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A .lessage From Home.
R aannd

Oh, the l:::;lln ::;u ward with

As thz zvontnu- ows gather closer, eloser
‘round life's way,

l.ouln‘ r the scenes of childhood which
beheld youth’s sunny glory,

As the oross of years snd suffering groweth
heavier day by day,

Little marvel then that standing in the

lendours
Oofa ﬂ’h e estin “monnntl on their

hose
told
That s Sinraond. milestons marking her
last quarter '] ‘l'llllﬂ
Had brn wi at spirit, and
with courage true .

uﬂgﬂnl that her fancy, turning from
4 w
On

‘“z. townbarry, on her

Pletaring mmuzﬁg;u 2 Joys that

g hours of her girihood’s
ey o o b6

held aud nd her with
psngs of anguls

o S S b o
And across mnlllllf.:ﬂll came o lov

to b m b"‘tuﬂl‘_lc with &
A ehamroek 1hat was a by the suns

dows D,
On sofl of Nowo'vubmy. Swhere her
oyes first saw the light.

'!'ho.hhl-mh. precious ever to the exiled
()
‘Sasred

()
1
Pain m.‘orl:r“ 3

1ld of Ireiand

since Bt Peiriok blessed 1t by the
touoh oﬂul&:.n hand,

13 woud'rous myestery of
O] -unlll.l;ﬁio poop|l|¢'b.y this flowerest of
the land.
“(eutie hands r.ceived the token, tear-
“Tre 1»'11 ] "“-n?o"t‘i o “rgnuﬁ":; ‘‘She
ow ancents mu
"™ who would have loved 1t beat. ~

“In the true home of the spirit, where the
L t.h::”lo':l‘d.::: :?:t’:‘..;:lrnny hath foand
T T wolanacs Tatr e
*Oh, the heart 80 true. so faithful, never more

would thrill with rapiure,
And the sealed lids open mnever, though the

shamrock was so near
Yor 1o tonad her lying calmly In death’s
rn and awfal beauty,
With her t and her
by he: ”ﬂonl bler.
‘Sweet homéstoken, tender message, blend- !
ing with the solemn summons t
"vhk\“nd oalled her where Faith merges
And :mﬁ.“:b':uul:&'n‘n'l summer, the re-
n Heaven's per|
Geemod 1n Joy celeatial b
-Jolin the angels’ song of worship, sounding
evermore above.
MARCRLLA A. FITZGERALD.

(osay Woodlaud, July, 1885,
o - —Kan i"rnelloo Moaitor.

FATHER DURKIN.

‘?HE IMPRESSIVE SERMON PREACHED BY
BREV, E. P. DE CANTILLON, O, P,, AT
THE MONTH'S MIND,

Cleveland Oatholic Columbian, Sept. 13.

The ceremonies at the Month'’s Mind

" of the late Father Durkin at St. Joseph's,

on Tuesday, September let, were remark-

ably solemn aud impressive, The Pon-
difical Mass celebrated by Bishop Wat-

terson assisted by the priests of the
-diocese, the music rendered most beauti-
fully by a delegation of the choir of St,
Thomas’ Church in Zanesville, the
drapery of the church and sanctuary,
were ificently @ But the
sermon, of which we heréby give a literal
report, was the admiration of all who
"had the happiness of hearing it.

Bight Rev, Bishop, Rev, Fathers, and Dea
R . Bishop, Rev, Fathers, an r

Brethren :

The word farewell is written on the
threshold of life. Sooner or later, parent
and child, sister and brother, friend and
friend, must part to meet no more, The
aich man must bid good-bye to his
riches ; the sénsaal man to his plea-
sures ; the poet to his dreams; the

hilosopher to his theories ; all must

id farewell to life. To-day the flowers
bud forth, to-morrow comes a killing
froat, and they bid their mute farewell
to the epring. The favorite of the house-
hold, he whose learning and accomplish-
ments are due to the lavish expenditures
of his father, and the patient trair ing of
his mother, goes out into the world,
with the smiling vision of hope as his
herald ; but ere he goes, he turns half
sadly, to bid the loved parents bye:
they shall never see his living face again
~——the wave closed over his head ; or the
stroke of chance smote him ; or villainy
enmeshed him ; he has spoken his last
farewell,

Even the man whose tremendous
office, the priesthood, would grant im.
munity, we should think, from sudden
death, and whose sacred name presup-
poses 8o much preparation, and so many
graces and gifts, must pause, wearied, a
fi:ue beyond the morn, or in the mid(iay
-of this mortal life ; and looking up wist-
fully at the altar whose steps he shall
nevermore ascend, surrender maniple
and stole to the grim Warder who
sits in the Dusty Lane, over which
earthly pilgrimn never travels again. Has
not this been the experience of our dear
brother priest whose remains have been

laced so recently in the grave?! His
arewell to the brethren of his convent
seemed a premonition of the sadder fare.
well he bade to life, s0 soon afterwards.
No doubt, when he departed, in the full
vigor of health, and almost in the
- meridian of his intellectual Powen, he
looked forward to many useful days ; his
' splendid mind planned many a grand
work for God ; in a few days he went out
by another convent gate than ours (but
O, in how changed a form!) with his
bands crossed upon his breast ; with his
eyes closed, fringe on fringe, in dream.
lees sleep ; with his brow pallid and cold,
to show that ’neath its dome the busy
brain throbbed no longer with high mus.
ings,

To speak of death as certain, and yet
uncertain ; to threaten us with the con-
sequences of an ill-spent life ; to urge us
to the practice ot good, :because no
«excuses will avail us when the awful
‘summons comes, these fare hackneyed
phrages, true enough ; but however trite
they be, they bear constant repetition,
and come with redoubled force upon us,
when death, we might say, is material-
ized in the person of a dead friend,
When the eyes that sparkled for us, are
glasay ; when the hand that grasped ours
m friendship, lieslimp in the coflin, then,
we too, notonly know but feel, that time
is cutting the swath in which we stand;
and that roon our actions, also, shall be
garnered into barne, either to be win-
uowed as good grain, or burnt as chaft,

then, to mourn, with a resigned and mod-
erate grief, the loss of our desr brotber?
Christ wept over Lazarus Ll:b. body of
Christ was bedewed with bloody dro

ony which his divinity so will-
ingly suffered—can it be sinful to weep
when the grave closes over those we love 7
No, it is natural to grieve; and Christ
did not eradicate our natural promal-
ties, but bade us sanctify them, A king’s
or o president’s death grieves a nation ;
but how can such & loss compare with the
desth of & 1
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the most ng regret !
I appeal $0 you if our dead brother did
not lal éﬁﬂy, generously amongst
of his brilliant, nay pro-
and commanding htolitct, might
bave hewn out a glorious name for him-
self in the world—he preferred to seclude
himself within convent walls; to take
upon his shoulders the three crosses—the
three vows of :onrty. chastity and obe-
dience, That he abased neither his time
nor bis talents, is evident from the stores
of philosophical and theological learning
he treasured ap for the benefit of others.
I think that'sll who have listened to
Father Ambrose's commentaries on philo-
sophical topics; or have been charmed
and dazzled with the flashes of his wit ; or
hu: onmmdk with the ltidnl rythnl;
of bie en sentences, sgree wit
me t.\n:p:lu. withno scanty share of the

! divine effluence, called genius, 'has just

gone from our midat.

Bat there is'a better thing than genius,
and this our dead brother in no
;mod“li’ dli “—::d, vi:tnno of_ehlij :5 Hi:

T ng judgmen
on men’s scts, made mmeo for the
circumstances of lnil‘:{, forgetfulness and
ignorance.  After ty covereth a
multitude of ains, and I doubt not that
Father Ambrose’s leniency with sinners
bas gone before him as a pleading voice
to the Throne!

Who can deseribe the glance of an eye
—the tone of & voi ¢ indescribable
farcination which wins and attracts us to
certain men ! These innate, manly graces
he wore like a well-fitting garment—therc
was no assumption of arrogance in the
man, [ can picture to myaelf his kindly
countenance; the warm grasp of his
hend ; the sunshine of his cheery manner.
His very faults -Ewg from the generosity
of bis nature. His piety was not of the
emotional, demonstrative kind—often-
times the piety of the zealot and fanatic
—but came stamped with deep conviction,
and bore tbe Lhrist-like seal of simplicity,

0 es he attended will bear witness
to his quiet but strict attention to duty.
Some of our most promising young men
—novices—now priests—who have won
laurels from the brighteet students of
Louvain University, owe to him the first
proper direction of their talents,

I necd not tell you that ss an orator
he might have disputed the palm with the
best of our most famous Divines, had he
chosen. His humility led bim to adopt
the arduous but more useful and less
showy life of teacher. His obedience in
this was willing, his humility, of choice.
Indeed, he never in his life demurred to
the commands of his superiors. Though
gifted in bis reasoning faculties, like the
eagle—with the power of lofty flight, and
keen vision, be was unlike the eagle in
another respect, he never wantonly
struck his talons into the weaknesees of an
antagonist, he preferred to yield rather
than to wrangle. Truly was not this a
noble, a soaring sgixiﬂ Shall we not
grieve that Death’s arrow found our
ioung eagle, when he had fairly winged

is way into the region of grand possibil-
ities 7

One of our sweetest prose-poets ; one
of our keencst wits; of our most acute
logicians ; of our most original thinkers
has gone from amongst us, And to sum
up all, he was & man whote reasonings
confirmed his faith; whose knowledge
taught him charity ; whose vows made
him an humbie, an earnest worker in
;l_le vocation to which God had called

im,

Is there not a strange Providence in
the fact that men are often summoned
out of life, when their character is just
maturing into fairest promise ? Still, such

are God's ways !

The oak :ion full growth is notched
only after centuries, He fells in an hour,
Think how much time and patient care
are needed to fit a man for the priest-
hood ! Yet, some day, when the blaring
trumpet of fame begins to sound in his
ears, and the world seems to consider his
Iabors indispensable, he is commanded,
on short notice, to appear before the
judgment-seat of God. Is not this a re-
wminder, that no services are 50 valuable
that God can not dispense with them ?
Are not such human accidents, warnin
notes, also, startling us into the ng
realization, that life is short, and that
we know not the hour ofour&epu-tun ?
What are intelleotual gifts, then—what
are graces of soul or of body, but talents
loaned us, until such time as God sees fit
to demand both principal and interest
back again ? And does not this imply on
our part a constant state of watchtulness
and preparation ] Yes! dear brethren,
for our way is beset with snares and pit-
falls, and enemies lie hungering in
ambush for our soul. Besides, inany
duties, difficult of exact performance,
press upon us, from the time our reason
bids us enter this narrow path of salva-
tion,

Have we been faithful, like this dead
priest? Ah, I fear the consciences ot
some of us would have to answer in the
negative! We did not prepare ourselves
well in our youth ; we let some serpent-
like passion lodge itself insidiously
under the shade of a lax conscience,
until we found that grim monster now
called “habit,” could nolonger be chased

Is it either uncbristian, or unmanly,

away, Why did we pattern our youth.

Mb!mlgf “
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ful opinions afterfthe biased judgments
of wocﬁ-ldly men? Why were we snared
with the vanities of the flesh? Per!
we, too, bad gifted minds—did our vir.
tues keep pace with our mental pro-
gress! What a theme for our considera.
tion may not these ill-digested wordsopen
out, dear brethren ! What account
would we be able to give of our steward-
ship, were God to call us hence, this
day? « Looking back, over the days of
our we be able to say—
remiss in many minor
things, in the main I have been faithful
to

praver ; have we the shield of faith, and
the breast-plate of charity ; are we clad
in the white veat! urity, which no
dragon can pierce?! If we have thrown
away our spiritual wea or allowed
them to T-ow rusty, let us blame but our
own neglect, should we find ourselves
wounded unto eternal death, under the
assaults of our souls’ enemies.

And you who have not passed beyond
the viﬁr of manhood, I would ask
you, “Were death to knock at your door,
and bid you go hence in a few days,
would tyml be as ready to obey the sum.
mons, for your station of life, as he whom
we mourn to-day, was for his 1 You, no
doubt, as well as we, grieve for the bright
spirit that hes been quenched within the
past month, in the darkneds of the grave
—quenched not for heaven, I trust | Do
you wish to follow where he led, even if
you follow ata distance? Then death
will have claimed a subject who dreads
not the lash of Divine vengeance. You
will have led a life useful to your fellow-
men, and precious in God’s sight., Pro.
bably, it will not be said that you had
the dead priest’s profound and brilliant

arte, but you will have done work
o tholittie sphere in which God destines
you to move,

When the sad, funeral bell tolls
your Requiem, you will have merited
the call which 1 verily believe was ad-
dreesed to our dear, departed brother—
“Well done, thou good and faithful ser-
vant ; enter thou into the joy of thy
Lord 1"

But, brethren, since yon know that
the priesthood is an awful responsibility,
and that even the angels are not pure
before God’s face—you will pray for our
dear brother ; that if any slight taint of
sin detains him still in purgatory, #
may soon be released from his sufferin,
All are sinners, from the Pope down, and
although many special privileges and
rare graces flow in upon a man from the
sacerdotal unction, his office is an ardu-
ous one to fill. You may not realize
what I say, 0o well as those whose ex-
perience in the care of souls entitles
them to speak—that very much, some-
times too much, is expected from the
priest, and that he has many enemies to
guard against, from without, and from
within. He has often to sufter from
false criticism, and from the sting of
calumny ; burdens too heavy for his
shoulders he has often to bear. No matter
how holy he may be, he has temptations
to battle against like other men, May
it not happen that ascetic and self-sacrific-
ing as he is, he has still to strike his breast
for many things he might have done
better ; for many imperfections which
the fires of purgatory must burn out ?

If the just man falls seven times a day,
we certainly hint nothing derogatory to
a priest’s holiness, when we ask you to
pray for him, The Holy Sacrifice of the
Mass, and your prayer, will do the dead
more good, and be a truer test of your
friendship, and the sincerity of your
grief, than all the dirges and threnodies
of mere sensitive sorrow.

And I am sure that the venerable
Dignitary, whose very presence bespeaks
and does honor to the memory of the
dead, will not forget his name in the
Holy Sacrifice! While our brother
lived, his generous heart kept pulse with
human suftering ; will not your admira-
tion for his noble qualities prompt you
to use the keen spiritual sword of prayer,
in severing the bonds that may still keep
him a thrall to purgatorial pains 1

He had fondly hoped to come back
among iou—but it was ordained that
where the death-angel found him, there
his coffin should be lowered, Had his
wish been expressed, there is scarcely a
question that yonder cemetery is the
spot where he would have chosen to rest,
80 that the foot-prints of life-cherished
brethren, in this his favorite home, might
mark the way to his grave. Yes ! he
sleeps, indeed, among his brethren ; but
his grave is far from here !

And still, if you pictured him as re.
posing quietly on that catafalque, the
illusion might resist your piety ; for the
clergy are here, in concourse, and the
mourning vestments, and black draper.
ies are here, Then, let your hearts warm
with your Mass-prayers, as if his still
features entreated you to devotion?
You can pray for him as fervently here,
as if his remains were carried into an
aisle under the concave of some dim-
pillared Cathedral, The ‘‘Dies Irae” is
none the less appalling, because its notes
of terror and its wails of contrition and
entreaty, are not piped from the full,
quivering compass of some grand organ,
'I'he Pontiff, indeed, is here, famithful to
his promise, to elevate for :Le dead the
Holy Host, which the dead lifted so
often heavenward tor the living, The
sacred ministers are here ; the brethren
of the dead ; with hearts heavy for his
loss, are here! Then let the Solemn
Mass proceed, for one of God’s anointed |
Jesus Christ, who once died for the liv.
ing and the dead, will presently be im-
molated for ycu, though you may not

now see his thorn.circled head, nor his
gaping wounds, We will go to the foot of

the oross ; the Mother of and
the Apostie of brotherly love be
there visible to the eyes of our soul ; and
sqraineg, Rerioel Mary ‘864 Jgha Wi
8| T, an n w
tell us what the “Sinless One” bore for
the sminner ; and counsel us to endure all
contumelies, all trials, yes! even the
bitterness of death itself, for the sake of
Him who led us, and who still leads us,
into glory through suftering,

The tones of the “Requiescat in pace”’
have died away—and bebold the Pon-

tiff, attended by his ministers, comes
kﬂh,hnoumln’ and stole! We
have carried our brother into this

ed process

tearful strains of the “Benedictus,” and
the sorrowing voices of friends, to the
little plot where 5o many of his Domini.
can Brothers moulder, awaiting the last
“trumpet signal,” and bis dust is lowered
into that narrow dweliing-place, where
even rulers and Pontifis must one day
divest themselves of their burdens and
honors, forever! There, at the little
mound which holds the earthly part of
him, let us kneel in prayerful trust, that
he whose intellect was able, by a sort of
inspirational insight, to pierce almost
into the core of divine truths, will soon
have his soul’s longings satisfied to the
full, if he is not already enjoying,the
delights of ise,

O may the light of God shine on his
face! “Requiem wternam dona ei, Dom-
ine, et lux perpetua luceat ei!” “Eter-
nal rest grant unto him, O Lord, and let
perpetual light shine upon him !” And
may God make it come to pass, that
when our deeds are summed up by the
Recording Angel, we may meet our dead
friend and brother, in that blissful
region where we hope his short, but'pro-
mising life has attained its rich comple-
tion,

THE CRUCIFIX AND THOSE WHO
HATE IT,

Catholic Review.

“The obnoxious law placing crucifixes
in halls ot justice in Quebec, which was
the subject of official statement in the
British Parliament, Tuesday, seems
destined to stand, now that Mr. Stanley,
the colonial secretary, hasaffirmed that the
province can enforce the act without the
approval of England. In this instance
bigotry gets encouragement, but the prin-
ciple of no interference in these mattess is
sound, and in due time the province will
repent of its singalar act of narrowness.”
—Springfield Republican.

The world, in the sense of those who
war against the standing and the spread of
the kingdom of Christ on earth, has from
the beginning of the Christian era raged
sgainet the Cross, and this is only natural.
For it was by the Cross, the symbol of the
last humiliation, the hard death-bed on
which the worst class of criminalse were
tortured and broken in the sight of all.who
chose to see, that the Saviour of men
lifted himself above the world. It was on
this gibbet of fearful degradation and suf-
fering that He gave up the ghost before
the eyes of His Mother, of His disciples,
of the multitude composed of the Phari-
sees and their emissaries, of His foes, of
the curious and the doubtful, and of the
representatives of the world’s Empire,
Rome. There took place, in the sight of
the world, the last act in the life of the
completest self-sacrifice that the world ever
knew or ever will know. There began
the new birth of the human race, the ex-
pansion of the divine truth and religion,
and its distribution from a chosen but a
stiff-necked people, who had become eaten
up with narrow pride and self glorifica-
tion, unto all mankind, The brother-
bood of man and the opening of the king-
dom of God to all who accepted the Gos-
pel of the Divine Man, whose divinity
was proclaimed by His works and words
through all His life, was there proclaimed
and consecrated forever. Bat the world
bated this high altar of sacrifies, that dared
substitute humility for pride, mortifica.
tion for vain-glory, universal charity for
selfishness ; in & word, erected the seven
contrary virtues against the seven deadly
sina that had hitherto been worshipped by
the world, which worship led men into ail
the abominations of idolatry and the ab.
errations of paganism. The Crucifixion
was the eternal condemnation of the
world, the flesh and the devil, and it is
only natural that from the day of Cal-
vary down and onwards the world,
the flesh and the devil should rage
against the Crucified and the Crucifix,

Those, then, who profess to love, obey
and venerate Christ while they revile and
wonld desecrate His sacred image, lay
false claim to the name of Christians,
Christ Himeelf foretold that the Cross
would be a stumbling block to ml:ﬁ,
while proclalming that when He sho!
be lifted ng‘ then would He draw all men
to Him. There were Iconoclasts claiming
the foremost place in the body of the
Church ages before Protestantism was in-
vented. From time to time in the Chris.
tian era the same bitter hatred breaks out
;ylmt the Crucifix and all sacred images.

inally, with the last of heresies, initiated
by Luther, came the culmination of
hatred, and with those who accepted the
heresy, and wandered away into its vari-
ous branches, the image of the Crucified
became the symbol of a.l that was hateful
and detestable in religion, Worship of
the Crucifix was called paganism, Roman.
ism, idolatry, & bowing down before
graven images and eo forth, Wherever
encountered the Crucifix was torn down
and mutilated, save in instances where
there remained some lingering traces of
true Christian feeling and faith, or often

a simple feeling o%uty at the destruction
of works of art. When atheistic teaching
bore its full fruit in France the same fury
raged againat the Crucifix, the same hor-

rible mutilations and desecrations took
sad for the worship of the Crucified
eemer was substituted the worship
of the Goddess of Reason in a form
at which the world still shudders with
borror. 8o to-day, when atheism is
ain rampent and powerful in France,
:go moet sacred of images, the concen-
tiated type of all virtues, self-sacrifice,
justice nns truth, was dragged down from
iw plaoe in. choui:.u. of Justice sud the
mes of education.
im ; and their

fals. judges with reason cannot look upon
the face of Him who was and isall

they are not,

umi:s. it is only the other day that they
backed the image
stand in condemns

und, Well, be it e0; but some peo-

g:: have m:lnl'go notions of the meaning

of bigotry, narrowness, and of the Chris-

tian epirit, If the Republican chonses to

epit at the image of Christ on the Cross it

‘:pl joins hands with those who cruci-
m,

COXNVENT BRED WOMEN ARE THE
TRUEST, PUREST AND BEST
ALL THE WORLD OVER.

SPEECH OF JUDGE C. W, WRIGHT AT THE
LAYING OF THE CORNERSTONE OF THE
CONVENT AT CHEYENNE, WYOMING TER,

From the Cheyenne Tribune,

There has always been & warm Sght
sgainst monachism. It began with the
first monastery, and will not end until the
last one has ceased to exist. The world
claims that every man and woman is put
here clothed with certain duties, and that
to withdraw from the world is to shirk
these duties, and to adopt a life that is
unbarmonious with its existence. On the
other hand, the monachists insist that the
world is but a training school from which
one graduates into heaven or hell. That
inasmuch as the time here isshort, and the
time there represents eternity, it matters
not what may happen to you here, so that
yougo to heaven when you die, The
argument of the world is purely selfish,
and rests for its efficacy only upon the
uncertainty of any life after death, the
uncertainty of what that life is, It is well
expressed by the old phrase: A bird in
the hand is worth two in the bush. ‘Ihe
monachists, with a perfect faith in the
hereafter, with an abiding conviction
of a future etate, and of the doctrine of
future rewards and punishments, urge
that howsoever the true object of this
temporary existence may be with the most
certainty obtained, that way shall he
adopted. The natural characteristics of
the individuals, you will see at a glance,
assume & very conspicuouns figure in set-
tling this question for each pervon giving
it consideration. If my ambition leads me
to woo worldly success, and to encom,
earthly pleasures, these desires will incline
my heart to say—I owe a duty to the
world, to myself, and to my neighbors. 1
can encompass this only by remaining in
the world. But to that person whose
faith is true and strong, whoee vision is
clear, and who looks to the fature instead
of the present, we see a rpirit, a truer
insight, a deeper wisdom, and & more
heroic spirit.

To eo0 live, that dying we may be saved,
and to so live that your life will point
out the way for others to follow, is the
fundamental law of all monastic orders.
Therefore, if we believe in God the
Father, God the Son, and God the Hol
Ghost, we are bound to accept th
fundamental law of the monachists, and
in so doing, we are bound to recognize in
them the higheat type of spiritual material
heroes and heroines.

The object of this particular convent is
to train girls and fit them for the grave
duties of matronhood. No higher respon.
aibility, no graver duty, no more import-
ant cn{ﬁng can be imagined. As is the
mother s0 is the man ; as is the man s0 is
the nation. The government of a coun-
tr,, the morals of ita paople, the social
life of its inhabitants, are one and all but
the reflex of the hearts and the minds of
its mothers. Take the oldest man in this
audience and take the youngest one, and
as to this their experience will be the
same. Their mother was the beginning
and the end of the law of each, Hence,
it is, as is the mother, #0 is the man. If,
therefore, a nation is to obtain the highest
civilization ; if it is to attain the virtues ;
ifitis to be the God-fearing and God-
obeying, our mothers must be intelligent
and must be Christian,

Idon’t me#in the Christianity we are
wont to see in our daily life, that tells as
it believes, but that has no creed, no dis-
clpline, no observance; I mean a Christian-
ity that was like unto the Fathers, that
was austere, that had its do its tra-
ditions, its ebservance, its ipline, A
faith that rested upon s platform butlt by
knowledge and & full comprehension; a
creed that grew out of this &lth as & syl
logistic conclusion; aud & discipline that
held one in the straight and narrow path,

How can this be attained, then, becomes
a serious and an overshadowing question.
Can it be obtained by & ma educa.
tion alone?

I don’t wish to be construed into!an
enemy of our public echool system. To
the extent that it goes it is well. Its fault
lies in the university, It seeks to brin
all into its fold. The task of mixing o
and water is conceded to be a difficult
one, It therefore u{ls We must attempt
to mix them. We will open our doors to
all creeds, and no word ehall be said as to any
creed, We will confine our teaching to the
material, and we will leave the scholar to
his church and to his Sunday-school for
his spiritual education, That is to say,

five days’ work in school ; one day for
recreation ; and three hours on Sunday to

N
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gnin aspiritual education, Th

sge of 3« scholars that devote .tl?i:l:l:::.'

bours out of every week to obtaining a

mw‘}:l’g:l:ll‘ l;piﬂt:x;iln affairs is 80 amy)|
no t

And what is ¢ ¢dnc¢g a1 1o Thole.

on? Its corner.
stone is that each person must
of bis own consciousness his °::loi>'l: o

salvation : If I dowhat I think is rigllln:olt

will be saved. Its one prayeris. 0 (:

:ﬂt::r‘:. mgodhto lglon ’mc x'zl;o li(;: ?f'
ue it

students of our public o ke

informed when jadged from a s, el

& materia]
and profound;

F‘mo:: « bpiritual »’..‘.’.'i.‘;"i“ g
ecessary to consume ?
Ing ubon the renlt of this age el
;1.‘! runody.:gr.dthh ﬁll:- in L:th. m,,g:&.k'

n ucation. th.n
bend E the leasons of the one

Ignorant belief h-upmluo uon‘.h other,
) n,

i compre-

Tu.! J ts the
now buildin, mpommctuﬁ.. : It
means the education of the girl in her
nl.lg::n and worldly eoncerns, It means
the development of her faith, the love of
virtue and the fear of sin, But it is saiy

I do not wish my daughter educated int_
& Catholis, Very well, I answer, let h::
Er:w umﬂwut 8 faith, without o diseip.

0, her one prayer be, “0 God, if
there be a God !” And then answer me
this question : What ground bas she upon
w) she may rest her anchor in the
storms that she must face on her way
through life? A woman without religion
Is likes man without eyes, Who is to
guide him over the rough pathwa that
represents his life? In the hour o Rreat
temptation, without the stren that
wlll“i's tt: you fr‘om t;u life 1of scipline,
who answer for that girl in |
crisis of her life] iy T

Let us diseard prejudice, let us eliminate
the virus of ignorance and antipathies
from our minds and our hearts, and then
look at the resulta: Take the girls that
graduate from the public schools and the
ones that come from the convents, and
compare the lives of the two. How will
the account stand, think you? I sy to
you here to.day, and it'is & subject to
which I bave given much heed, that the
truest, purest, and best. women all over
the world, are convent bred.

And to make our esisters and daughters
such women as these, thece holy women
bave come among us. This js the task
thx bave come to perform. They bring
with them brave and hopeful hearts,
They bring with them o dpuin to win
favor only with God. To this end they
have turned their backs on the world, they
have renounced its pleasures, they have
divorced| themselves from its rewards.
There is no home for them. They ma;
never watch for the coming of the g
man. No loving babe may be pressed to
their hearts, as flesh of tieir flesh, and
blood of their blood. These things &1
the heart full to overflowing, but the
are not for them, The cold wall of a cel s
the crust of bread, the toil by day, the
lon&I prayers by night, are the bridegrooms
of these holy women. And how much
heroism fhero is to be found in that? It

P - ago that is valiant
enough to be guided by each. And for
such women as these have we no wel-
come ! Is it not an honorto eerve them ?
We who are of the worldand are worldly,
may we not gladly ran on before an

smooth the way for them? And thus
may we not get into the light of the halo
that illumines their lives, and by the aid
of this encompass our own salvation. I
know not how you may think, but as for
me, I believe in them, [ glory in them, I
envy them their strength and their power
of self-denial.

Promenading the Streets.

———

The evil babit of promenading thestreets
after dusk is spreading among the Catho-
lic girls of Columbus.

Those who are guilty of this bad prac-
tice, when rebuked, reply : ¢Other girls
can go out for a walk; why can’t we?”
We are in no way respomsible for the
doings of the ‘“other girls ; but Catholic
im' cannot safely do what other girls can.

ecause they are called to be saints, as
St. Panl .:r; because they are members
of the sodality and children of Mary ;
because they receive the body and blo
of Christ; because they must not only
avoid sin, but also the occasions of it.
Therefore, as they are ‘bound” to Jesus,
they are not free—not free to do as they
gleue, not free to do as “‘other girla” do.

hey are unde: baptismal pledgss to be
modeet and innocent of heart, and to set
& good example to the “other girls,” aye,
and to the “little ones of Christ”’—other
Catholie girls, younger than they are, who
watch them and imitate them, u& will
soon do as they are doing from weeing
them do it,

But they retort—‘“there’s no harm in it.”
Isn’t there? How do you know? Is
there any good in it? “No,” they say.
Well, isn’t the absence of good a mark of
evil{ But there is harm in it, positive,
deadly harm ; and if we dare tell you
the terrible stories that come to us every
week—stories of ruined lives, of broken
hearts, of lost souls—youn’d make a vow
to mnd 30‘“ evenings at home,

y do you go strolling about the
streets 7 Is 1t for exerclse—take it before
dark; is it for plessure—find some inno-
cent amusement that will not jeopard
your good name; is it to meet “comrn!"
-—yonngd men whose acquaintance .
sirable don’t look to make lady friends
on the streets, The good kind will visit
and courtyou at home, If you are rarely
in when they call, of course they’ll go
where they will not be disappointed about
being entertained. The bad kind you
don’t want. If you do, you're not fit to
be ealled Catholic girls, and we have no
more {0 say to you.

Good girls stay off the streets after
twilight, That is the rule. Of course,
duty or charity mn{) require them to be
out after that time, but t‘}len they will not
be ldly tramping around ! they will hasten
along their way, with reserved manner
and gentle demeanor, and return to the
shelter of home at a good hour:

A young woman, who is often seen on
the streets after sunset, risks her reputa-
tion ; and if she is not ind, she is in dan.
ger of becoming so,—Clatholic Oolumbian.

Prof, Low’s Magic Sulphur Soap is
highly recommended for aB
ekin diseases,

humors and
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THE CORPORAL'S LETTER.

‘When the sword 1s sheathed and the cannon

d still on the parapet
’32?@':’»": Gt L0 weave hib silken net
‘And the doves to nest in its silent mouth;
When the manly trade declines and dies,
gadioariathaiis tpln lemou o
y
w‘t::?ﬁ left for old Corporal lqtm ?

ht remain: for an honest ht
g:“o write for bread, as the poeis do,
Beggarly soraw. try sous.
The billet-doux and the angry dun
To the writing-machine are all as one.
What matter the word or sentiment ?
If the fee be paid be is well content.
To have heart in one's trade, ah! one must
fght.

oM if you please,’” and a timid band
Xl‘f‘.llﬂ. :'n tgo 80 dier’s threadbare sleeve.
Plerre was bearish that day, I grieve

To d his speech was curt,

i appen When want orold wounds

hurt—

« I wisn you to write a letter,
“wAll m{t. Ten sous.” But the little boy
Has turned away. * Morblen! Well, then,
You haven't the money? You think that
n

r‘k and paper grow on trees ?—
ﬁ:ldt !n Can’t g l,l’).l‘l.! his joke enjoy
But you must flare up? 1 understand.

ng letter, of course. And who
Buai Bt vored'to.days Diciatot Misteu'"
« Pardon. ‘Tis not ‘M'sleu.’ Madame,
La Sainte Vierge.” The writer stopped,
And the pen from his trembling fingers
y .

The d-'kw su shut with an angry slam.
+#aapristi ! You little rascal, you .
‘Would jest with the Holy Virgin, too?

he child was weeping, and old Plerre
gl‘l“’:l“d his wrath umf indulged a slare.
..& mother. M’sieu, she sleeps so long,
These two whele days, and the room is cold,
And she will not awake. It is very wrong,
T know, for a boy to be afraid
When a boy is as many as five years old ;
Buat I was 80 hungry, and when I prnyeJ
‘And the Virgin did not come, ] thought
Perhaps if I send her a letter, why "—

d, but old Plerre said naught.
'll'{!:o';':\:::l ‘something new in the old man’s
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mething strange in the old man’seye;
':nnil o he took up his pen and wrote.
1,0ong it teok him to write and fold
And seal with & hand that was far from bold;
Then : *“Courage, small comrade, wait and

]
Your letler 1s mailed, and presently
An answer will come, perhaps, to me,

11 open my desk. Behold, 'tis there!
'I Fr‘om guve’n ’ 1t mr-. ‘a M’'sieu Plerre.’
Youdonotread? N'importe! I do.
"Tis & letter from Heaven, and all about you,
And, what? ‘Mamma is in Heaven, t00;
‘And her little boy must be brave and good
And live with Plerre.’” That's understood.
‘While Plerre has a crust or sou to spare
There’s u':,ough for him amd thee, mon

cher.

lease.”

Do you think that letter came from above,

Freighted with God’s and & mother’s love ?

The child, at least, believed it true,

S0 at the last Plerre did, too.

When the Heavenly mail came once again,

To a grim old man on a bed of pain,

‘Whose dying eyes alene could see,

And read the missive h‘)iyrnuy

He knew the Hand, an rouﬁly smiled,

For it was as the hand of a little child.
JAMES JEFFREY ROCHE.

TWO CLASSES OF CATHOLICS.

BY FATHER BURKE,

There are many who believe in the
Church of God, who have been born and
baptized in her fold, or who by some ex-
traordinary grace—and it is indeed an
extraordinary grace—were called from
the ranks of infidelity, darkness and error
into the admirable light of God. They
belong to God's Holy Church, and they
seem actually ashamed of what should be
their proudest boast, If they go out to a
dinner party they are ashamed to do this,
to make this sign of the cross, this glori-
ous sign {that in the day of judgment
shall shine upon the forehead of the elect
of God, that crose through which alone,
the Scripture tells us, the joy and glory of
heaven can be obtained. But there are
others who are fervent, loud, blatant in
their lip professions of Catholicity, who
are zealous, furious in their denunciations
of those outside the Chuich, even of those
whom the Church) herself absolves. Ilow
do they correspond with their profes;
sions? Do they frequent the sacraments
of the Church? Do they approach the
confessional? Do you ever see them
Enmke of the sacred banquet of the Holy

ommunion? No, oh! no; they are
a mockery and a triumph to the
heretic and the infidel ; they are a
atumbling-block to the believers. They
are spoken of as the criminal
classes ; the debauche, the drunkard,
the fraudulent tradesman, the dishonest
servant, are all to be found in their ranks ;
the careless, ignorant, vicious Catholics,
loud indeed in their professions of Catho-
licity, but careless of every injunction the
Catholic Church imposes. Are they truth-
ful, are they realin theirlives, they whom
Christ describes as those who with their
lips indeed confess His truth, but who in
every action of their lives deny Him?
The very first euent.in‘l of the true Catho-
lic, of the true man, is reality. Do you
believe the Catholic faith? The Church,
unlike anything else calling itself a religion
on this earth, puts the professors of its
doctrine to ruse tests. Do you believe
in the Church? If you do, you will have
to starve yourselves on the days of fast
which she imposes, You will have {0 sub-
mit to pain and to humiliation. Are you
a proud man} are you an intellectual
man} Well, you will bave to go to some

oor priest, who perhaps does not know
gnl( a8 mu:‘l asyou. You will have to
kneel at his feet, you will have to confess
to him, you will have to speak to him of
things that you would er die—rather
commit suicide—than reveal to any other
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living being. If you be a true man,
writhing in eorrow and bumiliation,
you will have to reveal to him the

darkest secrets of your soul. You
will have to acknowledge to him your
sins, your excesses, your baseness, your
falsehood, your dishonesty, yotr filthiness
of soul. ese are indeed rude testa,

Where there is reality there must be rude
tests, Contemplate the Eternal God born
in the stable on Christmas morning, his
mother hunted from house to house,
driven as & last resort to a stable; the
Child God brought forth amidst beasts,
and cradled in the straw of their manger;
was not this a eufficiently rude test of the
truth, the reality of God, as he entered
the world? Contemplate Him as He
leaves it, nailed to a cross, a hard, rough
bed for & dying man, his head lacerated
with thorns, his body tom with acourﬁes

his lips parched with thirst, with woun et{
body and broken heart, dying for the sins
of men, These were indeed rude tests
that God’s reality endured. He came
into the world a man. He took upon
Himself the heritage of misary. He
proved Himself true man, and from the
moment of His birth to the moment of
His death, He never shrank from sgon

or sorrow. Outside the Catholic churc!

there is no test to which those that call




