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ht, out she'll go on the road the
::‘ma'l crass the thrishol. "’
“Jg that the way you keep your
oath 2"’ said the father, pleadingly.
«J'll say nothin’ to no wan,’'' re-
plied his son. ‘* But out she'll go; 'and
way the divil ly away wid her an’ all
belongin’ to her."
«+ There's more ways of breakin'an
oath than by shpakin’,’”” said his father,
“'You can’t do what you say you'll do,
but which,”” he added, determinedly,
¢ yon won't do without tellin’ what you
kpow. "’
«Phin, who's to prevint me ?"’ said
his son, sullenly.
«1'll prevint you, and God will pre.
vint you,” said the old man, solemnly.
« Glepanaar is mine till I dhrop; and
po wan will teteh that child so long as
my name is Edmond Connors.”
Donal knew well the iron determina
tion of his father when he had made up
his mind to a particular course of
action; so he dropped his threatening
manner, and pleaded with his father on
another side.
“The Connors of Glenanaar were
never disgraced till now,” said he. *'I
never thought I'd see the day whin me
{ather would bring shame and sorrow
upon us.”’
“Dhrop tbat, I say,’’ said the old
wman, * or maybe only wan of us 'ud see
your mother to-night. "’
“To think,”’ said the young man,
sullenly, ** that the house that shel-
tered 8 dacent family for four ginera-
tions should cover the child of an in-
former—oh, my God! how can we ever
shtand it?"’
“ By houlding your tongue, and keep-
ing your oath,’’ said his father.
“And do you wane to say, or think,
that this won't be known?'’ said Donal,
“1 tell you 'twill be known before a
week’s out; for there never yet was dug
a grave that could keep a saycret deep
enough from thim we know. And thin
—thin they’ll burn aown the house be-
fore our eyes."''
“The sayeret is in God's keepin' and
yoars,”” said his father. ‘‘And He
won't tell it.”’
There was a long silence between
father and son, for now the day was
preaking beyond the hills; and very
soon the sun would be p2eping above
dark shoulder of Krockroura
They soon entered the suburb bej i
Mallow Bridge. Not a soul was stir

[ Dogs barked at them from be
d stable gates, as the deep wheels of
cart rumbled over rough stones;

these sounds of life' were
soon quiet, as they rolled over
the wooden bridge that spanned the
river, and heard the deep murmur of
the waters beneath. Here, a sudden
thought seemed to strike Donal ; for he
suddenly reined in the horse, and con-
fronted his father.

“Father,”” said he, in a trembling
voice, *‘forgive me for what I said agen
you just now. Sure I never thought
that you were to blame. What could
yon know more than me that night you
sint me to the cowhouse? Sare, I
ought to knmow that if you
knew that night who it was we
were bringin' in to our house, you'd
have towld me to thrun her out in the
pit. Father,”” said he, dubiously,
noticing the silence of the old man,
“‘say you never knew that it was an
informer’s child you were bringin' in
upon a dacent flure that night ; an' I'll
forget all.””

“T knew it well,” said the old man,
solemnly. *“'Twas I asked the mother
%o Jave her child wid ue.”’

Donald said not a word, but whipped
up his horse. In the afternoon of that
day he made up his mind that his father
had gone mad. The terrors of death
and disgrace had uuchinged his mind.
it was all a pure fabrication of a
jemented mind. And he felt he could

ow keep the secret well. Time would
reveal everything, if there was any-
‘hing to reveal. Meanwhile he would
wateh and note all things carefully.
And-Donal felt a real glow of pleasure
as# the thought occurred to him—they
could keep Nodlag, who, unknown to
iimself, had really grown into his great,
big heart.

Edmond Uonnors felt a sensible relief
when,as they jogged along/the roadjhome
wards, Donal manifested the greatest

neern about him ; and, once or twice,
whistled softly to himself the Cuilin
leas Oruidhte nam-bo.
TO BE CONTINUED,

he

GIORDANO BRUNO.

SOME FACTS CONCERNING THE ‘‘ PATRON
SAINT'’ OF MODERN INFIDELS AND
SEOULARISTS.

Here are some facts given by Rome,
the new weekly published in English in
the KEternal COCity, concerning the
“* patron saint '’ of modern infidels and
secularists :

‘* Bruno's writings show with horrible
clearness the kind of man he was. He
oscillated—in turns between atheism,
pantheism, skepticism, very much after
the fashion of his modern admirers. He
loved freedom of thought so much that
he pronounced other heretics who
differed from his way of thinking to be
worthy of persecution, murder, extine-
tion, less to be pitied than wolves,
bears or serpents. He was such a hater
of tyranny that he could hardly find
language to express his adulation of the
miserable Henry IIl. of Valois, or of
Elizabeth of England, who was for him
‘a nymph of heavenly essences, a grand
Amphitrite, a divinity of the earth,
worthy to rule not only this but all
other worlds." His ideas of woman are
80 foul and revolting that they will not
bear quoting; his description of the
masses, or the ¢ proletariat,’ consists of
3 long string of abusive adjectives, and
he exhorts the nobles of Wittenberg
“to crush those ferocious beasts, the
peasants.” His comedy, ‘ Il Candelaio,’
80 reeks with filth and obscenity that it
would not be tolerated bythe lowest andi-
ence in any English-speaking country.”

““The simple fact is,”” remarks the
Ave Maria, *‘that the monument
Bruno, erected in Rome, in 1889 is noth-
ing but a symbol of anti-clerical hatred
of the Papacy and the Church. To
laud the apostate friar of the sixteenth
century as a martyr to freedom of
tl.longht is to avow one's ignorance of
his life, his work and such influence as

THE ROMAN PARSON.

People ofteh wondered how Greaser
became a Catholic.
This is the story.
It was in the Wild West, where six-

nership, if he would devote his talent
to more mystic purposes, but Greaser
was content with being Arst of his own
line. Now in America even lightning
is not quick enough for their vivid
imagination when a speed simile is
wanted. There they have an auto-
matic lobricator in the skies tu bring
thunderbolts up to the American stan-
dard, Hence Jim Pranty’s first oper-
ation with the revolver was duly pro-
nounced ‘¢ quicker'n greased light-
ning,’”” and the operator himsell was
henceforward naturally known simply
as Greaser.

Tough as he was towards outsiders
and rivals, Jim was a faithfal *““pard-
ner’’ to his fricnds and his domestic
life was above reproach. His wife was
a quiet little woman who adored him,
and on his side nothing that his pick
or his revolver could command was
half good enough for her.

There was a log-hut at the camp
which served for a Catholic church,
and here withopen joy eame the women
and children, and with grave steadi-
ness some of the older men who had
learned by stormy experience that
grace is an even more effective instru-
ment in this world than a gun., Thither
also with shamefaced semi-reluctance
came some of the ‘‘boys,’’ much better
in reality than they wanted the world
to think and wearing an air of giving
Goud opotice not to expect too much
from them, Father Ambleford, as God's
ambagsador, took the notice with due
diplomatic reservation, and was known
elsewhere to dilate with enthusiasm on
the good-heartedness of these same
“‘ boys.”” Nore of Greaser's household
were ever seen inside the sacred log
hut., Indeed, Mrs. Pranty was ob
served to give it a wide berth in her
daily walks—a fact which, curiously
enough, gave Father Ambleford con-
siderable satisfaction. He suspected
she had once been a Catholic, and il
she had ceased to care she would not
be alraid of passing near the light.
It was like Jonah trying to get around
by Tarshish, yet turning out a good
prophet at the end.

The end for poor Mrs, Pranty came
sooner than anybody expected, and one
night there was a call at the log-hut.
On opening the door, Father Amble-
ford found with surprise that the mes-
senger was no other than Greaser
himself. But it was in a defiant rather
than softened mood he had come.

“ Are you the Roman parson?'’ he
asked, somewhat unnecessarily for a
place where everybody knew every-
body else.
““ Yes, I suppose I am the man you
mean.’’
“My wife is dying and says she
wants to see you."'
*‘ Certainly, I will come at once.”
““ One moment, parson, I want you to
understand that you come at your
peril.”’
““I don't know what you mean. It is
enough for me that I am summoned.
No priest refuses a sick-calls But I
didn’'t know her illuess was a danger-
ous one.”
““ No more it isn't—except to her
self, But when my little woman first
came to me, I swore I would have no
parsons over my doorstep. And she
agreed. I swore I woald shoot them if
they came,”’
“ The poor girl loved you very much,
I suppose, and she was young, and
didn’t measure the value of eterniiy.
Now she is on the brink of it, things
look different. You've been a good
husband to her, Jim, except for that;
and you needn’t keep your word about
that shooting."
“The Greaser always keeps his word,
parson, and don't you forget it. But
I'll give you one chance. I don't hold
with this religion of yours, and if she
must die, [ want her to die in peace.
You'll come there and worry her, and
ahe's fretting already. Now I tell
you this : You may come, because I
can refuse her nothing. And if you
come and go, and leave her calm and
peaceful, I'll say no more about it ;
but if she dies while you are there,
I'll shoot you like a dog."
“ Well Jim, her dying or not is in
God’'s hands. But you can’t shoot me
like a dog."”
““ Why can’t I 2"
“ Because I'm not a dog. If there is
any shooting you'll have to shoot me
like a man, and don’t you forget that."
“ You'll come then ?'’
““Come? With a heart and half."
¢ Remember I never go back on my
word.”’
¢ Never mind that. By the way,
have you had any one to help you
nurse her 2"’
*No; done it all myself.’
¢ Good man. Well, just hustle
around and freshen up the room a bit
and make the little woman look as nice
as you can. You know even a dying
woman takes account of such little
things. I'll be there five minutes after
you."’
¢ Gosh | you're a cool hand. ButI
never go back on my word."
A few minutes later Father Amble-
ford with holy oils and Viaticum,
crossed the Pranty threshold. He
heard the long story of faith repressed
and conscience irrepressible, spoke the
soothing words and lifted up her pros-
trate soul, anointed the poor erring
body and sanotified it with the Word
Incarnate. Her strength was now fast
ebbing and with brightened face, all
unconscious of her husband's threat,
she said :
¢ Call him in now, Father, and don't
leave me. Give me the last blessing if
you see I'm going.”
¢ Don't you fear, my ochild; give

he may be thought to have exerted."”

yon oan.

oved Jim in,

I'll watch and do for you all
that the Church can give.'

So ho flung open tne door and beck-
The latter saw at once
the fruits of peace of sou', by a light in
the eyes, that had nst been there since

between those two strangely assorted
souls, Yes, sacred they were. The
human soul has plenty of room for
such inconsistencies, and this affection

was the one thing which God had left
as a leaven to prevent the heart of
Jim Pranty from ever becoming utterly
bratal,

At last the poor energies quite
failed ; even a whisper became impos-

sible, and a last glance as the head
sank wearily back told the priest that
his turn had come again. There was
the final absolution and the last bless-

ing, and then on his knees he began,
*“ Go forth, O Christian soul.”” The
hand that Jim held went cold in death,
and he stole from the room leaving the
priest to finish the litany. The pray-
ers said, Father Ambleford closed the
eyes, crossed the arms and put his
crucifix beneath them ; then leaving
the room and shutting the door rever-
ently behind him, he found him-
self face to face with Jim, stony as to
his expression and grimly fingering his
revolver,

Whatever expectation of relenting
Jim's moment of rough couritesy had
raised, had now to be put aside and
with a rapid silent prayer the priest
braced himse'f for the encounter.

“l see you mean to shoot, Jim
Pranty, but if you are not a coward
you will listen to what 1 say first.”

“1 ain’t afeard of your tongue; you
can jaw if youn like; you'll not jaw me
off my point.”’

¢ No. Baut I tell you you won't be
able to do it. You loved that little
woman in there ; you will go on loving
her ; as long as you live you will never
be able to forget that I was God's mes-
senger to her in her last mowents, that
I brought her peace of heart and en

abled her to go happy into the pre

sence of her Judge., I am to you a
necessary part of her last loving fare-
well to yourself. Yon simply cannot
look me in the eyes and fire straight.
You haven't the nerve.”’

The pistol gave the only answer.
But the priest was right. The hand
shook and the muzzle swerved, and the
bullet merely grazed his cheek and im-
bedded itself in the wall,

¢ I told you s0,”" went on the quiet
voice; ‘‘ your conscience takes away
your aim. And if you fire again, re-
member this, that if I am found dead
here, you will have the sheriff and the
whole countryside to deal with. That
you don’t mind but it means that you
won't be here to see your wife buried.
You daren't even come back to see her
grave. You cut yourself off from all
visible memorial ot her. You fling her
at this sacred moment on the hands of
strangers.’’

Aim was levelled again, but Jim
shrank from those eyes that looked him
through and through. It was the
heart he pointed to, and once more the
pistol spat forth its murderous little
puff. But once more the tremor had
come with the pull of the trigger, and
the bullet only broke the left collar-
bone.

**You can hurt me, Jim Pranty, but
you can’t kill me. If you did, tor the
rest of your life your wife's voice
would call you a murderer. Those
swee’ messages which she gave you just
now would be wiped out and over-laid
with the constant whisper, * murderer,
murderer.” In your dreams she would
denounce you, and your love would be-
cowe your hell on earth. The shadow
ie already on you; your hell has be-
gun."’

“ To hell yourself,” said Jim lash-
ing himself into & rage. Cleuching his
teeth and mastering his nerves, he
aimed again at the heart. This time
there was no tremor; the buliet came
straight to its mark.

But Father Ambleford had forgotten,
and ths Greaser never knew that in the
pocket over the heart there lay the
silver vessel that had brought the
Viaticum, and behind that the ritual
from which the prayers for the dyiog
had been said. The bullet crashed
through the pyx and ploughed its way
into the ritual, and there stopped.

Once more the level voice arose.
Father Ambleford, much astonished at
being still alive, pulled the pyx and
book from his pocket and showed them
to his assailant.

** There, Jim Pranty,”’” he said, ‘‘this
box brought your wife her last and
dearest consolation on earth; your
bullet has smashed it. This book con-
tains the last prayers in the midst of
which she went to eternity ; your
bullet has rauined it. And now, man—
it you are a man—haven't you done
enough? Aren't three shots enough
for Greaser Pranty ? Get off this mur-
derous frame of mind and let it be fair
play. There are three shots left in
that revolver, hand it over to me and
take your turn of standing it like a
man,’’

“ You're right, parson !"’ cried Jim,
with an oath !'" *‘It's your turn. Fire
away! If you hit me bury both of us."”

The priest raised the revolver and
placed three bullets in rapid succes
sion on a little horizontal line just
above Jim’s head. Then in shame the
latter buried his head in his arms on
the table and groaned.

Meanwhile the alarm had been raised.
The first couple of shots had been ex-
plained as just Greaser keeping his
eye in with a bit of practice. But
then people remembered that his wife
was dying., The third shot, followed
by the three quick ones, made it
certain that there was trouble. There
wag a rush and among others the
sheriff and the doctor came to the
door. For once Greaser was found
unarmed.

your husband all the loving messages

ing to the oflicial said,

and the parson is in luck,”

share in the fray.

Father 'Ambleford’s face and his left
arm hanging helpless, there
ugly threat in the ery, *‘He's bnl«n\
trying to kill the priest."

was an

Bat the
latter at once silenced them, and turn
“It’s all right,

shooters are commoner than fountain- | the days of their courting. Half-re- [ Mr. Sherifl. Jim Pranty's wife has
pens, and their use far better under- | lenting, he paused on seeing the priest | dicd, and he thought I was to blame.
stood. It may not be obvious, but it | makieg no move towards departure, We've had a fair fight over it, three |
was from his practical mastery of the | and whispered to him, **Why don’t you | 8hois cach. There are my three marks
six-shooter that Greaser derived his | scoot, you fool 2"’ just over where Jim’'s head was, and
uame, The principal secret is that Father Ambleford bowed ab the cour- | his three warks are on me,’ |
your own weapon wust be the first out. | tesy—ftor sach it really was — and * First time I ever knew Greaser to |
Greaser had developed a quite abnor- | motioned him toward the bed; then | necd more than one wark,” said the |
mal sleight-of-hand in this direction. | stood apart and watched, bat heard | sherif *‘but for bim to wiss three
The Wizard of the West once offered | none of the sacred messages of grati | times is almost more than I can be-
him a substantial salary or even part | tude, affection and farewell that passed | lieve. Ilowever, I take your word for

it, parson. It was a fair fight, boys,

** And where was the third miss ?”’
asked the doctor, preparing for his

Father Ambleford produced the
bullct in the ritual. * You see, Mr. |
Sheriff, he didn't miss; that bullet |

should be in my heart.”
‘“Tis the hand of God," said one of |
the “boys,” and lifting their bats
revoruntly they went out. [
The doctor took Father Ambleford to |
his surgery for comfortable treatment,
and the sheriff lingered long enough to
8ay, ‘* Greaser, you're well out of this,
The hacd that put those three bullets
in that neat little row could just as |
easlly have put them in your brain. I}
have my doubts about this little fight,
but I take the parson’s word. There
was @ fight, but it wasn't with the
parson. And I tell yon, Greaser, you
are a doggoned fool when you take to
playing duels with God Almighty."”

Of course there was a bit of scandal
when it was rumored that a priest had

been fizhting a dovel, and explanations
had to be made to the Bishop in con
fiden: But the scandal did Father
Ao ford no harm. In fact, among
the *‘ boys " he gained more influence
from the official version of the facts
than he would have had from the real
tru

Then one day Greaser himself, alter
nightfall, like Nicodemus, came and
sald

‘* Parson, if you can forget what has

passed between us, I have an idea that
it would do me no sort of harm to learn
my 3 religion.”’

e people wouder how Grease
could ever bave thought of becoming &
Cat

That's how.—Catholic Magazine for
South Africa.
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CARDINALS PLEADED FOR
“CHIC”

WHY THE WORD WAS ADMITTED INTO
THE DIOCTIONARY OF THE FRENCH,

The reception of Cardinal Mathieu,
on Feb. 8, by the Academie Francaise
led M. Jales Claretie to write in Le
Temps a few reminiscences of Cardinal

Perraud, whose seat among the
Immortals has fallen to Cardinal
Mathieu.

Cardinal Perraud was thin, ascetic

looking and, as his sunccessor said in
saint of the thirteenth century, one

window.

“] don't believe I ever saw him
smile,”” M, Claretie writes, ‘It so hap-
pened that be often arrived at a meet-
ing of the academy when the members
were at work on the dictionary, and
fate would have it that at that moment
on many occasions certain words no
Jonger used in society, but often met
with in Moliere were under discussion.
“Buat it did not trouble the Cardinal
he didn't seem even to hear.
not heedless, but ‘remote.’
“Qae mi careme he arrived at the
institute with bis hat full of confetti
and his shounlders covered. He was
quite unaware of it. He was busy with
his thoughts.

C, and the word ‘chic’ was being dis
cussed.
“¢It's slang,’ said some.
“ ¢ Look it up in Littre,” said others.
“You'll see that as a familiar term it
bas been in use a long time."
¢ It means,’”’ said a learced member,
‘“ a man who understands chicanery.””
‘“ It's an artist’s word. A picture
may have chic.”
** It comes from the German schick.”
**Or rather, the Spanish chico.”

a word.’

whose fate had almost been settled.

‘“ Let me tell you why,"”
‘““When the centenary of the Normal
School was being celebrated the pupils

built a theatre.

stage to get to my seat.

ishment was great.

** Chic | Chie! Caio!"”
that a word current in

Academie Francaise.”

word took its place in the dictionary

“ It was the only time,” adds M
Claretie, *‘that the Cardinal
threw off his seriousness.’

the oration he mads last week, like a |

of those often seen on a stained glass |

He was |

“‘One day we had reached the letter |

¢ So the discussion raged, until the |
point had almost been reached of treat- |
ing it as a word of the boulevards and
leaving it to slang dictionaries, when
Cardinal Perraud broke in * Allow me

¢ And with much humor and fancy
quite unexpected he defended the word

he said.

composed a little play for which they
It 8o happened that
I found myself obliged to cross the

“ When the scholars saw one who
had been one of themselves and had
become a Cardinal making his appear-
ance on the boards, although only for
a moment and by chance, their aston-
Then they clapped
their hands and began calling out
and I'm sure
the Normal
School has a right to be quoted by the

“Thanks to this little speech, the

ever

THE CASE 0OF DR. CRAPSEY

It is bard to determine tha exact

status of the Mr. Snepherd, who is
acting as counsel for Dr. (Rev ) Alger
non Crapsey, in his appeal to the ec
olesiastical court from the ruling
which convicted him of heresy. He
takes the peculiar ground of agreeing
with all the theories advanced by his
client, and at the same time urging
that he should be acquitted. We do

not ses’how he can in any way reconcile
his statement with his plea. Indeed,
the only logical result is that he lays
himself open to the same charges and
liabilities which confront Dr. Crapsey,
and instead of clearing, drives his
olient still deeper, becoming himself
involved in the maze of contradiction,
which, if foHowed to the inevitable
end, can lead only to the total aban
donment of Christianity as recognized
by th: Christian world, and the adop
tion of & new faith which bears about
the same relation to Christ as Dowieism
bears to ‘‘ Klijah the Third,"” of unla-
mented memory.

Following is part of Mr. Shepherd's
argument, which shows with clearness
of a remarkable degree, how inconsistent
must become the religious belief of a

| man who casts loose from the moorings

of Faith.

‘I need hardly deal with the accusa-
tion against Dr. Crapsey so far as it
concerns the doctrine of the resurrec
tion of our Lord. Doubtless had his
heresy boen 1 d to

not dealt with the

thig if he had
thls, ¥ he hada

birth, the

virgin

| presentmient would never have been

made. For the intellectual and moral
difficulties in the interpretation of that
item of our faith so that it shonld mean
that the physical body of our Lord rose
and ascended into heaven and sits on the
right hand of God are so great that
they are not and can not be held by
many among the pious and faithful.
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‘* Whether the Saviour's body of BERLIN, ONT.
losh eame or did not come into being | Commercial Course
under a special or miraculous interven s
1 of divine power, it is clear that | High School Course
the all - essential thing to the precious t na
and fandamental doetrine of Christian . n
ity is that the body of » Saviour, be College or Arts Course
e t ) - ries.
ing the body u‘l 8 man, was the lr\:‘- Vatural Soience Course
ment of a soul and spirit, both God g
and m \part from the disputed nalish Literatur r,e'<
intro ons to the Gospel of Bt. Mat R TITSTOIEEN i
the and St. Luke, there not in the
New Testament any reference to the \c.
| virgin birth — certainly none that is EV L. ZINGER, ¥ :‘Rr_b..r

plain and clear.’
It is an easy thing to deny the bodily,

the physical resurrection of the Lord.
It is just as easy to deny his Virginal
birth., In fact it is easy to deny any
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thing — that Columbus found America, (A
that Rome at one time ruled the civil- o) oh o /’
ized world, that Christ ever lived at | o W o

all. Of course it is easy. The diffi- | A commercial school of the highest

| culty really is, once you deny this, that
| and the other, to admit anything. How
much stronger than its weakest link is
any chain ? If Mr, Orapsey ( or is it
Doctor ? ) and Mr. Shepherd deny the
resurrection and the pure birth, why,
in heaven's name, do they admit the
| existence of Christ, or of the Apostles;

why not deny the validity of the Bible
| in toto; why, in fact, believeanything ?

Will the same intelligence that finds it
| impossible to believe the Bodily Resur-
rection, admit for an instant that
| Christ received His commission from a
| divine source ? There is no substan-
tial reason why it should. The gentle-
men are so utterly inconsistent. They
swallow a mountain when they take for
granted their own literal existence,
and strain themselves black in the
face over a gnat. For surely the com-
parison is justified in the mysteries of
the human soul, and the Biblieal story
of the Christ. The trouble with them is
that they have been suffering with men
tal indigestion and are become finnicky.
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Perhaps, too, they are simply trying to
create a ripple in their own particular
puddle.
| Mr. Shepherd, in the further course of
his argument made a statement, ad-
vanced an opinion, which causes one to
wonder if he really meant it. He says,
with finished and convincing logie,
| that if the Episcopalian Chureh is to be
Catholie or universal, it must be toler-
ant. Well, we are advaneing no opin-
ion as to the Catholicity of the Episco-
palian Church, but it does seem to us
| that if it is to fulfill the honorable
counsel's implied definition of that
somewhat ambignous word, it has a
large order upon its hands. Ifit should
be tolerant enongh to admit such anti-
Christian doctrines, could it reasonably
refuse to accept Moslemism, Confucian-
ism, Buddism and all the other little
isms ? We do not think so.

Anyway, why does Dr, Orapsey go to
all this trouble about the matter ? He'd
save himself and his followers many a
weary intellectual step, by jamping to
the inevitable conclusion of their argu-
ment—atheism, instead of following its
devious windings. Of course, we un-
derstand that such action is really too
easy, and, besides, the notoriety would
not be worth mentioning. — Baltimore
Mirror.

The Caristian who neglects prayer is
like a being without a soul, without in-
tolligence, sentiment, or affection ;
while, on the contrary, it is admirable
to see how strongly great and noble
souls are drawn instinctively towards
prayer.

Character is more than intellect, love
is more than knowledge, religion is
. | more than morality, and a great heart
. | brings us closer to God, nearer to all
goodness, than a bright mind.—Bishop
l Spalding.
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