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| THOROLD CEMENT
f Speaks for itself
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liderton, Ont., March 4, 1809,
Fatate John Battle,
Manuf» tnrers Thorold Cement,
Thorcld, Ont ;

Dear Sirs: 1 have wuch pleasure in testi
{ying 1o the exeellence of your Thorold Cement
for building purposes. In June last year |
! built under my barn a concrete wall of your
horold Cement. It turned out a splendid job,
and I have no hesitation in recommending your
Cement to those requiring it8 use. Your
reaveller called here and gave me instructions
for a few hours as to the proper method of us
¢ K it. 1 then compler~d the wall myself.

: fourstrnly,
: 1. W.Jnckson.

County Councillor Middlesex Co.

.5 Itis with pleasure [ give you my testis
monial, ng your Thorold Cement isall you
8 3 represent it to be, R W, J.

Agonts Wanted in Unrepretented Districts

i Our Thorold Cement is the

L.

hegt and cheap-
est for Bios, Bara Walls, Floors for Horses
and Cattle, Plg Pens, etc. Wiite us for free
pamphles

ESTATE OF JOIN,BATTLE,

THOROLD. ONT.

3 Mention this paper.

SNAP For the Brain Worker.
STREMGTH For the Physical Worker,
STAMINA ForMen,Women andChildren,

O

READ THE PROOF!

NTLEM} I have for a long

ind vitality

“Why zm;

1 ) Lt s
ay | I | | Nerve Pills?
The sen your blood
1 1 | give y ind strength,”
{told h I was very skeptical as to any
wefit that could be derived from any
roprietary medicine and had no faith in
bem. There the matter rested until four
months ago, when reading so much about
what Dr. Ward's Blood and Nerve Pills
have done for so many people with im-
poverished blood, 1 concluded to give
them a trial. I have taken tour boxes and
mv unbelief so far as Dr. Ward's Blood
and Nerve Pills are concerned has been
entirely removed. They are a splendid
plood builder and strength restorer, and
an invaluable medicine for weak, ener-

vated people.  This has been my experi-
ence, they having given me strength of
body and strong healthy blood.
(Signed), PETER LAWRENCE WHYTE,
988 Queen St. West, Toronto, Ont,
All good druggists can supply you. If
they won't, we will by mail.  Price 50¢.
o box ; 5 boxes for $2.00, T DOCTOR
WARD COMPANY, Limited, Toronto, Onts

GOOD BOOKS FOR SALE,

we should be pleased to supply any of the
following books at prices given :  The Chris.
tian Father, price, 45 cents (cloth): The
Christian Mother (eloth), 35 cants ; Thoughts
on the Sacred Haart, by Arcchbishop Walsh
cloth), 49 cepts; wlie Baliaf (pupar),
5 ecents, cloth (strongly bound) 50 cents,
\ddress : Thos, Coffay, CATHOLIC RECORD
offica, London, Oatario

INDIAN MINSIONS

ARCHDIOGO OF §i BONIFACE
MAN.
ll HAS BECOME A NECESSITY TO
appeal to the generosity of Catholies
throughout Canada for the maintenance and
development of our Indian Mission, The re
sources formerly at oar command havein great
part failed us, and the necessity of a vigorous
policy imposes itself at the present moment,
owing to the good disgpositions of most ol the
pag ndinns and to the live competition we
have to meet on the part of the sects Per
sons heedinge this call may communicate with
the Archhishop of 8t, Bouiface or with the
mdersiened who has been specially charged
with the promotion of this work
Our Missions may be assisted tn the following
nanner
Y early subscriptions, ranging from £5 to
Legacies by testament (payable to the

ud hand, material
1

t by ftur
a month in

tion of

lothing should
AT
An r to Rev, C

hishop |
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PLUMBING WORK IN OPERATION
Unn be Seen at our Warerooms
DUNDAS STREET,

SMITH BROTHERS

Sanitary Plumbers and Heating
Engineers,
LONDON, - ONTARIO,
Jole Agenis [or Peerless Wator Heaters
Telephone 538,

ONTARIO MUTUAL LIFE
. £20,000,000

IN |

This Oompany holds it Be
serve on the Actuar
JIOK 4 por coent, Tab

Board of Directors:
ERT MELVI

ir Wilfrid La
G.0M.G., Premier

1ada

Kidd, B, A

A. Somerville
¥

/ME LARGEST ESTABLISHMENT MANUFACTURING

1 CHURCH BELLS £741%%

PURKST BELL METAL (COPPER AND TIN

Send for Price and Catalogue.

T R #eBEANE BELL KOUNDRY, BALTIMORE, MD
; : T M/L‘\:'v:"/‘.j"n‘r:;«'l"!nlg‘glliﬁigzﬁ )
i Y e TR

i PARSAWEST-TROY, . Y| 82 weThs

3'3’( { ) d—— WM wn AATAI ARIEADBIAEE FOF T

L CLARKE & SMITH,

i Undertakers and Embalmers

113 Dundas Street,
Open Night and Day.

Telephone 586,

ENGINEER CONNOR'S S8ON.

running always

of the bell that tells thelr going.

after the little lives are ended.

Jerry's wife.

around Antioch.

see No. 6 go by,

not know Jack Connor’s son,

his father’s engine go by,
He seldom went
and sticks of striped candy.

out

permitted to ‘‘ pull.”

that from his pappy.”

love for a locomotive.
used to say :

the cyars are coming.’

are coming, Jerry.' "

and speak to him :
‘“ Any news to-day, Jack ?"

would answer : or alse,
minutes late to day, sir.”
engines or wrecks,
to Jack.

helpful nature.

an arm gone,

just bayond the Tennessee River,

ficeman, brakemen, all but Jack
““Jump, Connor, for your life !”

fireman had

timbers began to erack :

sald :
““You forget I'm engineer.”

Auad there he stood until the crash

Came

Iy was not quite dead when the boys
found h.m, and all the time they were

working with him he was praying

CInar far life to et home, " thev heard

The Catarrh ClutcH

This Disgusting Malady is at the
Throat of 900 of every 1,000 of
our Country’s Population.

This Is Not Hearsay.

It is Borne Out by Carefully
Compiled

Statistics of Diseases Most Prevalent,
T Watched Careft i

Cocaine

) rmacy,
Baysi—

“After an examination made from samples pro-
ured

1 the open market, 1 declare that there is no
1 eparation of Dr

hing re

of the cure

1 form. We ask 1t

1 ng parties if at all sceptical:

BURKHARDT, PORTLAND

c=z0

WALD 150
N

it

S
n years, and was cured by Dr. Chase's Catarrth
C

ire

MR, J. PALMER, HAIR DRESSER, 673 QUEEN

STREET WEST, TORONTO, ild not sleep for
years on account of the m dropping into the
throat; cured by Dr. Chase's arth Cure.

MR, WHITCOMRBE,
BOOK ROOM, TORONTO
sured by one box of Dr. Chase's Catarrh Cure.

MRS, COWLE, 467 QUEEN STREET EAST,
TORONTO, thirteen years ago was attacked with
Hay Fever,
relief until she used Dr. Chase's Catarrth Cure.
anyone troubled with Catarrh calls en Mrs, Cowle
sbe will give ber endorsation as to hex gure.

F THE METHODIST

ed for two years;

Some lives there are that seem to
run in perpetual sunshine and roses.
Some are rounded to darker lines,
beeide the deeper
abysses of tragedy. Some there are
who live their three score and drop out
of existence, and the memory of them,
for good or ill, ceases with the tolling
And
there are some, short little lives, to be
sure, but so brim full of sweetness that
the sunchine of them lingers in the
hearts of those who knew them long

When Jack Connor was promoted to
the position of engineer on the Nash-
ville and Chattanooga road, which cuts
the State of Tennessee from north to
gouth, he moved his family into the
pretty little cottage standing side by
sside with crippled Jerry Crane's on the
hill just above the railroad track, in
the little village of Antioch. For the
engineer was from home most of the
time, and Jerry being a cripple, Jack
knew, would insure his own wife con-
giderable company and protection in

The houses stood side by side, and
bo:h doors opened towards the railroad.
The village, indeed, was built so—
straight down the rallroad, for the
train was about the biggest thing

Jack Connor's cottage stood on a hill,
80 near to the track that he could speak
to his wife from his engine when she
stood in the door, as she usually did, to

The trainmen were pretty well ac-
quainted with the Antioch people in
general, but there was not one among
them, from conductor down, who did

‘“Little Jack,” they called him ; and
the train never whistled for Antioch
but they would look out for the little
fellow hoisted on the wood piie (o see

farther than the
wood-pile : that was his mother’s order;
though the brakeman and the ‘‘ train
butcher ” would sometimes try to coax
him down to the platform with apples
But he
would thuke his yellow curls and throw
them a kigs as the long train pulled

Sometimes his mother would take
him down to epeak to his father, and
the little fellow would go almost wild
over the big engine and the glowing
furnace, the great bell clanging a
hasty good-bye, and the shrill whistls,
which more than once he had been

“‘Just naturally takes to the engine,”
the fireman would often say ; ‘‘gets

And Jack did seem to have a natural
Jerry Crang

*I can allus tell when the cyars are
coming —there's a slapbang of neigh-
bor Connor’s door, a click of the gate,
and in a minute a little yellow head
top of a big pile of woed ; and when I
gee it I allus say to my wife, ‘Mary,
And she looks
out, not at the railroad track, but at
the wood pile, and says she, ‘ Yes, they

Sometimes a neighbor would pass

‘¢ Father's abroad to day, sir,” he
“There's a
bridge down between here and Chat
tanoga, sir,” or, ‘*“ No. 6 will be fifteen

He always had something to tell, and
it was mostly of the train or the track,
Anything that
concerned the railroad was interesting

He had his father's head, the train-
men gaid, but the neighbors declared
he had his mother's sunny, hopeful,

But one day trouble came to her door.
I'ngineer Connor was brought home in
a caboose, with both legs mashed and
while his engine lay
in a ruined heap under a broken bridge

Every man had jumped but him—

the
callad to him when the
and the man
had laid his hand upon the throttie and

ause
tion if |
traveled to eternity.

Heys, of

Chase's

ET, TORONTO, suffered from Catarrh for

Never knew what it was to have ln{'

bim whisper. ‘' Just long enough to
get home and dle with my wife and
boy.lt

His prayer was granted ; he reached
home and the two he loved best on
God's earth. Just before he died he
reached for his pocketbook under his
pillow and handed it to his wife.

‘1t is all I've got, Annie,” he said.
I wish it was more, wife,”

Then he laid his hand on the little
head with its crown of yellow curls
pressing his pillow. He seemed to
forget the boy was only a baby.

‘“Jack,” he said, ‘‘I leave your
mother to you. Take care of her, my
man,"”

Then his mind seemed to wander ;
he was on the engine one moment,
the next with his family again.

‘“The company will do something
for you by and by, Jack,” he said,
‘‘and always remember—don't forget
it, Jack—that any man in time of dan-
ger may desert—any man but the en-
gineer. He must stick—stick—stick
—to his post, Jack.”

The haund on the boy's head grew
heavy ; the little fellow choked back
his sobs and laid one hand tenderly on
his father’s brow. The dying engineer
opened his eyes and smiled.

“ Stick to the engine and stand by
your mother, Jack,” he whispered.
The hand on the boy's head grew cold,
and when they lifted it and laid it
back upon the dead man's breast Jack
turned to his mother.

There was no childish outburst of
grief; only an awakening, as it
seemed, of the young manhood in him
as he opened his arms.

‘“Here I am, mother,” he said, and
she understood.

It was then Jack’s life began in
earnest. The pet name of *‘‘Baby
Jack " no longer trembled upon his
mother’s lips.  She called him instead

Loaw 1M fw alon bewno
boy,” or olse 'twas

““Mother's man.” Sois the heart wont
to clothe with strength that which it
leans upon. She trusted him entirely,
and his quick mind recognized it.

The prohibition no longer confined
him to the woodpile, but every morn-
ing when the whistle sounded, the cot
tage door would open, the gate click,
and a pair of bright stockings flash for
» moment in the sunlight as a pair of
nimble legs went hurrying down to the
piatform.

W ann
oLy BOL,

““Pies! ples! fresh ples and
cakes !”
He had turned peddler. Such a

tiny, industrious little peddler as he
was, too; and with so many rough-
bearded, warm-hearted friends among
the train men, Jack's business was
bound to flourish.

One day the red stockings went
dancing down to the platform with un
usual speed ; so fast, indeed, that the
mother, who was following, had scarce
ly reached the platform when No.
pulled up, and Engineer Robinson
dropped from the engine and caught
the boy in his arms and tossed him up
to the fireman.

¢ Catch the little engineer, Sam,’" he
shouted, ‘‘ I've promised to let him run
No. 6 to day.”

‘ Mother, mother !
me a whole day ?”

She smiled and nodded.

“I'Il come back at 5:10"—the
wheels began to turn—*‘ and the wood
is in, mother,”—the train was moving
—*‘*and the kindling "—the rattle of
the cars drowned his voice ‘‘ box fall "
—how the steam roared! Not one
word of what he was saying could
reach her now, but he talked on, and
when the steam ceased to roar, and the
train glided smoothly out, he leaned
from the window. *“ Good-bye,
mother. "

She heard and waved her hand.
And then Engineer Robinson pulled
him back to look at some roasted chest-
nuts the ‘* train butcher ” had sent up
for him,

It was a marvelous ride to the boy,
who never ceased to wonder at the proud
old engine and its magnificent
strength, DBut for all the pleasure and
freedom, there was a shadow all day
on the boyish face, which neither the
good things nor the wonderful stories
which Engineer Robinson brought to
his entertainment could quite dispel.
He would climb up to the engineer’s
velvat cushion and lean his elbow on
the window-sill, and dropping his
cheek into his hand, fall to dreaming
while he watched the clouds on the
trees flitting by.

Oace the train stopped to wait for a
delayed freight, and the engineer
spoke to the boy, sitting silent at the

window

Can you spare

“ Hello, Jack !"” he said. ‘‘You're
not asleep, are you? An engineer
can't sleep, sir; remember that.

Whatever other folks may do, he's got
to keep his eyes open.”

Jack's eyes filled as he looked at his
old friend,

‘“Yas, sir,” he said,
whit father used to say.”

Engineer Robinson turned to lock
out at the other window, down the
track —the straight, treacherous track
along which poor Jack Connor had

‘‘ that's just

Young Jack talked on, softly but
distinctly :  ** And father said, the
night they brought him home, sir, he
sald : ‘Every man may jump but the
engineer—the engineer must stick to
the engine.’ And he said, father sald,
away off it seemed to me, hke youtotry
to speak when the steam's a sizzing,
sir ; he sald : *Stick to the engine and
stand by your mother, Jack.” AndI've
been a-thinking, Mr. Robinson,"—the
engineer leaned farther out, and the
gleeve of his blue overalls brushed his
face, while Jack talked on,—'‘I've
been a thinking all day as maybe I
ought not to have left her by herself a
wholeday.”

‘The engineer answered, without
turning his head :

% Oh, she's all right, Jack ; she's
safe.”

“ But you know what father said,
¢ Stand by your mother, Jack,' and
here I am away off on your engine,
sir.”

The delayed freight rattled by
twenty minutes late ; the fireman threw
in some coal, the steam began to puff,
aud No. G sped on its way.

The wind, could it have spoken,
must have carried strange stories of
what it saw and heard in its passage
through the engine box that day;
gtrange stories of rough forms and
gentle hearts, gruff voices and tender
words, bearded chin and childish cheek
pressed together in sympathy and love.

No. G drew up on time at Autioch,
5:10. Adoor flew open as the whistle
sounded four times, as if it sald,
‘¢ Here I am, mother.”

A little form was lowered from the
engine and went flying through the
mist and fog towards the lighted door:
way. Asthe train pulled out Eongin-
eer Robinson leaned from his window.

¢Here I am, mother,” the joyful
greeting rang out, and the engineer
saw Jack go straight into the arms
opened to receive him.

“‘Hare I am, mother,"—that be-
came a very familiar cry among the
nearest neighbors ; and more than one
eye filled up and ran over as little
Jack Connor's voice, thrilling and
hopeful, rang out on the frosty air of a
winter’s morning.

One evening he was late returning
from an errand upon which his mother
had sent him, The clouds were heavy,
as it they might hold snow.

Mrs. Connor knew that Jack would
be cold and tired when he returned, o
she took his basket and went out to the
wood pile.

“I'll gather the chips,” she said,
“ and save him that much work.”

Bat sho had cearcaly hagnn her task
when Jack came panting up the hill.

*“ Why, mother,” he called, “didn't
you know 1 was coming ?"

He expected her to lean upon him ;
as he grew older the feeling grew, and
he was always disappointed if she fatled
to do so.

O :e morning she went out to her
milking and a strange dog met her and
sprang upon her. Scarcely knowing
what she did, she threw the milking
pail at bim, and screamed for Jack.

He came with a bound, seizing a
club as he passed the wood pile.

“I'm coming, mother.” Old Peter
Gilass, passing near, heard Jack's ery
and raen down to see what was the mat
ter. There he stood between his
mother and the mad beast, flourishing
his club and bidding the dog begone.

Peter relieved the loyal little feliow
by killing the dog, which he after-
wards declared to his wife was raving
mad

‘“ But mad or not,” he added, ‘‘it
wouldn’t a hindered that boy's pitch-
ing right in to a fight for his mammy.
It always brings the tears to my eyes,
somehow, when I come in contact with
that manful little chap of Jack Con-
nor's.”

Peter Glass was not only the one whose
heart softened for Jack Connor's son.
Aye, many an eye wept and many a
heart bled for him when the little fel
low ceased to appear ou the hill above
the railroad track.

1t was June, glad, sunshiny June,
when Jack's mother went one morn-
ing to call on a sick friend, an old
neighbor, at the station just above
Antioch.

Jack thought he had never seen so
fair a day—the sun shone, the birds
sang, and the flowers were every-
where.

‘“You can come to meet me at 12
o'clock, Jack,” his mother said, as she
kissed his cheek. ‘‘I'll besure to come
on that train unless something hap-
pens.

“I'll be here, mother,” said Jack,
‘“to every train until you come.”

The sun still shone when the train
came in at noon. Jack thought the
whistle sounded mournful, somehow.
And the engine ‘‘slowed up " sooner
than usual, so that the train came in
‘“glow and solemn like."”

And the telegraph operator had laid
his hand in a very gentle way on the
boy's head as he hurried past him. And
Engineer Robinson never once looked
out to speak tohim. The fireman, too,
turned his face the other way and was
busy with his ghovel. The brakeman
leaned on his brake and never lifted
his eyes as the cars pulled up. Jack
thought it all very strange.

‘‘ Here I am, mother.”

The conductor cleared his throat
when the well known welcome rang
through the train. Passengers turned
from the windows and put their hand
kerchiefs to their eyes, as if the sight
of an eager little face aglow with ex-
pectation and delight were painful to
them.

‘‘Here I am, mother.” He was
scanning every face eagerly, longing-
ly, when the conductor stepped out.

‘“Jack,” he said, ‘‘she isn't
aboard.”

A shadow flitted across the bright
countenance. The conductor took the
boy's haund in his and held it close.

“ Jack, my boy,” he said, ‘‘you
must be a man., Your mother has not
come—will not come, Jack. Your
mother is dead, my son.”

And the sun still shone, but not for
Jack,

He never knew the terrible story,
how in stepping from the train her
foot slipped and she fell beneath the
wheels which passed over her body.
He never knew—for from that day he
never knew anything, except that she
never came back to him.

Day after day when the whistle
sounded a little figure was seen to
climb the wood-pile—Jerry Crane's
wood-pile now — to watch for his

mother.

¢« Here 1 am, mother,” the shrill
clear volce would ring out. And
when the train had passed on some one
would explain : ** It's poor Jack Con-
por come 1o meet his mother.” They
grew accustomed to seeing him there
as the days drifted into years.
* Every train until you come back,"
he had said and day or night, winter
or summer, the trainmen would see the
cottage door open, and knew it was
Jack waiting for his mother.

One day they missed him ; he was ill,
raving with fever, Jerry Crane's wife
bent over his pillow ; the poor little life
was going. t 10 o'clock he opened
his eyes.

¢ Ig No. G in yet ?" he asked.

¢ Not yet, Jack," they told him.

He smiled and closed his eyes again.

' She'll be here on that train,” he
said, **I muet go down to meet her
when No. 6 comes in.”

At 11 he started and sat up in bed.
¢ Ts she in yet ?" he asked. ‘‘Is No.
6in?"

' Not yet, Jack, dear,” they told
him, and he dropped back among his
pillowe, where he lay for an hour talk
ing first to the engine, then to Engin-
eer Robinson. Then his mind wand-
ered to his father and the night he
died.

¢+ 3tick to your engine and stand by
your mother, Jack,'” they heard him
whisper.

At midnight a whistle sounded sharp
and Jack raised himself in bed and
gave a cry of joy: ‘‘She’s in !" he
shouted. * No. ¢ is in. Herel am,
mother !"”

The train pulled up and stopped. It
was only a freight stopping for water-
but that was nothing to Jack. A emile
flitted across his face. ‘‘She's come,”’
he said with a look of unutterable peace
held out his arms and went to meet her.

The nextday old Ingineer Robinson
swung himself clear of his engine and
went down the platform to speak to the
agent. When he climbed back to his
geat in the engine window, he drew
his sleeve across his eyes and told the
fireman tbat little Jack Connor had
gone to meet his mother, — Wil Allen
Drumgoole in McClure’s.

FIVE . MINUTES' SERMON.

First Sunday After Easter.

THE SACRAMENT OF PENANCE,
“ Whose sins you shall forgive, they are for
given them, and whose 8ing you shall retain,
they are retained.”(John 20, 23)

Receive ye the Holy Ghost,” thus
speaks our Lord in the gospel of to-day:
' whose sins you sball forgive, they
are iorgiven them, and whose sins yon
shall retain, they are retained.”
Sublime, memorable words, by which
ouar Lord has instituted the infinitely
consoling sacrament of forgiving sins !
That power which belongs to God alone,
viz. : to forgive the sins of the penit-
ent and to retain those of the impenit-
ent, He has given to the apostles and
their successors in the priesthood. To
day, our Saviour solemnly gives to the
apostles this power, this commission,
this command. But has He also given
them the gift of omniscience, to search
the heart, to distinguish between the
penitent and the impenitent ? No, He
has not, but He has made it the duty
of the sinner to open his heart to the
priest by a sincere confession of his
guilt, to lay open his conscience by an
humble and entire accusation of his
sins, in order that the representative
of God can judge whether tov remii or
retain, Hence, we read in the acts of
the apostles that even at the time of
the apostle St. Paul many of them that
belleved, came to him confessing and
declaring their sins. (Acts. 19, 15)
Already, the Apostle St. James invites
the first Christians to confess in these
words : ‘‘ Confess, therefore, your sins
one to another.” (James D, 16 ) There-
fore also does the apostle St. John give
us the consoling assurance: ‘‘If we
confess our sins, He (God) is faithful
and just, to forgive us our sins, and to
cleanse us from all iniquity.’( I John
1, 9.) Hence, all the fathers of the
Church speak of the confession of sins
to the priest and call it the only star of
hope, the only plank of eafety from the
shipwreck of sin. KEcclesiastical his-
tory relates that confession was in use
from the primitive times and that all
gects who separated themselves from
the Church before the fifteenth century,
retained confession

Against these facts, how singular
and foolish are not the accusations of
those Who maintain that confession is
an invention of the priest, a fraud of
the bishops, and popes. Good God, if
this wers true, alas! for us poor Cath-
olics ! How shamefully would we have
been deluded in an affair so vastly im-
portant ! Let us, however, consult
sound reason and ask: What could
have induced those priests to invent
confession ?  Could it have been to ac-
quire money ? In that case, I would
be a very wealthy man ; for I have
heard many thousand confessions, but
in payment have never received a
penny. (It is true there are some
ignorant men who preach that the
Catholics are obliged to pay for con-
fession, but these men belong to so
ignorant a class that thelr more intel-
ligent confreres ignore them, and deny
that their churches put forth such an
accusation. Should any one, however,
have the slightest suspicion of such a
fact, he can easily convince himself of
the contrary by going to confession
and asking the required price for the
remission of his sins, If he fears the
enormous amount to be paid, he might
for the first time leave out the grievous
sins and mention only the lesser of-
fences. By way of parenthesis, how-
ever, I wish to mention that lying, de-
traction, calumny and heresy are, ac-
cording to the teaching of St. Paul,
considered very grievous matter in the
Catholic Church.)

As there never were and never will
be any charges tor the forgiveness of

sin, the invention of confessio,
not have been a question of
But, perhaps, there is a certain ple
ure connected with hearing cout‘esﬂo“;
If you think so, my dear frieng gon,
a church and examine the coutesn'lon.:o
What pleasure can there be to it iy |
close box for hours, yea, half gy 4
shivering in winter and swelu-rlngyis'
summer. However, this is nothing 1“
comparison with the fact that the ¢ n
fessor's mind is continually straim‘d?-
hear the confession, to mark the (l‘ml:
sions for which he must ask, t, dxs'
tinguish in each case, to give sniu["'
admonition, advice, preventativeg 1y
fact to make himself, before (ioq : “,n,
sponsible for the penitent. 'I‘hm,u'mm
ters are 8o burdensome and go wrlous‘
as to surpass the concepiion of tpe
penitent. I shall say nothing of the
inhaling of the bad breaths of the gjf.
ferent penitents, nothing of the strajy.
ing of the ear in hearing, the fatigyg
of whispering for hours. Indeed, it
would take volumes to describe 'lhe
material hardships of the confessiong)
alone, and yet these are as nothing
compared with the epiritual burdep
which devolves on the confessor, Cop.
sider, vow, the priest at the sick beq
The penitent may have umhgnan'z
fever, cholera, or any of the innumer.
able contagious diseases, He cannot
like the physician, judge the case from
appearances or effects, and give aq-
vice to the attendants, but must be at
the bed-side of the penitent, sit there
until the confession perhaps of many
years is finished, inhale his breath
even at the risk of dying of this con.
tagious disease. Is it possible that
this can be a pleasure ?—for this gratf.
fication priests should have invented
confession 7 Ah my dear friends, conld
you believe such an absurdity, yoy
would indeed be fit subject i
gane asylum,

n could
money,

tor an in-

Let us, however, for arguments
gake, admit that at one timns all the
pl'l(‘:-‘h‘ 1081 theélr Ccommon sei wad tor
the sake of pleasure iwmp i on

themselves this terrible bu )
destroys the health and the life
confessor, do you not think tl would
at least have had suffizient

cuse themselves from goingt !
gion ? How foolish they did not doso!
I'or there are no exception
priest, every Bishop and even the Pope
must confess.

But, now, the main point, beloved
Christlans. Two agents are required
for an imposition, an imposter who
commits the deed and a dupe who par-
mits himself to be imposed upon. Is
it possible that all Christians should
have submitted to this imposition with-
cut offering the least resistance ? Sup-
pose an edict were issued that auricu-
lar confession were abolished, and that
hereafter public confession were obli-
gatory ; would you meekly submit to
such a precept? And now imagine
that centuries ago a Pope arose and
decreed : ‘‘ Heretofore it was neces
sary to confess your sins to God aloue,
in future, however, you will be obliged
to confess your sins to a priest, enter-
ing Into detalls, without which there
will be no forgiveness.” What would
not all Christians have answered to
such a demand? Would not old and
young have exclaimed in a rage: That
we will never do; rather than submit to
such an unheard-of innovation we will
renounce the faith, But examine the
pages of history and seek the name of
this Pope or when so universalan
apostagy occurred on acconnt of the in-
vention of auricular confession: you
will find no trace of either, but you
will find that in every century, even
in the time of the apostles, Christians
have confessed and have done 50 with-
out the least murmur or objection.

Hence we may justly say, according
to a Catholic proverb: Either confess
or burn ! go to the confessional or to
hell ! to the priest or to the devil!
Undoubtedly, confession is painful for
a proud sinner, but there is a pain far
greater : namely, that of burning for-
ever in hell. There is no other way.
Amen
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LOOK OUT FOR THE READING.

Two farm lads in jail at Watertown,
N. Y., confessed that they attempted
to hold up and rob a lady in her oWl
home on Dry Hill. They gave as the
reason for beginning a life of crimé
that they had been persistent readers
of dime novels anfl had become s0en-
amored of the wasked heroes 1o vlnﬁ
vile sensatioual ciories that, securing
masks and pistols, they started out 0
win fame and fortune, Parents cab-
not be too careful what their children
read, The companionship found in
thair boo and papers hag a more per-
gistent influence on them than that
which they meet in flesh and blood on
the streets. Let us watch the door
into the inrer sanctuary of our chil:
dren’s minds and hearts, This 18 000
of the cases where the positive treat
ment is much more effective than the
negative. Bright, cheery, wholesome
papers, full of pictures and healthy
lite, and good books, are better de-
fenses against bad literature than any
amount of ‘* don'ts.”"—Dr. Imlq?

p—

April Showers ;
Wash awsy {he filth and waste that have 4¢
cumulated during winter. .

In like mannergllond’s Sargaparilla ﬁxw:‘];
from the blood impurities that have N‘*‘“h“
posited during the season when there o
been but little perspiration and pn_rhupﬁd‘;:ir
stant confinement in impure and vitiate "'
It is a boon to tired mothers, Immeke}r‘wﬁu‘]:
teachers and others wh) spend their imé
doors. ; italitys

It gives the blood richness and vi dl A
fitting it to nourish and strengthen .07
nerves, muscles and all the great “mwnn
the body. It cures all spring humors
banishes that tired feeling. puy for

It is the best medicine money can Du¥ o
all diseases caused by impure of 'lmnit 10+
ilshed blood. You should begin taking

ay.

———efpe & ‘I
Mother Graves' Worm _Exterminafor
pleasant to take ; sure and effactual in ('llh

stroying worms, Many have tried it W1
best results,
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PArt 1, —CONTINUED,

did specimen of painting
g“ﬁ :s::ms lnp the little church of
Fowlls Easter, near Dandee, which
will serve a8 an illustration of this. It
consists of & geries of pictuies painted
on the screen which separates the nave

from the SADCLUALY. They represent g

cifixion with attendant figures, !
;22:3?;5 of the apostles, and other sub- \
jocts. The style of the work indicates |
"the middle of the fifteenth century as |
the date of its execution. There is
ood reason for supposing th'nt the
whole surface of the walls of this little
church bore gimilar decorations, but
that they were effaced at the Reforma
tion by the tearing down of the wall
laster. 'The panels of the screen were
coated thickly with whitewash at the
same period, and to this fact the preser-
vation of the pictures is due. They
were discovered about the middle of the
present century. The artist is con-
iactured to have belonged to_ the Flem-
ish school. The presence of paintings
of such superior excellence in a little
village church testifies to the high
gtate of culture in Scotland in the age
which produced them.

Another instance of the appreciation
of the painter’s art is seen in the em-
ployment for three years of a foreign
painter, Andrew Bairhum, by Abbot
Reid of Kinloss, for the decom.llon of
his abbey church. Traces of these
{rescoes of the sixteenth century may
still be descried amid the rulns of Kin
loss. The faint remains of mural
paintings under the chancel arch and
on the wall of a chapel at Pluscardyn
Priory, near Elgin, which seem to have
been executed at about the same
perlod, may algo be mentioned as a
passing illustration of the same sub

ject.
Jec‘]ames 1V. laviehed his means on the
decoration of his royal palaces and of
the Chapel Royal at Stirling in a way
which led to the imitation of his nobles,
in his own and the following reigns
His son, James V., inheritcd these
artistic tastes. His palace at Stirling
became a marvel of art for that period,
and ranked as one of the wonders of
the kingdom.
Allusions has been already made to
the diligence of monks in writing and
{llumipating manuecripts. The mere
mention will suggest the conclusion
that the country was entirely indebted
to the Church for such books as were to
be found in those early ages The
Sacred Scriptures, the writings of the
Fathers, and even the classic poets and
historians, were copied and recopied
with painstaking labor by those mqe
fatigable workers. Monks and clerics
were for many ages the only scribes,
and have been at all times almost the
only writers who possessed the patience
pecessary for transcription But the
Church was to do more for Scotland
than cause manuscripts to be written
for such as chose to acquire them. The
inestimable treasure of the printing
press may be attributed to her influ
ence also. Under the patronage of
Bishop Elphinstone of Aberdeen,
Walter Chepman established the first
press at Edinburgh about 1509, and
almost tha first work —if not the very
first—executed by it was the * Brevi
ary of Aberdeen,” which that prelate
had just compiled
This portion of our subject ma_\'.hu
fittingly concluded with a quotation
from a Senttish historian, which sums
up in a few words what has been set
torth in some detail. ‘‘The church
men of those remote times, "says Tytler,
and he is speaking of the middle ages,
“did not only monopolize all the
learning which then existed ; they
were the great masters in the necessary
and ornamental arts ; not only the his-
torians and the poets, but the painters,
the sculptors, the mechanics, and even

.
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the jewellers, goldsmiths, and lapidar
ies of the times.

From their profici-

ency in mathematical and mechanical
philosophy they were in an especial
manner the architects of the age ; and

the royal and baronial castles, with

the cathedrals, monasteries and con-

ventual houses throughout Scotland,
were principally the work of ecclesias
tics.”

It wou'd be leaving the subject in

complete to omit all mention of the
way in which the Church had benefited
the nation at large in the early cen-
turies by cherishing and promoting

the less ornamental, but no less valu
able, arts of agriculture and garden

ing, mining, salt-making, and the like,
together with the impetus she gave tc

commerce and navigation.
period when laymen might at any mo
ment ha ealled to war, the clergy

At s

especially the monks— were practicall
the only tillers of the goil, since the}

alone could count with any degree o
cortainty on escaping the harrying
and wasting of lands by the invader
sheltered as they were under th
Church's protection. The vast posses
slons which had accrued to the monas
teries during centuries of benefaction
were administered in a way which e3
cites the admiration of even Protes
ant historians. They repaid the libe
ality of their benefactors ‘‘ by becon
ing,” as Tytler says, *‘ the great agr
culturel improvers of the country.
In later ages they became landlords b
the leasing out of portions of the
property, and their own good examp
in the scientific management of the
farms and estates was a practical 18ssc
to their tenants. The historian quott
above tells us that in the fourteen
century, while the diet of the upp
classes consisted of wheaten brea
beef, mutton, bacon, venison &
game of all descriptions, aud that

the greatest profusion,the lower orde!




