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vividly just because it was now i:olated
and slone. And it saved me from rough
men, from & vieious life, from the thou-
sand and one temptations that beset a
young man in a place where men's pas-
sions are let loose, and no law of man
or fear of God can restrain them."

«iPhe moment your mother was dead,”’
I interrupted, *‘ you should have went
straight for Nora, and taken her out
and married her."

« I would have doro so,’’ he replied,
«pat for one thing. You know, you
can upderstar d, how tue horror of being
ynown snd pursued by “he phantom of
my shame did gradusily disappear under
the excltement of my new life ; 8o much
#0, that I bad almost forgotten it, and
had begun to reason that Nora was
+'ght, snd that I should have listened
to her suggestion, when an appalliog
incident occarred that brought back
the whola thing again, and made me fly
{arther from civilization than ever. It
shows how small is the world, and how
1 must despair of ever getting rid of
this horrid thing that will pursue me
to my grave.'’

T0 BE CONTINUED.

A MIXED LOVE,

Ths clash had come — the inevitable
slash of opposing forces.
The beautiful dream castle in which
Gilbert Vane had lived for the past six
months had tottered as such airy super-
structures will, He stood, white and
stern and startled, Miss Nettie Alden
facing him with scarlet cheeks and
flashing eyes.
“This ends all,’” she said, passion-
ately, *‘Fortunately you have shown
your true colors in time for me to
esoape a life of slavery to your whims,
your superstitions.”
“Whims! Superstitions!’’ he echoed.
“Great heavens, Nettie, if you could
only understand me.’’
« I do understand — only too well,”
she answered. *‘My choice, my tastes,
my wishes, are as nothing to you in
comparison with the unreasonable de-:
mands of a mediaeval Chureh.’’
¢ Unreasonable | No, no,”” he an-
swered. ‘' Nettie the position of our
Church in this matter is most logical,
most reasonable, consistent with the
claim she makes upon her children’'s
obedience and loyalty in all that is
sacred to her law.”
« [ do not see it, I do not see it,"”
answered the girl. *‘ I have been will-
ing, too willing, to yield in all serious
matters, but every woman should be
gquneen and mistress of her own mar-
riage. The cetails belong to me, to my
family, and I will not give up my privil-
age. It is barbarous in you to demand
ic.”
“ It is your privilege, I agree,’’
Gilbart Vane answered, slowly. *‘ Bat
there are times when privilege must
yield to principle, Nettie. And with
you, dear, as you acknowledge, there
is no principle involved. In my case
there is. To be married in your
Church, by your minister, is to defy
the:laws of mine, to cut myself off from
its communion, to turn my back on the
faith of my fathers even as a traitor
turns his back on his country and flag,
by an open act of ditloyalty. So I ask
you, dearest, to be married in your own
home by a priest.’”
And I refuse,” she replied, angrily.
“I refuse positively. I, married in a
poor, cranped little apartment like
this,” and she swept a scornful glance
sbout the dainty, Iuxurious roouw.
“There would be no dignity, no beaunty
no style, in such an affair. Oh ! I had
planned it all, all! The choristers,
the flower-decked ctancel, the Church

rowded with our friends. Mamma
had set her heart on the most brilliant
ovent of the season, and now — '’ Miss

Alden buried her face in her hands

and.burst into tempestuous tears.

 Nettie, Nettie darling,”’ he said
aying his hiand upon her thoulder.
“ Don't, "’ she cried, shrinking from
him, *‘don’t mock me with your words
flove. Thay mean nothing, nothing
but selfish exaction.”
“Selfish exaction—when I would give
my life for you, Nettie."
“Your life !'’ she repeated bitterly ;

“ your life! When you will not give

me one beautiful hour for my very own,

the one hour of which every woman
dreams as ;the brightest, the sweetest,
the holiest, of her existence. When
you deny me what my very house maid
¢laims as her right.”

“I thought,’”” he spoke slowly and
with an effort, *I thought this had
been all settled, I thought you had
agreed.’’

“To do all that you had the right to

ask of your wife—to promise every-
thing ; even that I would study, read,

recelve instruction in your faith. I
have no prejudice against it ; on the
contrary I see much that is beautiful,
wonderful, in its history, its doctrine.

But such slavish submission as you de-

mand, I refuse, I peremptorily refuse.
I will not tarn my wedding Into a
1 will not

shabby, forlorn makeshift.
publish my weakness and your dis-

courtesy to all my world. I will be
married how and where I please or not

at all—not at all.”’

“Do you mean this ?" the words
came in a new tone from his lips — &
tone she had never heard before. It
had a ring of steel, of rock, ol hidden,
unguessed forces, against which she
And
with a woman’s quick intanition she
veered from the danger-point and

was striking blindly, hopelessly.

changed her attack. Lifting her beau

tiful, tear-stained face to his, she put
and

her hands upon his shoulders,
looked mp at him with eyes full o
tender, beseeching appeal.

‘Do you mean it, Gilbert 2" she

asked tremulously. ** After all — al

that wo have grown to be to each other
—after these beautiful months that
have been paradise to us both, after

all our dreams, our hopes, our love

Have you won my woman's heart only

t0 ca«t it aside like a broken toy ?"
‘“ Cast it aside !’

beloved.”

“Then you will not give me up,’’ she
pleaded, * you will not fling me off for

a monkish law, a priestly word. Ias

30 little—so little,Gilbert. Ever atter-

Oh, Gilbert, I thought your love was so
deep, 80 strong, that nothing could | gree, was the miniature of a beautiful
girl,
old ivory seemed to Nettie the love-

s he murmured.
‘Nettie, Nettie, cast you aside, when
the thought of losing you is madness,

the dear husband who will rule my life.

stand between us ; nothing in heaven
or on earth,"

“ And nothing shall,’”” he answered | li
hoarsely, as she clung sobbing to his
breast. ‘‘Darling, derling, bave it as
will—as youn will, Nettie."

“Gilbert, my own dear, true love, | bl
Then we will be married at B8t.
Andrew's ?"

she lifted her glad eyes of triumph to
his., ““When, where, how you please.’

Three busy weeks had passed for
Miss Alden.
were full of charming interest mnow.
But through the music of flattering h
voices, the bewildering attracticn of
Paris hats and gowns, the pressing |™

her every hour, all the rosy glamor

old-fashioned reticule, and touched the
spring.

bert's eyes softened into a tender
radiance, Gilbert's lips with a new
sweetness in their rosy curve, Gilbert's lasy

. * * * . old madame.
well, as a talismap, for filty years [
All the weeks and days | ¢an’t be here much longer and I don't
want her pictare to go into stranger’s

wife.

Within, framed in golden fila-

The face that smiled jup from the

est she hal ever seen, for it had Gil-

row noble with a strange serenity. |t

Fides et

“ I have kept it as—

ands, so I give it to you, to Gilbert’s

oblest being I have ever met.

¢'aims of milliner and modiste upon | Pure, sweet spirits have power to bless, ly or
my dear, [ hope her blessing will fall

words.

}'EE CONSPIRACY AGAINST THE !

TRUTH,
A hundred years ago the Comte de

Maisire, then one of the great writers
of Kurope, announced very definitely in
a sentence that rang throughont the
Christian

world that history for the
three hundred years, meaning
hereby the three hundred years from

And wrought in the delicate frame was the Reformation to his own time, had
the old crest of the Vanes—the cross

ndre X been a conspiracy against the truth
Yes,” was his hurried reply, as | and heart, with their motto,

Very few of the historieal seholars out
Amor. L3
“ It is Mildred, my dear,’” said the | took the expression serlously.
dred years later, however, when the
editors of the Cambridge **Modern His-
tory in Kngland" came to write the
preface of their work, which was to be
oceupied with the history of the race
She was the purest, sweetest, from a time just before the Reforma-
And it | tion so-called, they repeated, conscious-

ide of Oatbolic countries in his time
A hun-

unconsciously,
They said that the long con-

that surrounds & bride-:lect there had | upon your life and your home. Though spiracy against the truth was at last

crept a vague, indefinable shadow— I
something she could not shape nor |?

name. the old lady, whimsically.
seem like tearing down the standard | i
for which all of her blood had lived and
died Why, my dear, the old Vanes
would have preferred headsman and
block.

Gilbert was as tender, as devoted, as
adoring as she could wish, and yet—
yet—there had been a subtle change—
a change that only the keen eye and
ear of woman's love could detect.
There was 2 foreed note in his gayety,
a new abstraction in look and word, a
dimness, faint and gray as a morning
mist, that seemed to have stolen over
the radiance of his happiness.

The chill of this shadow was upon
Miss Alden this afternoon as she re-
turned from adrive with her betrothed.
He had an engagement with his lawyer
snd had been obliged to leave her at
her dyor. Her own dainty apartment
was aglow with cheer and light. The |
sunset rays streamed through its silken
draped windows, a wood fire cracked
upon ‘he tiled hearth, beside which
sat her mother, pouring tea into her
prettiest Sevres cup, for a charming
old woman, whose bright eyes seemed
to defy the smowy crown of her four-
8C0re years.

Madame Brune had been a queen
regnant in society for half a century,
and though it wasa bent, withered form
that nestled amid her loosened furs to-
day, she looked a queen still.

“This is a surprise,” said the young
lady, as she bent to kiss the faded
cheek.

“ ] had to come, my dear, [ had to
come I never move out of the house
after the first frost — though why any
woman wants to keep alive at eighty
years, I don't know. But ginee I can
not come to the wedding—""

“And why not 2"’ interrupted Nettie
sinking down in the cushion at the
speaker's feet and clasping the wrink-
led hand. “There will ba no more
welcome guest, I am sure.”’

« Of course, of course,’’ said the old
lady, nodding ; but I gave up weddings
and funerals, my dear, a dozen years
ago. They disturb my peace. And so
you are really going to marry Gilbert
Vane 1"
“Really, yes,”’ laughed the girl, the
soft flush deepening on her cheek.
“Don't you approve 2"’
‘ My dear, again yon are touching a
point above my feeble strength. I
have neither opinions nor emotions
now. They would put me in my grave
at once. After four-score years, one
becomes a mere calcareous deposit, 80
the doctors say. You are going to
marry a very fine fellow, I am sure. I
have known the family for three gener-
ations. And they were all good women
and noble men., And now that I have
had my tea, and very good tea it was,
I want to hear everything— when, and
where and how it is to be.”

“ October the twentieth, at St.
Andrew's,” answered Mrs. Alden.
“St, Andrew's!’ echoed Madame
Brune. ‘‘Did I understand you to say
St. Andrew's, my dear? Why, the
Vanes are Roman Catholics.’
“But the Aldens are not,’’ was the
light reply. ** There was some discus
sion of a home wedding, but Nettie
would not consider that at all, so of
course Gllbert yielded the point.'’
¢ Yielded the point "’ repeated the
old lady, fixing her keen dark eyes on
Nettie's face. ** My dear you astonish

L

we.’

““Why 2"’ asked the young lady ; ““ is
it not the bride’s privilege to choose,
dear Madame Brune ?"’
viReally, I suppose it is,” said the
old lady. * Of course it is, my dear.
Only there is something 80 unbending
in this Roman Catholic faith—one feels
when it yields, a vague sense of weak-
ness, of wrong. And the Vanes ! It
has been such a Titanic force in their
history, my dear. They are an old
English family, you know. If you
could just hear the grisly stories of all
they went through in the stupid days
of bigotry for this same faith—rack,
and fire, and gibbet, and gword. And
it has come down the generations.
Mildred Vane, Gilbert's great aunt,
was one of my dearest friends. The
loveliest girl I ever saw, and with the
world fairly at her feet. She turned
from it all to be a nun. I had both
opinions and emotions then, my dear,
and we had a scene together. ‘This is
madness, Mildred,’ I criel ; ‘to turn
your back on God's beautiful world !’
* And turn my face to His more beauti
ful heaven,’ she answered.

« And she got there my dear, in less
than two years, nursing paupers in a
cholers hospital. And Rupert Vane,
Gilbert's uncle, the rightful head of
- | the family, the handsomest, cleverest
man of his set, is Bishop of some bar-
baric place where it's all he can do
f|to keep his people from eating each
other. It is a stupendous power, this
Oatholic faith., If I were not a mere
1 | caleareous deposit in these latter days
I would say, I was sorry to hear about
St. Andrew's. It's the proper thing of
course—from our standpoint, but we
1 | ean veer comfortably to wind and tide,
while the rock of Rome is immovab'e.
But here I am gossiping on like an old
granny, forgetting that the sun is
going down, and [ must be home before
the evening chill. I have brought you
a little present, my dear. I suppose I
could have made it & soup ladle or
a berry dish, but I had afancy that
k | Gilbert Vane's wife might value this

Your lover is only a modern wan to be
wheeled and cozened and worried and | i
watched—don't forget that point, my
love—watched.
faith once he'll break
dear—he'll break it again."

madame gathered her furs about her,
and made her adieux, leaving Nettie to
think,

had heard in the depths of her heart.
She was tearing asunder faith and love,
the twin strength that had been Gil-
bert’s heritage ; she was clouding the
star of his guidance, darkening the
heaven of his hope.

happiness felt the darkness, the chill,
the loss,
*

bert Vane made his usual visit to his
betrothed.
shaded
miniature in her band.

smiling.

ing out the picture,

with a start, * surely Aunt Mildred !
is great-aunt Mildred, as she smiled
down from the wall of my grandfather's
house, when I was a little boy.”
Gilbert ; her eyes seem to look into
our very hearts now, her lips to speak.

They have be:n speaking of you all
evening, dear—what is it they say

broke
¢ Put the picture away.

all that it means for you.”

am afraid she wouldn’t have approved
f St. Andrew’s for a wedding,’ added | i
“ It would

But the old heroic strain has, I | 1
uppose, died out in them like the rest. |1

When a man breaks
it again, my

And with a laughing nod the old

Ah, the warning had come from the
ips of her own world, the warning she

And already his life, his love, his

* * * *
It was late that evening when Gil-

He found her seated in the
lamplight, Madame Brune's

¢ Another wedding-zift ?'’ he asked
¢ Yes, who is it ?"" she asked, hold-

“ Aunt Mildred !"" he exclaimed,

Where, how did you get it, dear ? It

“ How beauntiful she mast have been,

* Oh, do not ask me, Nettie,” he
forth, with sudden passion.
Do not let
me see it. I have turned my back on
¢ Oh, Gilbert, ro, no !"’ she cried ;
“ you shall not, must not. I under-
stand, dear love, I understand.’

** You can not,”” he answered,
hoarsely. ** But it is done now. Let

us try to forget Aunt Mildred and all

gshe stands for dearest. Life it made

for joy and love, not for sacrifice and

pain. My poor old uncle Rupert is at \
home, erippled by his twenty-five

years of missionary life in Africa. He

ras been preaching to me severely. It |
has been a hard day on me, sweets

heart,’” he leaned his head back in

his chair, wearily. ** Let us forget it

—let us forget.”’

¢ You ean not, you can not,’’ she an-

swered. *' It is too strong, too mighty,
too sacred, this faith of yours. It will

hold you against your pride, your will,
your heart, Gilbert ; you can not for-
get. Forgive me, dearest, that I asked
you to do 80, even for one hour. Hold
to the faith of your fathers; let it bless

our marriage, our love, our life."” (
* Nettie darling, Nettie—ob, wise,
sweet, true Nettie, my love, my wile |
It is a8 you say, dear ; 1 have been a
coward, & weakling, for your sake.’

¢ I know, I know, and it has hart yoa
so much,’” she answered. ‘It would
hurt you more, Gilbert. The shadow
of your yielding would be on our lives
forever. We will burn the wedding-
cards, dear,’’ she added gaily, ‘‘and
Uncle Rupert—surely Aunt Mildred's
sweet spirit sent him —your Uncle Rup-
ert will marry us next week!'’—Mary
T. Waggaman in Benziger's Maga-
zice.

THE CATHOLIC FREEMASON.

To a correspondent who signs him-
gelf ““a Oatholic Freemason,’”’ Father
Hull, S. J., editor of the Examiner, Bom-
bay,says ‘You might as well sign yourself
a ‘Oatholic Sweedenborgian’ or a ‘Cath-
olic Christian Scientist.,” Youmay have
been born and baptized a Catholic, and
may still believe in the Catholic Church
and its doctrines. Bat so long as you
are a Freemason you are cut off and
disownedby your own Church, No Bishop
priest or deacon all the world over,
from the Pope downwards, will acknow!-
edge you as a member of the Church.
You may attend Mass and Benediction
still, and no one will turn you out.

breaking up.

events of the
second-hand
classical historians, no one of

Catholie

Added evidence for this
s being brought forward constantly

by those who study history in the orig

and in the actual
times, and not in the
suthorities of #o called
whom
A very strik-
this, one that every
ghould know and appreciate,
s to be found in the ourrent number

nal documents

s to be depended upon.
ag example of

of Sceribner's Magazine.

The article is **The Call of the West."

and its anthor is Mr. Sidney Lee, who
is known as probably the best of living
English Shakespearean
as one of the best authorities on the |
history of Queen Elizabeth's time. Mr. |
Lee was for many years one of the
most important contributors to the
**National Dictionary of Biography" in
England, his subjects being especially |
taken from the ffteenth and sixteenth
centuries.
Scribner's treats of the relations of
Fogland and America during the six-
teenth century, and necessarily has |
much to say of Spain.
interest at this time because his sur- |
vey of the period closes with that won

derful yesr 1607,
settlement in the new hemisphere first
took permanent root at Jamestown, an
event which wa are celebrating with

scholars and

This series of articles in |

|

It is of special |

“ when an KEnglish

all due solemnity during this present
summer,’’

Mr. Lee has no delusion with re
gard to the wonderful role that Spain
played in the discovery, the settlement
and the development of the New
World., Hoe realizes very well that her
place has been underrated and mis
stated, and he declares that the reason |
for this was theological bias, Kagland
was a great Protestant country, Spain
the typical representative of Catholie
countries, and little was deliberately
made of all that she did. Her motives
for every action were impugned, her
actions themselves maligned, her great
achievements belittled, everything pos-
gible done in order to make a striking

contrast between Catholic Spain and | ¢loak and try to look

Protestant Kngland to the detriment
of the former and the advantage of the
latter.

Here was the beginning of the great
conspiracy against the truth in Eng-
lish history. Kvery possible charge is
made against the Spaniards from irre
ligion to cruelty, though hi:tory justi
fies none of them, and Mr, Lee has not
been backward in stating this. He
8ays:

“‘Especially had theological bias justi-
fied neglect or facilitated misconcep-
tion of Spain's role in the sixteenth
century drama of American history.
Spain’s initial adventures in the New
World are often consciously or uncon-
sciously overlooked or underrated in
order that she may figure on the stage
of history as the benighted champion
of a false and obsolete faith which
was vanquished under Divine Provi-
dence by English defenders of true re
ligion. Many of the hos.ile crities who
have painted sixteenth century Spain
as the avaricious accumulator of
American gold and silver to which she

! had no right, as the monopolist of

American trade of which she robbed
others, and as the oppressor and exter-
minator of the weak and innocent abor-
igines of the new continent, who de-
plored her presence among them,
Oruelty in all its hideous forms is
indeed, commonly set forth as Spain's
only instrument of rule in her six-
teenth century empire. On the other
hand, the English adventurer has been
credited by the same pens with a touch-
Ing humanity, with the purest religious
aspirations, with a romantic courage
which was always at the disposal of the
oppressed native.

oral traditions, printed books, maps,
which circulated in Shakespeare's Fung-
land. There a predilection for roman-

tic adventure is found to sway the Span

swayed the Klizabethan,

| distinguishable one

and Koglishmen at this time, a newer

school children will probably not be
taught for some years yet, unless Cath-
olics

carieature of

De Maistre’s | and Times.

*No such picture is recognizible
when we apply the touchstone of the

and manuscripts concerning America

fard in even greater degree than it
Religious
zeal is seen to inspirit the Spaniard
more constantly and conspicuously than
it stimulates his Eoglish contemporary.

The motives of each nation are barely
from another.
Neither deserves to be credited with
any monopoly of virtue or vice. Above
all, the study of contemporary author-
ities, brings into adazzling light, which
illuminates every corner of the picture
the commanding fact of the Spaniards’
priority as explorer, as scientific navi-
gator, as conqueror, as settler.”

The above paragraphs are striking
in this matter as showing the newer
state of mind with regard to Spaniards

state of mind that our schools have
not as yet reached, and that our Pablic

interest themselves in having
real history taught and not a fantastio
it made originally for

Protestant purposes.—Buaffalo Union

A BOOMERANG.

AN OUTSPOKEN EDITOR OINFESSES TO
ONE OF THE MANY MISTAKES OF |
PROTESTANTISM |
A remarkable admission is made by

the * Christian Work and Kvangelist,"

a Presbyterian organ, of the sorry mie
take of the Puritans' in abolishing the
devotional observance of days set apart
by the Mother Church for the commem-
oration of some events in the life of the
Saviour,

“The Paritans impoverished them-
selves,’’ it says, ‘‘and punished their
children by their excesses of protest
against Rome and the Church of Kng-
land. No b.owerang ever came back
with surer stroke on the sender than
the weapon put in motion to defend
our Protestantism from the usage and
encroachments of churchly Christian-
ity. They taught us to shan Christmas
as a Popish invention, and we who are
welcoming the Eastertide like good
Presbyterians to-day were taught to
despise Kaster as a dishonor of the
Sabbath.

“At last we are beginning to re-
pent,’’ continnes this outspoken editor.
“Yet our efforts are hindered from the
fact that we have no sort of service fit-
ted to keep a Christian festival with
simple directness. We even yet make
a buggle of Christmas. For the rest,
we have frankly to go to our Kpiscopal
friends, Lent finds our Presbyterian
flocks wandering forlornly between
gome sort of an extra prayer meeting
in our Church and a call on the Church
men for a sprig or two of forage to
break our fast. But when Holy Week
approaches we are compelled to con-
fess our emptiness and enter our neigh
bor's house :to beg our bread, It isa
pitiful thing to be making pretenses.
We have really nothing but an odd
germon flung between extra music. A
ragged patchwork of songs without
settings, readings without order, and
imitations without heart. It is really
humiliation to wear the old [I’uritan
like a modern
Christian | * * * The trend to an
orderly and significant service has be
come a public demand. I: is a religi-
gious necessity to day. The old An-
glican service is historically our own.
The fights are over now. Who cares to
keep the dead issuesout of their graves
to this nnseemly hour ? Who is justi
fied in creating a new division among
Cnristians 2 Why not frankly conform
our worship to the old and approved
model happily right at our hand ?"'
Commenting on this going to the
Episcopalians, the Catholic News well
gays that this is being satisfied with an
imitation. The genuine observance is
to be found only in the Catholic
Chureh, from which the man-made Epis-
copal Church copied so many of its
ceremonies and its calendar of reli-
gious festivals.

A New Version of a Good 0ld Story.
I heard a rare story the other day of
a good Bishop, who was visiting the
outlying portion of his diocese for the
purpose of confirming some of the rising
generation. The pastor had ranged the
brave band in a line, and the Bishop,
after asking a few leading guestions,
requested a little girl to state the
definition of matrimony.

And with hands folded, eyes half
closed, and a generally modest mien,
the little one rapidly reeled off the
startling announcement that ‘‘matri
mony is a state ol terrible torment
which those who enter it are compelled
to undergo as a partial punishment for
their sins and in order to prepare them
for a brighter and better world.” The
pastor, who had taken great pains to
prepare his class, was greatly annoyed
at this blunder, and sharply said:
¢'No, no, Katie; that is not marriage
at all, that is purgatory.’’ ‘Leave
her alone, Father James,’’ said the
Bishop, with a pleasing smile; ‘‘leave
little Katie alone. What do you or I
know about it?"’

us for His jove is infinite for the soul
that rests on Him.

Consumption is less

But if you go to confession, no priest
will or can give you absolution ; and
it yon approach the altar no priest can
or will (knowingly) give you the Holy
Sacrament., Nor will any priest cele
brate your marriage for you, or give
you extreme unction, until you have re-
signed your membership of the craft,
and confessed your sin of disobedience,
and made yourself over repentant for
reconciliation with Mother Chureh.

your name.’’

more than any triaket I could buy."

ward you shall be my lord, my master,

She took a little velvet case from her

joy and the dividing of our grief.

You may resent this; yom may not
understand this ; you may think it all
wrong. But you can not alter the fact
that you are no longer a Catholic ia
the eyes of the Church to which you
profess allegiance — nor will be ; 80
long as you append ‘Freemason’ to

Friendship improves happiness and
abates misery, by the doubling of our

will result from the fol

Hope, rest, fresh air, and—Scofr?’ s
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