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V.
IN SEARCH OF HIS SORROW,

Nipe years crowded with successful
enterprise bad made Will Sheridsn 8
strovg man ju worldly wisdom sud wealth
His heslthy b flaence had been felt and
sckoowledged sl over the West Austra-
Ysu Colony, His direct attack on all
obstacles never fatled, whether the bariiers
were mountaios or wen.

He had raised the ssudalwood trade lnto
cormapolitsn commerce. Iu nloe years be
hed made s national industry for the
country in which he lived ; bad grown rich
himeelf, without selfishly seeking it, aud
in proportion had made miillonaires of
the company that employed him.

When men of large intelligence, fore
sight, and boldness, break into new ﬁeld‘a,
they may gather gold by the handful. 8o
it was with this energetic worker. Hia
praciical miud turned everytbing lnto
account. Ha inquired from the uatives
bow they cured the besutifal soft kaugs
oo tkins they wore & bokzs and lesrned
that the red gum, tons ot which could be
gstbered 1o a day, was the mott powerful
tan in the world.

He st oxce shipped twenty tons of it to
Liverpool ss an experimen®. The next
year he transported two bundred thousand
pounds’ worth ; and five years from that
time, Australian red gum Wwas an ariicle
of universal trade

He saw a felled boolah tree change in
the ralny teason ioto & transparent sub-
stance ik« gum arable; aud three years
afterwards, West Australla supplied
pearly all tha white gum in the markets
of civiiization,

One might conclude that the msn who
could set his miad so persistently at work
fa this energetic fashion must be thor
oughly engaged, and that his rapid success
must bave brovght with it a rave aud solld
suilsfaciion. Wes it so with Agent Sherl-
dan?

Darkest of ell mysterles, U secrot heart
of man, that even to ita owaer {s unfath-
omed and occuit! Here worked a brave
man from year to year, smiled on by men
and women, tranemutieg all thlogs to
gold ; vigoroas, keen, worldly, snd gradu-
ally becoming philosophic through large
estimation of valuos in men aund things ;
yet beneath this totlivg snd practical mina
of the present wes o heart that never for
oue day, through all thewe yesrs, ceased
b'eeding and grieving for a dead joy of the
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at,

This was the bitter truth, When ridiog
through the lonely and beautiful bush,
where everything wastich in eolor, and all
wature was supremely peaceful, the sleep
lees under-lylug grief would eeiz: on thls
strong man’s hesrt and guaw it tlil be
moauned aloud and waved his arme, as if to
put physically away from him the felon
thought that gripped 8o crully.

While working, there was no time to
heed the patn—no opening for the bitter
thought to take shape. Dat it wes there
a'ways—It was allve under the ice—mov-
ing in restlces throbs and memorles. It
stirred at strange faces, and eametimes 1t
beat wofully at a familiar sound.

No wonder that the man who carried
such a heart should eooner or later show
slgus of the bidden sorrow in bis face. 1t
was s0 with Will Sheridan. His worldly
work and fortune belouged only to the
nine years of his Australlan life ; but he
kuew that the life lyiog beyond waa that
which gave bim happlness or misery.

He became a grave man before his time ;
and one deep line in his face, that to most
people would have dsaoted his energy and
inteunsity of wlll, was tzuly graven by the
unceasiug preserce of his sorrow.

He had loved Alice Walmsley with
that one love which thorough natures
only know, 1t had growa into his youug
lifo as firmly as an orgamic yart of his
being. When it was torn from him there
was left & gaping and bleeding wound.
And time had brougat him no cure,

In the early days of his Australian
career he had received the news of his
father’s death, His mother and sister
had been well provided for. Taey im
plored him to come home ; but he could
not bear to hear of the one being whose
memory filled his existence ; and so he
never wrote to his people, I'heir letters
ceasod ; and in nearly nine years he had
never heard a word from home.

But now, when his present life was to
outward appearauce all sunshine, and
when his future path lay tarough pleas
ant ways, the bitter thought in his heart
rankled with unutterable suffering.
Neither work nor excitement allayed the
pang. He shrank from solituds, and he
was solitary in crowds. He feared to
give rein to grief; yet alone, in the
moonlit bush, be often raised his face
and haads to heaven, and cried aloud in
his grievous pain

At last the thought came that he must
Jook his misory in the face — tuat be
must put aun end to all uncertsinty.
Answering the unceasiog yearning in his
breast, he cawe to a decision.

¢ I must go homse,” he said aloud one
day, when riding alone in the forest, *'1
must go home—if only for one day.”

VL
THE DOOR CF TEE CELL

I was winter again, A sunburnt,
foreign looking man stood on the poop
deck of a steamer ploughing with de
creased speed past the docks 1u the long
line of Liverpool shipping. The man
was young, but, with deep marks of care
and experience on his face, looked nearly
ten years older than he really was. From
the face, it was hard to know what was
passing in the heart; but that no com.
mon emotion was thers might be gueased
by the rapid stride and the impatient
glance from the steamer’s progress to
the shore.

It was Will Sheridax ; but not the de:
termined, thoughtful Agent Siondan of
the Australiau sandalwood trade, Taere
was no quietness in his soul now ; there
was no power of thought in his brain;
shere was nothing there buta burning
jever of longing to put his foot on shore ;
and then to turn his faoe to the one spot
that bad such power to draw him from
the other side of the world.

beedless of the Babel of voices around
him, the stranger
crowd, and entered the streets of Liver-
pool. But be did not know the joy of an

passed through the

exile returning after a weary absence.
He did not feel that he was once more
near to those who loved him, It was
rather to him as if he neared their
graves,
The great city in which he walked was
as empty to him as the ocean he bad
jast left. Unobservant and unsym-
pathetic, looking straight before him,
and seeing with the soul’s vision the
little coast village of his boyhood, he
made bis way to the railway station,
bought a ticket for home, and took his
place in the oar,
At first, the noise and rush of the train
through the cold evening of winter dsy,
was & reliet to the restiess traveller.
The activity fell upon his morbid heart
like a cold band on u feverish forehead,
But, as the sun sank, and the cheerless
gray twilight crept round bim, the people
who had travelled from the city were
dropped at the quiet country stations,
and eped away to their bappy homes,
A man came and lighted a lamp in the
carrfage, and all the outer world grew
suddenly dark. Toe traveller was alone
now ; and, as the names of the wayside
stations grow more famillar, a sttlinecs
fell upon him, sgalnst which he made no
eteuggle.
At Inst, as once more the traln moved
to a station, he arose, walked slowly to
the door, and stepped on the platform,
He was at the end of his journey—he
was at home,
At home! He passed through the little
station house, where the old porter stered
at his strange face and strange clothee,
and wondered wby he did not sek the
way to the village, Oa ke strode in the
moonlight, glancing at famillar things
with every step; for ten years had
hrought little chaoge to the qatet place.
There were the lone trees by tue roads!de,
aud the turnpike, and down fu the hollow
he saw the moon's face reflected through
the ice in the millpond; and, seelvg this,
he stopped aud looked, but not with the
outward eye, and he eaw the merry
skatore, and Allce's head was on his
shoulder, and her dear voice in his ear,
aud all the happy love of his boyhood
fl joded his heart, as he bowed his face in
bis hands and sobbed.
Down the maln street of the villages he
walked, glancing at the bright windows
of the cottage homes, that looked like
su:lles on well known faces, He passed
the post cffize, the church, and the lun ;
and a few steps more brought him to the
corner of his own little street.
The windows of the Drapers’ house
were lighted, as if for a feast or merry-
making within ; bat he passed on rapidly,
and stopped before the garden-gate of the
widow’s cottage. There, all was dark and
silent. He glinced through the trees at
bis own o!d home, which lay beyond, and
saw a light from the kitchen, and the
moonlight shining on the window of bis
own room.
Bat here, where he longed for the light,
there was no light, He lald bis hand on
the gate, and it swuog open before him,
for the latch was gone. He passed
through, and saw that the garden path
was rank with frozan weeds, and the gar
den was iteeli & wildernees, He walked
on and stood in the porch, and found a
bank of snow agalust the bottom of the
cottage door, which the wind had whirled
{a there, perhaps & Week before,
He stood in the cheerless place for a
moment, looking into hia heart, that was
as empty as the cottage porch, and as
cold; aud them he turned and walked
down the stralght path, with almost the
same feellng that had crushed him so
croelly eleven years before,
He passed on to his owa home, which
bad been shut out from his heart by the
cloud that covered his way ; aud a feeling
of reproach came upon him, for his long
neglect of those who loved him. Those
who loved him! there was a something
warming in his heart, aud rislog agalusc
the numbness that hal stilled 1t in the
cottage porch, He stood before the door
of his old home, and ralsed his hand and
knocked twice.
The door opened, snd a strange face to
William Sherldan met hisloock. Choking
back a something in hls tbroat, he sald,
with an effort :—
¢ [s thls Mra, Sherldan’s houaa 9"
“[; was Mrs. Sherldan’s house, slr,”
answored the man ; “bat it 1s my house
now. Mrs, Sherldan is dead.”
Avnother cord snapped, and the stranger
in his own place turned from the door
witn & moen 1o his bheart,
As he turned, a young Woman came
from within to tbe porch ; and the man,
with & sudden exclamation, stepped after
him, and placiog his band on hisshoulder,
sa'd earneatly, ** Bethis Willlam Sherdlan,
that we thonght weredead 1” and, lookiog
in his facs aud recognizlog him, he mut
teved, * Poor lad! dont ’ee know thy old
schonlmate, Tom Bates, and thy own sls-
ter Mary 1"

T, Xlng hlm b7 the arm, the kind fellow
led Sheridan to the door, and said :
“ Wife, hera ba thy brother Will, eafe
and sound, and not drownded, as Sam
Draper told us ho were — and d—a that
same Draper for all his evil doin’s !”

Then William Sherldan felt his kind
¢ister’s armas on hls neck, and the associa-
tlons of his youth thronged up like old
friends to meet him, aud with them came
the sweet spirlt of his boy’s love for Alice.
They came to his heart like stormers to a
clty’s vate, and, seelag the breach, they
entered in, aud took possession. For the
second tlme that night, the etrong man
bowed his head, and eobbed—not for a
moment a8 before, but long and bltterly,
for the suppressed feellags were finding a
vont at last ; the bliterness of his sorrow,
s0 loug and closely shut in, was flowlng
freoly.

Brother and sister ware alone during

lad, thou must o:zut that changes as gret
bave come to tbis villsge, Thy father
took sick about & year after thou went,
sud grieved that he didn't bear from thee.
Ssmuel Dzaper wrote to his people that
thou’d turned out s bad lad, in forelgn
conntries, and had to run away from the
sbip ; and when that news cams, it made
the’ old people sorrowful Thy father
took to bis bed in first o’ th’ wiater, and
was dead fo & few months, Thy mother
followed soop, and her last words were s
blessing for thee if thou were living.
Then Ssmuel Draper came back from sea,
looklog fine in bis blue uniform ; and be
sald he'd heard thou’d been drowned ona
voysge from China He went to eea
agsln, six months after, and he's never
been here elnce ; and tis unlikely,” Mary’s
busband said very slowly, * that he cver
will come to this village any more,”

Tom Bates ceased speaking, as If all
were told end stared straight at the fire ;
bis wife Mary, who was eliting on a low
seat near him, drew closer, and Jald ber
cheek againet hla elde, weeplog sllently ;
and he put bis big band around her head
aod careased it.

Will Sberidan eat motlonless for about
s mioute, and then said, in & bard mono-
tone :

% What became of Allce Walmsley?
Did sho—Is she dead, also 7"

“Nay, not desd,” eald bls brother in.
law, “bat worse than that. Alice Walms-
ley 45 in prison "

Will Sneridan ralsed hls bead at the
word, repeating it to bimeelf ia blank
amezoment and dread, Then he stood
up, snd ficed round to the two people
who eat before him, bis sister biding her
weepiug face agalnst her husband’s stde,
the husband patilng her head in a be
wildered way, and both looking as {f they
were the guiity parties who should be in
prison lnstead of Allca,

Had they sald that she was dead, or even
that she was marrled, he could have faced
the news manfally, for he bad prepared
his heart for it ; but now, when he had
come home ard thought he could bear all,
he found that his years of struggle to for-
get had been la valn, but that a gulf
yawned at his feet deeper and wider than
that he had striven 8o long to fill up.

“In the mame of (God, man, tell me
what you mean, Why Is Alice Walmsley
in prlaon ?”

Poor Tom Bates stlll stared at the fire,
and pa‘ted bis wife's head ; bat 8 moment
after Sherldan asked the question, he let
his hand closa quletly round the brown
balr, and, ralslng bis eyes to Will’s face,
said, in a low volce :

“ For muder.  For killlng her chlld !”

Will S.crldaa looked at him with a
pitifal face, aud nttered a sound like the
bafiled cry of a suffsring animsl that finds
the last door of escape sbut against it.

His brother in law knew that now was
the time to tell WIiIl all, while his very
soul was numbed by the strength of the
firet blow

% They were marrlel In the church, aes
you know,” eaid Mary'’s husband, * aad
they lived together for some time, seem-
ing very happy—though Mary and I sald,
when It was all over, that from the very
day of the wedding there wasa shadow on
Alice’s face, and that she was never seen
to smile, Draper was a captala, and his
ship was golog to Indis, and Alice wanted
very bad to go with him. Bat herefused
her at last 8o roughly, before her mother,
that poor little Allie sald no more. Five
months after his going, ber chiid was born,
and for six months the poor alling thing
looked llke her old eelf, all smiles aud
kindness and love for the little one.
Then, one day, there walked into her
house a strange woman, who sald that she
was Samual Draper's wife. No one
knows what passed between them — they
two were alone ; but the woman showed
the pspers that proved what she sald
She was a desperate woman, and with no
one elsa In the house, she was lika to klill
poor Alice with her dresdiul words
Allce's heart was changed to stone from
that mloate. The woman left the vlilage
that day, and never was sern hero agsiu,
Bat that night the little chlid was found
dead beside the mother — with marks of
violence on it. Poor lass ! she was charged
wl’ kililng {t—:he made no defenca ; she
never raised her head nor said a word
She might have told how the thlog hap-
peaed, for we knew—Mary and I knew—
that Alice never did that, But she
couldn’t speak ia her own defence—all
she wanted was to get out of eight, and
hide her poor head.  Poor litile Allle—
poor little Allle! She paver raised her
hand to hurt her chtid. 1: was accldeat,
or it was some one else—bat she couldn’t
or wonldn’t speak. She was sent to
prizon, and her mother dled from the
blow. God help the poor lass to night!
God help poor ltie Alita!” Aod the
warm heart ove: flywed, and husbavd and
wife mivgled thelr tears for the lost one.

“ And this was Samuel Draper’s work 1"’
asked Sherldan, slowly.

Ay, damn him for a scoundrel !” sald
the strong yeoman, starting to his feet,
and clenching his fist, the tears on hi:
cheeks, and his volce all broken with emo
tion, * He may keep away from this vil
lage, where ths people know him ; bat
there's no rest for him on this eartn —no
rest for such as he, Mother and child
curse him—one from the grave, the other
from the prison ; and ses or land cannot
that them out from his black heart Her
father was a soaman, tco, and he'll sl wi’
him until the villain pays the debt o the
last farthlog. And Allie’s white face will
haunt him, even la sieep, with her dead
cbild In her arms, Oh, G»d help poor
Allie to nlght! God comfort tha poor
little lassie !”

Willlam Sherldan sald no more that
pight, His elster prepared his own
old room for him, and he went to
it, bat not to sleep. Up and down he
walked like a caged animal, moaniog now
aud again, without followiag the mean-
fog of the words :—

this econe ; bat after a while, Mary’s kind.
hearted hushand entered, a rugged but
tender hearied Lancashire farmer; and
kaowlog that wuch was to be eald to Will,
and thai this was the best time to say It,
he began at once ; but he knew, and Will
Sherldan knew, that he began at the far
thest point he could from what he would
have to say before the end, WiliSaeridan’s
face wae turned In the shadow, where
nolther his slster mor her husband could
goo it, aud 8o he listened to the story,
“'Will,” sald htes brother-in law, * tha
koows ’tls wore’n elx years slnce thoun
went to sea, and that gret changes have

As soon as the steamer was moored,

come to thee ‘since then ; and tha knows,

“Why did I come here? O, why dld
I come here?’

Ho felt that he could not bear this
agony much longer—that he must think,
aud that he muet pray. Bat he couid do
neither, There was one picture {n his
mind, ia h's eye, in his heart, — a crouch
ifog figure in a dock, with a brown head
sunk on her white hands,—and were he
to try to get one more thought into his
braln, it would buret and drive him mad

And how could he pray—how could
he kueel, while the miecreant walked the
earth who had done all this? Bat from
this hsteful thought he reverted with

was she that night! How could he fiad
ber and belp her? If he could onl.{‘ pray
for ber, it would keep bim feom delirlum
until he saw her.

And he sank on his knees by the bed
where he had koelt by his mother’s side
snd learned to pray; and sgsin the old
assoclations came througing to his beart,
and softened it. The sweet face of his
boy’s love drew to him slowly from the
mist of years; aud gradually forgeting
self, and rememberirg only her great
sorrow he zalsed up his face in piteous
supplication, acknowledging bis utter de.
pendeuce on divine strengtb, and prayed
as he had never praved before. Buch
prayers are mever cff:red in valn, A
wondrous quiet came to the troubled
heart, and remalned with it.

When he srose from his knees, he
looked upon every famillar object around
bim with awakened interest, and many
things that he had forgotten came back
to his memory and aff:ction when he saw
them there. Before he lay down to rest,
for he felt that he must sleep, he looked
through the window at the deserted cot-
tage, and bad strength to think of its
former inmates,

% (32d give her peace, and In some way
enable me to bring comfort to her,” he
sald, Avd when he arose in the morn-
ing thls thought was uppermost in bis
mind — that he must search for means to
bear comfort to the afil'cted heart of Allce
Walmsley.

From bis slster and her husband he
learned that Alice was confined in Mill.
benk Prison in London, and he made up
his mind to go to London that day. They,
seelog that he was determined on his
courss, mede no effort to oppose him,
He asked them not to mention his vieit to
any one in the village, for he did not
wish to be recogniz:d ; and so he turned
from the kicd-hearted couple, and walked
toward the;rallway station,

Sheridan now remembered that he had
brought from Western Australla some
letters of iotroducilon, and also some
officlal despstches; and he thought it
might be a fortunate clrcumstance that
most of the officla! letters were addressed
to the Colontal Office and the Board of
Directors of C)nvict Pelsons,

Ia the Penal Colony of Western Austra-
lia, where there are few free settlers, and
an enormous criminal population, a maa
of Sherldan’s standing eod iuflaence was
rarely found ; and the Givernment of the
Colony was desirous of introducing him
to the Home Government, knowiug that
his opinlons would be treated with great
conslderation. 2 began to thiak that
that these latters might be the means he
sought for, and he made up his mind to
deliver them at once,

TO BE CONTINUED

A SINGULAR VISIT.

A PRIE3TGUIDED IO A BED OF DEATH.
Maoy strange etorles hive been told
sbout superoatu al vlsite to this world in
modern times. Perhaps my etory which
[ heard second hand, 18 as strange and
startling as any of them,

While I was liviag la a north country
town, very late one night a cl'ergyman
called upon me esaylog—*“I have just
missed my train, and 8o have come to beg
some supper, a rest and a smoke, until I
can get the next, the midnoight mail.”

I gledly welcomed Lim, and over the
pipe which followed he told mo this story,
which he ss:ured me was true, aud prom
fsed to ob aia further detail if possible.
Bat as I left the North ebortly after, I
have lost eight of him entirely, no fuller
information can be given than as set down
here,

Oane night as a clergyman was sitting
in his study, & knock was heard at the
door, and the servaat announced thata
voung woman wi:hed to epeak to him. Ia
the hall he foand a glrl with a tartan platd
over her head, the vight belng chilly.

¢ If you please, #iz,” she sald, *“ will you
come aud see my elster who s dying?
Can you come at once, as she cannot live
long "

Putting on his hat and coat, he acsom-
pauied her to the house. Oathelr way ln a
street almsst deserted, they met a clergy
man, who 8aid “good night” in passlng,
and presently they came to the flat where
the slck girl was. After puliing the ball,
the girl eaid, “ I will not go up with you
now,” and walked away as she entered
the bailding, After m!niaterlng to the
wants of the dylng girl, who seemed
somewhat surprised at the visit, the priest
was about to leave promlsing to come
back soon when the patient ssked :

“Hyw did you know that I was il1?”

% Your sister told me, who brought me
here.”

“ My sleter !” she crled, “I have no
tister — that la alive. My elater, the only
one I ever had, died four years sgo.”

¢ Well,” he sald, ““all I koow i3 that
a young womaa who called herself your
sletsr came to my house and brought
me to see you.”

“ Would you know her If you saw her
agaln 7 the girl asked.

¢ T thisk I should,” he replied.

¢ Taen, sir, the pictare of my elster
Minnie ts over the mantleplece ”

To the fizeplace the clergyman walked
and looked over several cheap and faded
ptotos until he saddenly stopped at one,
and alter keenly lookiag at 1t sald :

“Taat Is the faca ot the girl who
brought me here to night.”

With a cry “che dled four years ago,”
the dylog giel swooned.

The day followlng the clergyman called
at the office of the gontleman whom he
bad pa:ed the night before, and asked
him., *“DId you notice particularly that
young woman in the tartan shawl as you
passed ue laat night?”

“No,” he sald, “I saw no young
woman with you, You were alone when
I passed you !”

That is my story. 1 have no explana-
tioa to offer. Thetowan was Newcastle,

e e s

If Your House is on Fire

You put water on the burning timbars, not
on the smoke. And if you have catarrh
you shouid attack the disease in the blood,
not in yofir nose. Remove the impure
cause aud the local effect subsides, To do
this, take Hood's Barsaparilla, the great
blood paurifier, which radically and perma-
nently cures catarch, It also strengthens
the nerves. Ba sure to get only lood’s
Sarsaparilla.
A lady writes: I was enabled to re-
move the corns, root and branch by the

fresh agony to her blighted heart, Where

use of Holloway's Corn Cure, Others who

CATHOLICITY vs. PROGRESS.

—
AN ANSWER TO NUMEROU3 PROTES-
TANT OBJEOTIONS-BOME REASONS
WHY CATHOLIOS BSHOULD BE
PROUD OF THEIR FAITH.

For the CATHOLIC RECORD,

CoNCLUDED.

% But you worship the Virgin1” Do
not you honor the mavor of vour city,
and even call him * Your Worship *
% But that {s not the same honor or
worsbip we give to God.” Nor fs that
which is pald to the Blewed Virgln.
Supreme adorat!oa—the worship of latrla
— we give to God alone, but with an
esteem, & reverence, & love, we re7ere the
Blessed Virgin snd the other salute of
God, You mske such 8 charge only be
canse you do not noderstand the mesniog
of the words you use
# At lenst you muet admit, as a Catho
lc, that the Cithulic Oburch is a foe to
progress ; that she holds dowa and keeps
back her follnwers from gettiog aloog in
the world, Protestant Eagland and Pro
testant America are exampies which show
what can be done when Roman shackles
are withdrawn, See what they have
produced in the way of sclence and liters
ture.”
As this Is the longest charge, and per
baps, coneidered by Protestants the most
teliing one, it may be well to glveita
little more serious attention.
Duoes Catholicity antagonizy progrees !
If materisl progress be meant ; if the bet-
terlng of one’s condition, as an {ndividual
or s natlon be implled, it can safely be
sald that she doees nothlug of the kind.
Tae Church sanctlons and blesses all
honest labor and every legitimate effort
for the betterment of one’s condition.
St, Paul admovishes the first Chrletians to
% be not slothfal in business”” The pro-
vince of the Church is the soul of man.
To conduct it to 1is last home safely and
sanctifisd is her great aud cn'y mlssion.
And this {3, and ever will be, her ro'a end
and aim, When she, therefore, inte: feres,
or Interests herself 1o matters extreneous
to this, she does sarelatively to the benefit
or detriment the soul is likely to recelve.
In this light, and in this only, does she
clalm or bas she tae power to touch things
not entirely spiritual ; and for this reison
she has mad» her iufluence felt in politics,
commerce, arte and sclences and fa the
vario«s relatlons of life, These are the
means by which che attaios ber end  She,
therefore, aide and encourages ail laudable
and legitlmate cfforts whicn of their
nature tend to elevate and cleli-
§z3 and refine mankind., She even goes
farther, and claime that withoat her Corls
tiauizing luflaence thess sclencee, arts and
{ndustriss are wot useful, bat dstiimental,
to mankind.
Toerefore Carlstlanity desires material
progress ; but only as a means, not as an
end ; she desires to see matter a siavs, not
a soverelgn : and she desires the develop-
ment of matier as a normal conditlon of life,
but not #s a supreme ambition, Matter,
such as wealth, or arts or eclences, are to
be a means to attaln an end. That end 1s
God. St. Ignatiue, in a few words, ex-
plains the whole of this sublime phil-
osophy. In writlog the foundation on
which be constructed bis wonderfal epirit
ual exercises, he sald : *‘Man was created
for thls end, that he might pralse and
reverence God, and, eerving Him, at
length b3 eaved. But all other things
which are placed on earth were created for
man, that they might help him ia pureun-
fog the end of his creatlon, whence it
fullows that they are to be used and ab
stained from in proportion as they profit
or hinder him ln pursulog that end.” I
think any Jesult Father will say this s
correct'y qaoted. This sums up che doc-
trlne of the Chuzch on thls question.
Thus it can be seen that the Church does
not condemn the acqulsiifon of wesl:b,
bat the worshipplog of 1t  She condemns,
consequently, all the wrongs that follow
from the worshipping of 1t; euch as the
oppression of the poor, aud, by exactirg
too much of them, the robblog them of the
necessary time for attandiog to the re-
qalrements of the soul, and even for the
eievarion of the Intellect, Cariatianlty's
duty is not abitentlon from matter, nor
an sggressive warfare agatnst it, but in-
tervention. Thnls 1s accomplished by
moral progress ; and this, of coures, pre-
supposes the necesslty of virtue,

Having shown that the Caarch con.
demns all abuses, I rhall now prove that
she fosters and cherishes industry and pro-
gress in all the arts and sclences Tae
evidence is 80 abundant that the d!fficulty
les In making the selection of examples,
Thie, perhaps, can be no more conclusively
demonstrated than by producing author-
itles that substautiate her clalm I shall,
therefore, now mentlon a few — only a
few of the multitude — of the Citholic
name’ which have electrified the world by
their exceilence and pre-emlinence ln the
varlous paths of literature, arts and
sclences.

If ladlsputably honored names can be
shown to belong to true children of the
Church, then it fs falr to clalm that the
Church which can foster ruch men can-
not at the same time be a foe to progress

Let us take the subj:ct of education
first, beciuse it is the most {mportant
Ia the year 1540 St. Ignatius founded his
soclety. At his death, sixteen years later,
fn 1556, It contained 7,000 educated men
engaged in teaching, and In other works
of progrese, in 100 colleges. Ia that time
St, Francla Xavier had blowa the trum -
pet of the gospel over lndia. Bobadella
had aroused Germany, while Gasper
Nusnez had gone to Egypt aud Alphoneus
Dalmeron to Ireland. The echools then,
and ever slnce, attracted students from all
parts, and there was a visible progress in
religlon as well as In literature, At the
end of the elghteenth century the soclety
numbered within a fraction of 20,000 well-
tralned, well-disciplined and well taught
men. This certalnly has the appearance
of progress,

And who are some of the famous men
thissoclety has glven to the world? Father

Maldonatus (whose nama {s surely & mis-
nomer), of the soclety, was the chief com
pller of the ratlo stadlorum, a eystem of
conducting studles which {s now all but
untversal, Prom their collega at Lifleche
came Descartes, the astronomer, At the
coliege of Fayenza, near Rimini, was edu
cated Torricelll, the inventor of the
barometer. The learned commentator,
Justus Lipsiue, was a Jesult pupll, as was
aleo Towlnefort, the botanist. The Jesult
Kircher invented the maglc-lantern, The

have tried it have the same experience,

D'jon, as was Cornellle at Ruuen, by these
F.{hc;l, Mollere found the tralning,
which afterward ensbled bim to write such
celebrated comic verse, at the Jesult col-
lege of Clermont ; snd under the same
trainers J. B Roussenn recelved bis edu-
eation st the college of Luls lo G:and,
Parls,

These are some of the calebrated men
who had aided the progres of the world,
bat these are only & few from one of the
many tesching orders in the Caurch.
Perbaps we can fiad some other great
Oatholic minds whom the bitterest Pro-
testant could never charge with retarding
progress. Glileo, alread: meontioned, in-
vented the telescope, sud dlscovered the
riuge oo Saturn, A French Catholle, Lo
Verrler, discovered Neptune, and even
foretold 1ts existence and probable location
by s process of astoundivg mathematical
calculations, He was honored by sll
Earope, yet he was as much devoted to bis
crucifix as to hle teleecope,

Father Peter Angelo Secchi, 8 J., the
greatest student of the sun that ever lived,
wrote a work on that body which s price-
less to the world of science. Ha was also
a student of spectrum analyel, the new
chemlistry which uufolds the constitution
of the stars. He analyized the spectra of
ahove GOO fixed stars, e dled, February
26, 1878, He can scarcely be cnsidered
a foe to science,

The Abbot Gassend!, *the greatest phil-
osopher among scholars, and the greatest
scholar amoug philosophers,”” brought the
eccentrls comet Within the reach of sclence,
and demonstrated that cometary bodies are
without atmosphere, and that they really
presaged no evil to mackind. The
destruction of sach an inveterate super-
stitlon by sc'entific demonstration was pro-
grees indeed !

Pezzi, a Theatlne movk, catalogued
7,646 stars, and made many wonderfal dis-
coveries, Jean Picard, s simple French
priest, was the ficst president of the Acad-
emy of S:lances. The most perfect sys-
tem of chronolcgieal reckoning vet dls-
covered {s d ae to a Pope—Gregory XIIL
C.nceruing the scleace of geography it
{s scarcely necessary to mention that
nearly all its ascartalned facts were derlved
from the personal observations of the m's-
sionaries of that Church which 1s 0 wan-
tonly charged as belog a foe to enlighten-
meut, The great vavigators, such as
Columbus, Vasco de Gama, Magellan, Ves-
pucel, Girard Mercator, were Catholics,
and geuerally as plous as they were
famous

Franciy Viete, the greatest raathemati-
clan that ever ltved, inventad algebra as it
now exista. He and Rene D :scartes were
both good chlidren of the Church, The
ecleuce of opties 1s bristling with cele-
brated Catholic names, and {a early elec—
tricity wa bave the Catholic names of Gal-
vanl and Volia while Gaston Plante, a
Catholic of Brussels, made the ficst electrle
storage battery in 1859*

In the sclences of chemlstry, miner.
alogy, botany, pbysiology and geology,
Citholic names are abundant; but we
have already showa enough to sustsin oar
position.

Oae word about English and American
Protestantism, or rather Protestant Eag.
land and Protestant America, and the
Roman “shackles.” This toplc is an la-
viting one, and much cao be satd thereon.
It must suffize for the present to say that
in spite of, or rather with the aid of, these
“ghackles,” the grest moral power in both
countries is none other than that of the
Oatholle Church, such as {s represented in
the religxious orders of men and womea,
the devoted and heralc secular clergy, the
Cathollc teacher and tha Catholic prees,
and last, but not least, the Oatholic lay
associattons, If there be a power which
can atay the torrent of vice and crlme, the
controller of such a power ia a beaefactor
to the human race. Tha Catholic Ohurch
has this power, and uses it both here and
fo Eogland and throughout the world.
Lf there be a motulve which can cause dell-
cate and refised women to devote their
lives to the amelioratlon of the most
degraded of human befogs; which can
Inauce educited and cuitured men to
spend thelr lives in the drudgery of
the classroom, and by education
prevent crime and equalor ; and, fiaally, if
there be any lnstitniion or set of ethies
which can impel mea of letters and of
brilltant talests—men who could ehine in
tha highest grades of soclety—to davote
themsolves to the care of the sick, the paor,
the wayward, and the orphan, to baevery-
one’s servant, to spend hours upon hours
la the couf:scional ta hesling, coneoling
and ralsing up, as does the haroic Catholic
patish prieat ; if there be euch an institu-
tlon which possesse: such a motive power,
then that fostitution is the greatest bene.
factor to humaalty and promoter of pro.
gress the world has ever eeen or will ever
ses. Aund yet all this ls belog done
yearly, dally, hourly both here and across
the Atlantic by the Oatholic Church, And
her priests and thelr peoples are proud of
her shackles. Better far for humanlity to
be bound, tightly bouad, by the * shackles”
of Rome than to be wichout them. For,
to bo In her shackles s to follow her
teachings, and to those who do this end
submit to her creed and practice her pre-
cepts and counsels the will not only ba a
blessirg on eartn and a eafeguard sgalnst
a'l its dangers, but at last she will do for
them what no sect can prom'sa. She will,
by the power of her kays, open wids the
portals of eternity, aand s:cure for them
an everlasting happloess. A CoNverrt,

Does Experiencs Coun ?

It does, in every line of business, and

especially in compoun iing and preparing
medicines. This is illustrated in the great
superiority ot Hood's Sarsaparilla over
other preparations, as shown by the re-
markable cures it has accomplished.
. The head of the firm of €. I. Hood & Co.
is a thoroughiy competent and experienced
pharmacist, having devoted his whole life
to the study and actual preparation of
medicines, He is also a member of the
Massachusetts and American Pharmaceu-
tical Association, and continues actively
devoted to supervising the preparation of,
and managing the business connected
with, Hood's Sarsaparilla,

Hence the superiority and paculiar merit
of Hood's Sarsaparilla is built upon the
most substantial foundstion. In its pre-
paration there is represented all the knowl-
edge which modern research in medioal
science has developed, combined with long
experience, brainwork, and experiment.
It is only necessary to give this medicine

& fair trial to realizs its i
By great curative

great orator, Bosmuet, was educated a%

Minard’s Liniment cures Diphtheria.
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