most fearful aspect
seemed to cover with its lurid rays the
whole of the firmament, It pointed from
west to north. There was something 8o
awful in its appearance that not one of
those who beheld it would recall, without
shuddering, its ghastly color and form ;
none had ever been seen resembling it
There it stretched across the dark blue
expanse, obscuring the stars and threat-
ening the earth. The stoutest heart in
Meaco quailed at the sight, and the Chin-
ese portion of the population increased
the alarm by raising a dismal cry in the
streets of the city.

“Vaza! Vaza !’ they shouted in mys-
terious tones ; “ an evil omen! an evil
omen !”

CHAPTER V.
I'IE EVE OF THE FESTIVAL.

I'ven as the sun had set in cioudless
majesty on the preceding evening, 80 on
the morniug of the 30ch of August it rose
in matchless splendor, and never did its
rays illuminate a grander or a brighter
scene than Fuximi displayed that day.
The Kumbo-Sama was to receive the
troops he had assembled, and inspect the
buildings he had raised around the won-
fart or :mlq.-n (far the tarma are
gynonymous in Japan), which formed his
summer residence. He had builtit for
the express purpose of immortalizing his
name. In order to improve its situation
he had levelled huge mountains to the
ground, and elevated others at the price
of incredible labor. The quaintness of
Japanese taste had dealt, in this instance,
with mountains, and forests, and rivers,
as it was wont to do with the peculiarities
of its diminutive gardens—and lately in
every direction he had added to the
splendor of this Eastern Versailles. One
tower amongst many others the EEmperor
had built for his own use in the centre of
the plain, a gigantic pyramid of eight

adverse |

| stories high, with spacions galleries, and

luxurions apartments richly farnished,
and gilt over with incredible magnitic-
ence. It was from the highest storey of
this edifice that the Ambassadors were to
contemplate the vast army encamped in
the surrounding plain, and watch its evo-
lutions.
ion of well-mounted troops defiled before
the gazars from those gilded mansions
and lofty towers, till the valley seemed

| alive with armed men, glittering in the

splendor of their gorgeous accoutrements,

A wall of extraordinary thickness, de-
signed at once for ornament and defence,
gurrounded Fuximi. No enemy that
had ever set foot on the soil of Japan
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could have dreamed of forcing that bar-
rier, In the distance, on a hill, visible
from every part of the plain, but notfar
from Meaco, rose the famous temple of
Amida, the sanctuary of the mighty idol
Daybut, its white walls glittering in the
sunshine, its twelve hundred minor idols
each proudly raised on a separate pedes-
tal. Throughout the day, often and often,
did Tayco Sama’s eyes turn towards that
temple, but not to offer homage to the
divinities it contained; no, at those mo-
ments he was saying inhis heart, like the
fool David speaks of, “ There ig no God.”
He scorned the gross idolatries of the
bonz2s, he hated and despised their hypo-
critical pretences ; he worshipped strength,
he worshipped intellect, he worshipped
himself ; and this was the moment when
that inward worship, which had long
been carried on in his secret heart, was
to be inaugurated in the face of day. It
wes not to rank with the idols of the
bonzas that he cared ; it was not to force
Christians to adhere to the Japanese sup-
erstitions that he was about to set up a
new image on their altars. No; he did
what Voltaire would have wished to do,
what every sceptic would fain accomplish
—to drag down God to his own level by
usurping His place—to enter the list with
Him, and by defying His power to dis-
prove His existence, And all proceeded
according to his desire that day—each
building he had raised was perfect in its
kind—each battalion of his troops passed
before Liim in glorious array. The whole
of that brilliant scene was magical in its
effact—the scarlet draperiesand the shrill
tones of the warlike Instruments gave a
trinmphal character to the whole proceed-
ings. A banquet was spread out on a
field of golden cloth, and the nobles of the
land waited on the Kumbo-Sama. His
little son, the heir to all that more than
regal splendor, stood by his side. The
Empress and her attendants were seated
in a gallery that overlooked the gorgeous
scene, Everything was fair to the sight
in that hour of luxurious enchantment.
There was nothing to mar the beauty of
that festive hall—no writing on the wall
to startle the serenity of pride, the deep
wild joy of successful ambition. The re-
past was terminated ; the Emperor rose
from his couch of state, and smiled com-
placently on his obsequious courtiers, as
a huge chariot appeared in the distance,
driven by fwelve mag antlv capar-
isoned white horses, escorted by a de-
tachment of cavalry, and heralded by a
procession of bonzes. He affacted to gaz3
with curiosity on the approach of the
trinmphal car. The Empress advanced
to the edge of the balcony, and inquired
of her attendants what was the meaning
of that procession.

“ It is the statue of the Kumbo-Sama
on its way to the Temple of Amida,’”’ was
the answer. “ His gracions Majesty is to
judge this day if itis worthy of the hom-
age it is henceforward to receive as the
image of our divine Sovereign.”

Laurentia, who was standing amongst
the attendants, become very pale. She
likewige leant over the balcony, at the
opposite side from the Empress, in an at-
titude which betokened intense anxiety.

When the chariot stopped opposite to
the place where the Emperor was stand-
ing, the bonzss intoned a slow kind of
chant ; the purple covering was removed,
and the statue displayed. The eyes of
the Kumbo-Sama fixed themselves upon
it. A smile, that almost resembled a
sneer, passed over his countenance. Itwas
not under the form of that vain idol that
he worshipped himseif. What he wor-
shipped was that powerful will he felt
within him, and which was about to con-
strain millions of men to prostrate them-
selves before his image.

Thege was no edict published yet. No
formal order had been given, but his
heathen courtiers fell with their faces on
the ground, and the bystanders followed
their example, whilst exclamations rent
the air, and a flourish of wind instru-
ments resounded on every side.

The Christians stood up silently, re-
spectfully, with their eyes bent on the
ground. They stirred not a muacle.
They breathed not a word. They held
their peace.

Dark grew the brow of the Kumbo-
Sama, and rigid the expression of his
mouth. He raised his arm and pointed
to the Temple of Amida, “To-morrow,"’
he cried, * at the shrine of the mighty
Daybut we pay our homage : to-morrow
we kneel at the feet of of our twelve hun-
hundred predecessors ; to-morrow we take
our place amongst them.” Loud acclam-
ations arose. “ To-morrow—"’

What checked the words on the lips of
of the great Emperor ? What has startled
the prostrate heathens ? \What strange
and horrible sound, like the howling of a
fierce wind in the bowels of the earth, has
pierced their ears ? The sky has become
suddenly overcast, a heavy shower of
blood-red sand blinds the eyes of the
monarch, and causes him to hide his face
with the hand a moment ago so proudly
uplifted.

“Take the statue to the Temple,” he
hastily cried, and withdrew into the
tower, where the women stood in fear and
trembling, listening to those dreadful
gounds and watching that strange shower
of blistering sand.

The monarch has ascended to the high-
est storey of his gilded tower. He has
summoned his officers of state around
him. He has given his orders for the
morrow. He has sketched out the cere-
monial to be observed in the inaugura-
tion of his statue. He has read the edict
which is to be published in all the towns
of his dominions. He glares on the High
Admiral and on Justo Ucondono. He is
tired of tolerating the Christians. The
Fathers have presumed on his patience,
The emissaries of the Spaniards, the
brown-robed priests, have defied him
openly. Let that one true God they are
always canting about save them if He
can. He would not trust to Him any
more than to the divine Cosca or to the
mighty Daybut, if he had not his fortress
to rely upon. “Show me a God,’” he
cried,* that can baflle my will, and I will
believe in Him.”

He went towards the gallery. The sky
was once more clear; there was not a
clond to be seen; the sand had ceased to

Iiven now, battalion after battal- !

tall, but that strange unnatural sound was

He hears a piercing

it is his son's voice.
Why does everything
reel round him ? * O Father!” that cry
again. He springs to his feet. 'The tow-
er i8 rocking, it is swinging to and fro
like a drunken man. The noise in his
ears i horrible, it sounds like the cries of
dying men. He rushes out of his room
he calls upon his attendants, and it seems
to him that shouts of derisive laughter
answer him. He snatches up his son
whom he meets at the door. He descends
the winding galieries amidst rattling
stones and falling beams. Now, now the
earth quakes again, and the last storey
he has reached gives way. e falls on
the ground, with a mass of ruins hqaped
over his head. There he lies, the nnghtf’
Emperor, the man who ha3 defied God,
alone with his child in hus arms; alone
during the long hours of darkness. When
the dawn comes he struggles with the
heavy load which weighs him down, and
emerges at last from that living tomb
which had well-nigh enclosed him for
ever. Once more he stands upon his feet,
with the sky above him, its pale stars
disappearing one by one in the gray dawn
of morning. What meets his eyes?” One
vast universal scene of devastation—
yawning crevices, shapeless masses of
stone, heaps of shattered columns; torn
and soiled fragments of golden cloth and
purple drapery hanging, as in mockery,
on the disfignred and prostrate ruins;
men with pale and haggard faces wan-
dering about carrying dead bodies,
or searching for the corpses still
buried beneath the remains of those
costly buildings now Jevelled to the
ground, It was a horrible sight, and
shastly were the faces both of the living
and the dead.
The Emperor shuddered, and stood for
a moment as if fascinated by that spec-
tacle of utter desolation. Pride was mak-
ing wild havoc in his brain. Never had
that master passion received a more sud-
den and violent overthrow. e had de-
fiad his Maker. He remembered it well,
as he stood there on the same spot where
the day before he had so daringly blas-
phemed, and the challenge 1 wd been ac-
cepted. He felt himself onquered : words
similar to those of the Apostate Jalian
barst from his lips, and he fled from that
place with a wild and bitter cry. With his
infant son in his arms, like a man pursued
by agsassing, hetied. Theearth was yawn-
ing under his feet. Every moment dread-
ful crevices were opening in the solid
earth, which seemed endued with life, 8o
fearful were its throes, so loud its subter-
ranean echoes. He rushed towards the
hills, and passed in that frantic {light by
the Temple of Amida. The wreck there
was complete: there was scarcely one
stone left on another of that far-famed
bnilding—the pride of the Ximo and the
glory of Japan. The idol Daybut, and
tweive hundred images, and the statue of
the reigning monarch, were all lying on
the ground in broken, disfigured, and
abject prostration. Several hundred of
the bonzes had perished that night. Some
few left alive were rending the air with
cries; but the Imperial fugitive tarried
not on his way. The sight of man was
torture to him. He could not brook the
glance of a human eye. The very beasts
of the field as they looked upon him
geemed to insult his misery. He flad
from the ruined temple as he had tled
from Yuximi. The groans of the dying
geemed to pursue him as he resumed
that desperate and hopeless flight. He
thought he heard those words which had
re-echoed in the streets of Meaco on the
eve of his departure: “Vazi! vaza! an
evil omen ! anevilomen!” The howling
wind, as he neared the mountain tops,
geemed to shont them in his ears. Iant-
ing, exhausted with anguish and fatigue,
his strength failed him as he reached the
highest ridge of Saxuma. He built him-
gelf there a hut of rushes and reeds, and
hid himself a long time from the sight of
his fellow-men. His tlight had been
traced, and those of his officers who had
escaped the horrible disasters of the earth-
quake went in search of their sovereign.
He was sitting in gloomy silence in the
sulitary hat—a moody ¥ I
sessing him. None could summon cour-
age to approach the monarch at bay : not
vanquished by an enemy, but maddened
by his own pride. “It18a fearful thing
to enter the lists with the true God.”
Many a reckless man felt this in his heart
as he thought of that strange night and
that stranger morrow.

Guenifoin and Justo Ucondono at last
ventured into the presence of the Kumbo-
Sama. He looked at them in a bewil-
dered, helpless manner: then he said to
the latter, “ Your God had reason to be
offended with me. I shall manage better
another time.”

Guenifoin thought from these words he
might become a Christian—then he him-
self would also have been one—but Justo
saw nothing in the ecowling eye, the
lowering brow, the suspicious glance of
the Japanese I’haraoh to awaken that

he i:falling with it.
cry, “© Father!”
He is awake now.
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hope.

Day after day passed by. Weeks and
months elapsed; and still the Emperor
dwelt on that mountain top, and obstin-
ately refused to return to his duties or his
pleasures. It almost seemed ag if the
grace of conversion had been offered to
himthen, God had done Hispart. From
the bowels of the earth, as once from the
opening sky, a voice had said, * Why per-
secutest thou Me?'' That voice smote
the prond man to the ground, but he
heeded it not. He lay there awhile in
mute helplessness, and then, after a time,
11 1uBe Up, LOL L BBy like St Paul, * W
will Thou have me to do?” but to lift up
his arm once more against God and His
Christ, and alas! for him, never in this
world again to feel the chastening hand
of that God.

The earthquake had done its work over
the whole face of the Ximo, At Meaco,
at Ozaca, at Saccai, as well as at Fuximi,
the devastation had been fearful, the loss
of life grievous, but marvellously had the
Christians been spared. Not one of their
churches was destroyed ; and it was re-
marked that the houses where the Holy
Sacrifice had been habitually offered, like
those of the Israelites in the land of
Egypt, seemed to have been marked by
the precious blood and saved from des-
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| still going on. Ile dismissed his officers
! and counsellors. They withdrew to the

| lodgings assigned to them in the neigh- |

| boring palaces. The Iimpress to the one
she occupied opposite the Kumbo-Sama's
own residence—that gilded overtowering
Babel of matchless grandeur.

The monarch lies down on his splendid
couch, He cannot sleep at first, but grad-
nally he falls into an uneasy slumber.

He dreams that he has driven the God of |

the Christians from Ilis home in the
skies. He struggles to retain his hold of
the golden throne he has won, but it fal-
ters under him ; it escapes him ; it rocks,

T G v

truction. The house which the Kmpress

| inhabited at Fuximi on the night of the

50th of August, although it had been
greatly shattered, and part of it levelled
to the ground, had not been altogether
annihilated, and but few lives were lost
within its precincts.

TO BE CONTINUED.

Parents Must Have Rest,

A President of one of our Colleges says -
‘“We spent many sleepless nights in conse
quence of our children sutfering from colds,
but this never occurs now : We use Scott's
Emulsion and it quickly relieves pulmonary
iroubles.”

—

LEAGUE OF THE SACRED HEART,

7
GENERAL  INTENTION
1899,

FOR JUNE

JUNE,

The Spread of the Apostleship of
Praver,

Named by the Cardinal I’rotector ang
Blessed by the Pope for all Associ.
ates,

Canadian Messenger of the Bacred IHeart

Were one asked to point out what ig
the most disheartening and dangeroys
symptom among Catholics of the present
day all over the world, one would not
be far wrong in saying that it is the
neglect of prayer. Indifferent Catho.
lics do not pray at all, *‘good " Catho.
lics pray as little and as carelessly ag
possible, pious Catholics shorten angd
eass up their devotions on the prip-
ciple of following the line of least re-
sistance. To be sure, there still are
some really saintly people among ug,
and these are saintly just because thev
make much of prayer and meditation
But the fact remains that there is gl
over the world, even among God's
chosen people, a lamentable neglect of
honest, humble, fervent, persevering
prayer.

To take only one every day instance,
how many people are there who never
fail to spend at least a quarter of an
hour after each Commuuion in prayer
or thanksgiving ? How easily, on the
slightest excuse, do monthly communi-
cants leave the church lmmediately
after the Mass at which they have re.
ceived the Body of Charist, laugh and
chat on the way home, and never pay
a visit to the Blessed Sacrament on that
day of Eucharistic blessing ! Former-
ly, half an hour’s thanksgiving was
considered the minimum for pious per-
sons ; now five minutes or less is con-
sidered suffizient.

At the time of the great Oxford con-
versions, fifty years ago, ma
converts were 80 enamored with the
Lhurch s prayers thal, men and women
of the world though they were, having
to mingle in the gayeties of high soci
aty, they recited the breviary every
day, which means at least an hour of
vocal prayer, besides hearing Mass and
saying many other prayers Such
practices were common among Catho
lics of the last century and the begin.
ning of this. Nowadays, if a Catholic
layman makes a meditation of fifteen
minutes each day or a short spiritual
reading, ten to one, he is an ex semin-
arian or a future priest or religious,
Wa refer especially to English speak-
Catholics, more particularly in this
western hemisphere. In other coun-
tries Catholics may have a less militant
faith, they may talk less loudly about
it, but they keep it much more alive by
solid practical ptety.

The fact is the atmosphere around
us is unfavorable to the spirit of
humble dependence which prayer sup-
poses. We hear so much of eelf-re-
spect, self government, seif reliance,
salf-repression, that we end by be-
coming, even in matters supernatural,
subjectively self-suffizient,  Unfor-
tunately it is only subjectively ; we are
self-suffizing only in imagination ; 0)-
Jectively, that is, in reality we are and
ever shall be incapable, by our own
unaided natural powers, of harboring
even a thought that maketh for salva-
tion. If we could transfer to the oper-
ations of the soul the laws of matter,
those natural secrets the marvels of
which we are unravelling more and
more every dav, our feeling of self-
sufficlency would be perfectly reason-
able. There is nodoubt that science has
traced to purely natural caus:s certain
manifestations which were formerly
considered, to say the least, preter-
natural. The blunder wejcommit is
the drawing of an illegitimate in-
ference. Because certain extraordin-
ary phenomena on fuller knowledge
turn out to be natural, it does not
follow that there are no supernatural
phenomena ; what does follow is that
we should be more careful before pro-
nouncing a judgment in future. Be-
cause, with the help of nature, we can
do many more wonderful things than
our grandfathers could, it does not

lay

follow that we have acquired
a natural right to supernatural
results. Between the natural and

the supernatural there is still, as there
always has been, and ever will be, a
great gulf fixed. That gulf can be
bridged by grace alone. ‘‘By grace
you are saved through faith, and that
not of yourselves ; for it is the gift
of God.” Even our thoughts cabn-
not turn efficaciously heavenward with-
out divine assistance: ‘‘Not that we
are sufficient to think anything of our-
gelves as of ourselves ; but our suffic-
fency is from God.” As to speech
** No man can say, the Lord Jesus, but
by the Holy Ghost.” And as to
deeds, ‘* It is God who worketh in you
both to will and to accomplish accord-
ing to His good will.”

Now, apart from the sacraments, the
way to obtain this most necessary act-
nal grace is to pray for it. ‘‘If any
of you want wisdom,” 1. e., gupernat-
ural discernment or grace, ‘‘let him
ask of God.” ‘‘All things what-
soever you shall ask in prayer, De-
lieving, you shall receive. Strive
and strain as we may in natural efforts,
we can never by those efforts obtain
supernatural grace. That comes only
from above. We who are below can-
not reach up to it and take it by force
Hence the absolute, the inevitabie, the
elementary necessity of prayer.

St. Augustine and St. Jercme, argd
ing against Pelagianism, hold that
prayer is as necessary for salvation as
is the Divine assistance; but it is un-
doubted Catholic doctrine that this
Divine assistance is necessary for sal-
vation ; therefore prayer i8 equal-
ly necessary. Suarez supports _this

toaching of the Holy Fathersand St.
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