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SOLITARY ISLAND.

A STORY OF THE ST, LAWRENCE,

By John Talbot Smith, author of *Brother
Azarias,” “ A Woman of Culture,” His
Honor the Mayor,” “Saranac,” ete.

CHAPTER XXIIL—CoNriNveD,

«1ard fortune, my prince,”’ she replied
with a bitter sob. He was troubled no
more with these longings. Darbara Jdid
not, however, give up her pleasant deal-
ings with the Count. She eujoyed a petty
revenge upon him by allowing him to
continue his lectures on the glories of the
Russian court, and in return described to
bim imaginary scenes with Florian in
which the lafter, for patriotic motives,
ntterly refused to leave America. It did
not take the shrewd Iuesian long to dis-
cover that she was playing with him.
Was he always to be the sport of this
woman and the politician?

“You are a clever inventor,” he said
one evening, * and 1 see that you have
digcovered me. You are bound to remain
in politics, Yankee politics, when it lies
in your power to erjoy the refined pleas-
ures of a civilized court. There is no ac-
counting for tastes.”

«Jg I,orian any the less a prince in
America’? , asked. *“ According to
your doctrines his blood is as blue and
his title as good as any in Earope. With
that I am satisfied.”

“ Always Ylorian,” he gaid, unable to
hide his fiery jealousy. “If you should
lose this manly paragon, what then?”’

“1f1" And she laughed in her exasper-
ating way.

“ Yon are playing with fire, desr lady.
You do not know me, I have not given
you up. I never will. I can destroy him
in a breath, and if you do not take care I
witr destroy him, My mother’s prayers
have kept me from nothing go far, and 1
do not suppose they are yet more power-
fal.’

“You are charming, Couni, when you
talk and look like that. How many times
Lave you made the pame protestations?”’

“ Believe me, never before, Barbara,
Barbara, you are—""'

“There, there, Count do not be unfair.
I know all that you would tell me and
sincerely believe it. Let us talk of some-
thing—well, interesting.”

He ground his teeth in silence and
asked himeelf how much longer he would
be the gcorn of this butterfly.

“If the door opened now to admit your
Florian—"

« Always Florian,” she interrupted re-
proachfully.

«n what a position you would be after
his commands to you concerning my
vigits

“ Bat he will not open the door, and if
he did you wounld not be found here.
The window, these curtaing, your honor
—what a number of heppy circumstances
I trost to!”

«pghav! what is the matter with me?
I have never allowed mjssif to be led by

a gtring so with any woman. And my
hand holding the winning card! One

word and lorian would look on you with
Lorror. What is the matter with me
that 1 do not utter it ?”’

«The matter with you, Count,” said
ghe, looking at her watch to hide a faint
apprehension, *is that you have stayed
too lonz.  Now take yourself ofl while the
door ig open to you, or you may have to
go by the w indow.”

«(Ope word, one little word,” said the
Count, half to himself, “and yon are as-
gured to me. 1 swear my belief that
Florian would never wish to see your face
again.”

“

1 will not go,”

f she eaid, rising,
with a trembling voice, “I

must leave

you. You have always treated me with
}H'Hl!r “

“ And I am bound go to treat yon al-
ways,"” exclaimed, at once jumping to
8 1 ‘ ' ‘l“ ' 0“‘..,.\ inramised
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Florian was staggered out of his stoical
calm by this plausible explanation, and
looked at the éount inquiringly.

“Itis true)’ said the latter proudly,
“and if you will come with me I.can
ghow you the trath of what Madame is
pleased to assert of me.”

“1 will go,” said Florian in a voice
which made ber heart quake.

“ Remember, sir, that the truth will
bring a heavy penalty on your head.”

“ Yon must not go to-night, Florian,”
she sobbed—* oh! not to-night, my dear-
est. Wait until you are recollected. Ap-
pearances are against you and me, and
this man is your sworn enemy.”

He flung ber off almost rudely.

“Yon are under suspicion also,” he
gaid in that same awful voice, the voice
of enppressed rage or fear. “Be silent
until 1 come again. Not aword!”

She fell back among her cushions as
the door closed on the two meu and their
footsteps died gradually away. The two
rivals in the aflections of Barbara lost no
time in reaching the luxurious quarters
of the Count. Fach raged with sincere
hatred of the other, and each was suffic
iently destitute of principle to use any
means to compass the other’s destraction.
The successful rival saw his success
smirched and befouled by his jealoue op-
ponent. The Count could not forgive the
deception practiced on him, and, thor-
onghly unscrupnlons, had little pity for
the deceiver. With courage and bitter-
nees they sat down to their weighty con-
versation. The Count having the advant-
age, could afford to be slow and sarcastic,

“An odd change this,” he said, *for us
who were friends.”

“Spare your sentiment,” Florian re-
plied, “and come to the point. And let
us nunderstand each other. Yon said I
was in your power, and you used that as-
gertion to intrnde yourself on my pro-
mised wife. I do not think the first true,
and the second merits a punishment
which you sball certainly receive—on
conditions.”

“A capital phrase — on conditions,”
gneered the Count. “There are many
conditions, then, why I shall never re-
ceive the merited punishment. First of

i 1 never

all, Madame M n is clever,
made use of any threats toinduce her to
receive me, She has permitted my visits,
gecretly, of course, since you forbade her
the pleasure of my company. Atmy in-
stigation she urged you to make an at-
tempt to regain the title vou lately sold.
She does not care for me as she does for
you, I know. You out of the way, I fore-
gee what would happen. Of course L have
left no means untried to put you ont of
the way. This interview is one of them.
It is my trump carl.”

He looked into I'lorian’s set face with
the old, gay, devilish look that the great
man had often admired. There was any-
thing but admiration in his soul then.
Even the Count awed a little under the
intense purpose expressed in his frown-
ing face.

“ Your father is dead,” he said sudden-
ly. “Iknow THAT, you see, and also who
did it, Have you never suspected 2"’

“Your spy,”’ said Florian, with a shud-
der and a groan.

“le sent the bullet,”" the Count said,
“obeying in that another's will. Bat
there were circamstances, remote and
proximate, which led to the crime, 1
mean, have you never suspected 1me?”’

“Jg that the secret of your power?”
asked Florian, shading his face for an in-
stant to hide its contortions of pain and
horror. His voice was very low and gnav-
ering, almost pitiful. From that moment
until the Count had finished gpeaking he
uttered not a word.

“ Ah! youdosugpect it,” said the Count
wickedly, “and you see 1 do not epare
you. But you not gone into the
secret so deeply You and I, my
Florian, are a dangerons and bad pair.
vers of your father and n mother
only ma s worse, and i ncky
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I fear. You might for yo nbition
has always been strong enough to blind
Pardon me for

you to understand
man 1 have never
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money exposed your father to danger, g0
vour desire for this woman destroyed him.
You remember that day which revealed
to me your love for Barbara Merrion—a
selfish, cruel love, doing no honor even to
her. How youtriumphed over me! You
sent me home mad ! I shall never forget
that day on which I sealed my own dam-
nation, if there be damnation, because of

on! The spy had found your father !
What shall I do with him ? he asked ; and
1 said, Kill him!”

There was still no need to look at ¥lor-
ian, now plunged into the depths of shame
and agony. le uttered no moan even !
Oatside there was & roll of carriage
wheels, and presently the servant was
knocking at the door with Paul’s card.
The Count read it, and upon second
thought declined tosee the gentleman, but
the poet was already in the room making
his apologies. One look at Florian con-
vineed him that he had come too late.

“There ig no need for me to say any-
thing, Count,” he explained, “ since I see
you hava done the mischief 1 wished to
prevent.”’

I'he Russian smiled, although he too
was pale from emotion and trinmph. e
rejoiced in his success, in the humiliation
of his rival, in the joy of once more pos-
sessing Barbara, even if it had been ac-
complighed through a dreadful crime.
Low as Florian was, he was yet a degree
lower. lle whispered his last accusing
words in the great man’s ear with some-
thing a langh.

“The bullet of Nicholas slew your
father, and I parmitted it;but ynu—you—"
he broke off abruptly and turned to Panl,
his hateful feelings almost bursting from
his worn, evil face, his finger pointed at
Florian.

“Behold the murderer of his father!”
he cried.

Florian rose and his face came into the
light. A dumb animal would have pitied
its woe, and the poet gave a cry of anger
and sorrow which the politician did not
hear. 1la bowed mechanically to the two
and walked out gravely and steadily as a
man proudly going to execution.

“1f | were his friend, sir,” the poet said
in hig simple, truthful way, “or had the
slizhtest claim upon him, I would feel
happy in the rigit to punish you for wiiab
you have done.”

“Mr. Rossiter,” replied the Russian
courteonsly, “1 would be sorry if you
had a claim. He deserves no pity. It
will do him good, the knowledge which
he has of himself. You will excuse me.”

He offered his hand, which the poet did
not take, and the look which he cast at
the shapely member, as if he saw its
bloody stain, brought an instant's flush
to the brazan cheek. Paul went ont to his
carriage, and as he entered it he heard
the gay voice of Viadimir humminga joy-
ous tuns.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE HIDDEN LIFE
Rossiter’s presence in the Count’s cham-
bers was the result of an hysteric appeal
f-om Barbara, who fled to him in despair
the moment the door closed on her angry
lovers. It took some time to get the
necessary explanations from her, and then
Rossiter was only too eager to find the
two rivals, before either conld domischief
to the other. Ilis failure did not at first
sight threaten serious consequences, until
he had time to reflact on the details of
tte painful scene. He had never seen
any human beingsn affected by horror as
Florian had been. Hegrew apprehensive
over it, and on his return, after dismiss-
ing the now quieted Barbara, communi-
cated his apprehensions to Frances.
“1 am troubled for his sake as well as
" he said, and the kindly words
a smile to her lips. “He has
hieard what I threat 1 to tell him, from
) very gentle lips, 1 he locked when
» left us as if his heart had been croelly
¢, T do not know if the truth will
» him ill or bring him to }
! vab 1A & ¥ A

eness.

goard
ur gake and his father’s
danger is passed.

n The poet
ily haunted by

Florian's despai
“That time " said he
hi / rply. If it
remsa it may
on him. But his

(Tt

{1 é 1 1
1 { A
\
W X\ o1 ra
wer ), or at [y r i1 fore
W 3 i . raid hig
. 1 £
I 1d m the title
1 Phe each of us
( the son’s disady 2, do

was of little use for Viadimir t
his mocking eyes on the averied

face to face with

n,
g0 long stood at

horrid featares in his

“Well, von begin to comprehend, my
Tiorian; you begii o i T
gonl in this mirror
false to a gon’s in

TCUURIL LY

of mine.

VOl UWi

You were

ambition: you were ¢ lover's in-
stincts because of your passion. What
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The news of M Merrion's departure
in the role of countess, after exciting the
usual wonder of the town, settled out of
sight. It did not reflect on I'iorian, whose
broken engagement to the widow was not
known; and still it would have mattered
little to him, under present circumstances,
if that disgrace had been flung npon him.,
ie was not to be found in his office or in
his boarding-house, but, with his usnal
careful foresight, he had lefs written in-

the bullet of the assassin when a little
honesty and patience would have saved
him. How could u suppose 1, the
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lorian’s motives for suddenly dis-
gone to the island?
g 1therein the dreary
17 If he were repentant-
“There, that will do,”’ said the post;
“that's not a sensible thought, and T don't
know as I've had any sensible thoughts
about this whole motter. 1think I'll
to the unexpected for a change.”
“What can we do?" was Frances’ daily
cry. g
“1 can go to Clayburgh,” he said, al-
moest with a blush, “I have a silly 1dea
that perhape a great misfortune has made
him penitent, and he has gone to do pen-
ance over his father's grave.”

“That is it,” said Frances eagerly, “1

daily for information. That
give it fri

rhter
Ler

nlv the

poet cudy
ue to |

knew it would come tothat. Mercy is not
beyond him, Paul. Oh! go, like his good
angel.

1 feel it is & nonsensical thing to do,”
gaid he, “but 1 suppose it must be done.
And if I find him, and everything should
be favorable, what could we say to him
about—well, your mother and father, for
instance?"”

He examined the paper on the wall at-
tentively, while she looked at him with a
puzzled face.
“If he is safe,
swered simply.
“Well, let it go,"" said Paul, smiling.
“11s doesn't care very much for any of us,
I fear, much as we are interested in him.

that is enough,’’ she an-

And, Frank, as long as you live let no one
know that I made myselfsuch a goose for
your sake and his father’s.

Rossiter slipped into Clayburgh without
exciting attention, e found a close-
mouthed fisherman after a few minutes’
gearch, who for a reasonable sum agreed
not only to take him to & litary Island.
but also to keep his mouth shut abont it
until eternity, and the journey was ma le
in successful secrecy. Arrived at a spot
overlooking the well-known cabin, Pan!
dismisged his guide and crossed the ice
on foot to the opposite shore. It was now
midnight. The lonely island lay three
feet beneath the enow, singnlarly trax quil
under the dim stars, A faint wind ad ted
to the gentle loneliness, and, stirrinug the
trees on the hill, brought Paul’s eyes to
the grave beneath them. No light or sign
of human presence anywhere ! No tracks
in the snow save his ownuntil he reached
the cabin-door; there began a pathway
which led down the slope and up the
oppoesite hill to the grave — the path
marked out by the funeral procession !
Even while he looked a figure came stag-
gering from the grave along the path to
where he stood, a figure stooped, uncer-
tain in its gait, moaning, and Btopping
rarely to swingits arms upwards in potent
despair. Paul trembled with dread, and
the tears sprang to his eyes. Was he to
find the mental wreck he had once pic-
tured ? Florian gave no gign of surprise
when he saw him, but adopted at once
his usual reserve, He was not insane.
“You here?’ he said calmly, but the
voice . "1 bhelieya yon were
there t1iiar night, and I remember you
said you had a message forme, Willyou
come in if you care to?”

A cheerful fire burned in the hearth of
the single rocm and the tallow candle
showed Izaak Walton in his usnal place,
with every other circumstance of the room
undisturbed. Paul gaid nothing until he
had scanned his old friend keenly. The
great man sat down before the fire
placidly and submitted to the inspection
with an indifference so like his father's
own that Paul drew a breath of delight.
In ten days he had changed wofually. His
clothes hung upon shrunken limbs, and
his face was wasted. ollow cheeks, hol-
low, burning eyes, and wide nostrils! The
hand which rested on the favorite book
showed it8 cords and veins, the shoulders
were rounded, and his whole attitude one
of physical exhaustion. The tears again
sprang to the poet's eyee. Here was a
penitent surely, and there was gomething
boyish or cnildish abont him that appe iled
to the heart wonderfully, ag if misfortune
had stripped him of all the years since
Loyhood, and all his honors,

“1 have a message for yon,” the poet
gaid, “ but, with your permission, I’11 put
it off till to-morrow. Iam going to remain
here for tc-night with your permisslon
also.”

«(On! certainly,” Florian replied, in the
game uncertain voice; “there is a good
room yonder where he slept. Yon can
have the bed. Ilave you had supper?”

HAVerca

«] would like something to eat,” the
poet said out of curiosity. Florian took
down a loaf of bread from the cupboard,

poured some water into a cup, and sat
1t any apoiogy for the
his father would have
e or two of the bread
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gilence held the
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“This was his favorite book,” said he,
tonch 1z Walton tenderly, “1 re-
member often to have seen him reading
it in this room.”

“Yes,'' said 'lorian, with intere and

of him, I was
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aid the other without curiosity.
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finrops last week quistiy.” alwer
that the poet said no more, for he was in
a maze and knew not what to think ordo.
“] ghall retire now, with your permis-
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gion, Ilorian,”’ he said finally, using
the old familiar name. *“I hope I
am mnot troubling you too much or

driving you from your own bed.”

“Not at all, Rossiter, not at all. I
never sleep thera. Good-night; and if
you should not find me in the morning
have no uneasiness. I shall turn up
again asguredly.”

Panl fell asleep without seitling the
yexed questions which Florian's odd
manper and words ested.
man, left to him
rof-fact

fashion at once pathetic
amusing., Ile snuffed the
\ a face as earnest as if 1ffing
wdles was the one duty of his life, put
away the remnants of Paul's supper care-

candle

| fully after washing the cup and iryir

| neatly, stirred the tire, opened much-
| bandled Izak, and settled himself for a
| q iiet hour's reading. Ten days had fixed
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him in the Solitary’s groove as firmly ag
if he had been in it for years. On the
night of Vladimir's revelation hLe had
driven to his own apartments in a state
of mind not to be described. He had
long suspected his own share in Lig
father's death, but' the lurid color in
which Viadimir painted his guilt was a
fearful shock to him. He fled from the
Count in a sort of dazs which his firm
will could not dispel, and it seemed to
him that madness or delirium was pre.
vented only by the persistency wit}
which he beat ofl’ the tumultuous thoughts
that crowded upon him., His self-pos.
session was entirely gone. The life which,
he had led, the ambitions which he had
cherished, the woman whom he had
loved, all circumstances connected witt,
his father's death, filled him with wild
horror when he recalled them. e conld
not think of anything with method. 1.
could only feel, and his feelings threat-
ened to drive him into insanity, sosharp
80 bitter were they, soconfused yet active,
It was instinet more than reason which

gent him to Solitary Island. It was g
mechanical effrt of the will which pro.
duced the instractions for his clerk: but
once on the journey, with people moving

about him, and scene afier scene bring.
ing peace to his distr acted mind, Flor
was able to cry like a child hour by |
of his sorrowfol {light. He ecarce
why he wept, nnless to ease th
pressing upon his heart, which
flow away with his tears. Like Panl,
reached Clayburgh in the night, and
geen fled away on foot across the ice over
the well-known course which he and
RRath and Linda had often taken int
yacht; past Round Island with a single
light for the ice-waste, leaving Grindstone
to the left as he ran along the
gtrait with two islands rising on e
gide of him like the walls of a cofl
throngh the woods to the spot overlook-
ing the old cabin; across tLe bay and
the slope to the lonely grave on the sum
mit, where he cast himself with a long,
sad ery of grief and despair.

Five days passed before anything like
calm and systematic thought returned t
him, One idea stood before him like an
inhabitant of the island, with a personal-
ity of its own—the words of the Count
“ Behold the murderer of his father
Ile muttered the accusing words many
times in the day and night, sitting on the
arave, regardless of the cold and whisper-
ing them to himself; weeping, sobbing,
raving, moaning, silent by times, as the

V Enew
irden

'med to

NArrow

a time:; haunted always by
fear of divine or human
Poantoms of past incidents and peo
wera floating around him sleeping a
waking, causing him constant alarm.
Even the sweet face of Linda frowned
upon him, and that was hardest of all to
bear. At the close of the fifth day his
delirinm suddenly left him and he en-
joyed a long and refreshing sleep. When
ne woke the hideous nightmare of sorrow
and remorse and dread had vanished
He was himself again, but not ti f
which had tlitted from New York to
its angnish in the icy solitude.
was another Florian born of t

ide
l nere

world bal yet wi,

He was not aware of any change.
had lost his habit of self-consciousness
and he was to become aware of what was
working within him only when others
pointed it out to him. Kneeling in the
snow at the foot of the grave, he said his
morning prayers, promising the
his love that never again would
occasion to grieve for him, and tha
man could do to atone for mmnrder he,
with the help of God, would do. His
breakfast he made on fresh tish and mea
found in the larder, traveling many miles
that day in the snow to obtain flour and
meal and necessaries at a distant vi
fle was verv weak, bat it tronbled him
not at ad no regard for his owr
guffzrings, 8o firmly were |

on the martvrdom his father e

a

avalldpe moment
i deep thought or
an obscare v
ange coniess
life, ling what man-
ner of man this man could be; and lis
(‘ommunion was simple and ferven
became @ ponitent. Tans began
eighth day,and at its close he was
t calmly before the log-fire in the
n, and Izwk Walton wag in his

1at was

f, behaved in a simple |

of uncontrolled g | 8
long penauce 1
nd Ha had -
180t he thin 1¢
Lt city nw puab t l‘\
, ia f wl
y & V ) W Vas
108t unknown, v : 8
to preserve the faith, in and in
word, ineorrupt in himsalf grad
ally and how sursly he fell! Careless 1n-
terconrse with all soris of people and the
careless reading of all sorts of books, with

the adoption of all sorts of theories and
ideas, brought upon him an intellectnal
gensnality only too common and too little
noticed in the world, Then came the
loose thought and the loose glanca and
tha lange word, tha mora than inditfarent
companions, the dangerous witticism, the
gtate which weakened faith and practic’,
and prepared the soal for its plunge into
hemid. Toank God! ha had escaped
the mud, at least, But who had saved
him? And wes he to go back to it all?
“Phere are some men whom politics will
damn.” Wisge words for him, at whom
they seemed to point. What was he t0
do? He thought over it that night and
the next morning. 1lis resolution formed
itself slowly; finally it was made. He

wonld take his father’s place on the island,

and remain thereuntil death released him
from his penance. Was it a hard t
o do?

No, he said, not with the graves
And
fonnd

of father and sister so near him.
thua was he situated when Pa

him,

TO BE CONTINUED.

LION.

MAROH AND THE

Something

‘1 hereby certify
Ella was cured of

Chase’s Ointment

Better Than the Old Saw.
I'ne saying about the lion and the lamb in
March often proves false, but there is an-
other and a batter one which is literally true.
When March comes in and finds you taking
) arsaparilla to 1 ty, enrich and
za your blood, you may expect, when it
2oes out, that it will leave you free trom that
tired feeling and with none of the b ils,
pimples and eruptions which manifest tham
selves because of impure blood in the spring.
If you have not already begun taking Hood s
Sarsaparilla for your spring medicine, w8
advice you to bagin to day. We assure you
it will make you feel better all through the
coming summer,

MARCH 11, 189

THE POPE ON AMERICANISM.

r Baltimore, Feb. 14 —Cardinal Gib-
bons has given out for publication the
following translation of the Pope’s pro-
nouncement on ‘! Americanism " :—

The letter from the Pope was re-
warded by Cardinal Rampolla, the
Papal Secretary of State, his letter be-
ing a8 follows :

Most Eminent and Reverend Lord
Cardinal : In a former letter of last
October 1 had the honor to make

known to your Eminence that the Holy |

Father iutended to address in due
course of time & Pontifical letter con-
cerning ‘' Americanism,” 80 called.
It now devolves upon e to remit to
you a copy of the promised letter, ad-
vising you at the same time that other
copies will be forwarded to you
through Monsignor the Apostolic Dele-

gate.

I profit by the present opportunity
to renew the expression of my pro-
found veneration. Kissing your
hands, I am your humble servant,

M. Cardinal Rampolla.
Rome, January 51, 1509,
THE l'()l'l‘]'ﬁ LETTER

Pope Leo's letter i3 as follows :

To Oar Beloved Son, James Cardinal
Gibbons, Cardinal Priest of the
Title Sancta Maria, Beyond the
Tiber, Archbishop of Baltimore :

Leo XIII., Pope — Beloved Son
Health and Apostolic Blessing : Wi
gend to you by this letter a renewec
expression of that good-will which w
have not failed during the course o
our pontificate to manifest frequentl;
to you and o your colisagues in th
episcopate and to the whole America
people, availing ourselves of ever
opportunity offered us by the progres
of your Church or whatever you hav
done for safeguarding and promotin
Catholic interests. Moreover, we hay
often considered and admired th
noble gifts of your nation, which el
able the American people to be aliy
to every good which promotes the gor
of humanity and the splendor of civi
ization. Although this letter be n
intended, as preceding ones, to repe
the words of praise so often spoke
but rather to call attention to soo
things to be avoided and correcte
still because it is concelved iu th
same spirit of apostolic charity whi
has inepired all our letters, we sh
expect that you will take it as anoth
proof of our love ; the more &0 becau
it is intended to suppress certain cc
tentions which have arisen late
among you to the detriment of |
peace of many souls.

It is known to you, beloved son, t
the life of Isaac Thomas Hecker,
pecially as interpreted and transla
in a foreign language, has excited
a little controversy because ther
bave been voiced certain opinions ¢
cerning the way of leading Christ
life.

We, therefore, on account of
apostolic office, having to guard
integrity of the faith and the secu
of the faithful, are desirous
writing to you more at length conc
ing the whole matter.

¢ THE UNDERLYING PRINCIV L.

The underlying princip'e of t
new opinions is that, in order to ©
easily attract those who differ from
the Church should shape her teach
more in accord with the spirit of
age, and relax some of her anc
severity and maks some ¢ neessior
new opinione. Many think that t
concessions should be made not on
regard to ways of living, bu: eve
regard to doctrines which belong t
deposit of the faith. They con
that it would be opportune, in ord
gain those who differ from us, to
certain points of her teachings v
are of lesser importance and to
down the meaning which the Ct
has always attached to them. It
not need many words, beloved s
prove the falsity of these ideas i
nature and origin of the doc
which the Church proposes are re
to mind. The Vatican Council
concerning this point : *‘ For the
trine of faith which God has rev

has not been proposed, like a philc
ical invention, but has been dell
as a divine deposit to the Spot
Christ to be faithfully kept and
libly declared. Hence that mean
the sacred dogmas is perpetually
retained which our Holy Moune
Church has once declared, nor i
meaning ever to be departed fro
under the pretense or pretext of a
er comprehension of them.” (Co
tio de Fide Catholica, chapter iv
YOALL THINGS TO ALL MEN.

We cannot consider as alto
blameless the silence which pur
leads to the omission or neglect €
of the principles of Christian do
for all the principles come fre
same, Author and Master, “th
Begotten Son, Who is in the be
the Father.” (Johni., 18) Tl
adapted to all times and all nati
is clearly seen from the words
Lord to His Aposties: ‘‘Going
fore, teach all nations ; teachin
to observe all things whatsoever
commaded you, and behold, 1a
you all days, even to the end
world.” (Matt. xxviii., 19.) C
ing this point the Vatican
says: ‘‘All those things are
lieved with divine and Cathol
which are contained in the !
God, written or handed dow

.
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