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STANDARD LIBRARYSacristan, who, at that moment 
appeared in the chapel doorway bear
ing a broom and duster. Her white 
habit was tucked up over a dark 
petticoat ; the starched wimple 
enclosed rosy cheeks, and bright 
brown, bird like eyes. Her face 
appealed to Dolly, and the nun 
smiled at the little girl : child-hearts 
and child souls greeted one another.

“We want to come in ; may we ?" 
shouted Dolly.

“Why, certainly, of course 1"
Keys rattled ; the nun unlocked 

the gate ; mother and Dolly walked 
into the garden.

“Is there a dog ?" The child's voice 
quavered slightly.

“No, my dear," said the nun ; then, 
turning to the lady, “Yon came, no 
doubt, to visit our Reverend Mother. 
Unfortunately she went to town this 
morning about some business."

“1 thought that Benedictines were 
enclosed !"

The face of Dolly’s mother twisted 
into a roguish smile ; she arched her 
pretty eyebrows.

“Yes : but we Olivetans are not so 
strictly here in Eogland as we were 
in France. Our Mother has permis 
sion to break enclosure when neces
sity demands it."

“You, surely, are not French ?"
“No, madam, I am Irish. But, 

excuse me, what message may I give 
from you to our Mother ?"

“None ! We are here on false pre
tenses : serpents, 1 fear, though 
harmless ones, in Eden. I 
utter stranger to your Reverend 
Mother. The only excuse for my in
trusion is that Dolly was simply long
ing to come inside your garden. She 
asked : you let us in ; hardly my 
fault : surely you cannot blame me?"

“No, indeed ; truly you are most 
welcome. Perhaps you would like 
to visit our little chapel : the door is 
open."

“1 would 1" cried Dolly.
Boldly running up the steps in she 

went accompanied by the Sister. 
Mother remained outside.

The child crossed herself at the 
stoup ; genuflected to the Taber
nacle, and said a “Hail Mary" before 
our Lady's statue.

“Nurse sometimes takes me to 
Mass and Benediction," she whis
pered softly, “and 1 like going."

“But I expect you love Holy Com
munion best, especially when you go 
with mother," murmured the nun, 
remembering the days of her own 
happy childhood.

Dolly shook her head :
“But mother never goes to church, 

only me and nurse. Nurse goes to 
Communion, never me.”

“Oh, then you aren t Catholics ?" 
Sister felt disappointed.

“Nurse is : 1 don’t know what we 
are," said Dolly frankly, “and, please, 
may 1 go and gather a little bunch of 
daisies in your garden ?”

Sister’s heart was touched by this 
humble request ; were not the June 
flower beds all ablaze with glory ?

“Certainly. Come : we will gather 
a bunch of everything,” said she.

Dolly’s mother sat on a bench be
neath an apple-tree ; her polished 
shoes were gilded with buttercup and 
daisy dust ; she had removed her 
gloves ; the fingers of her fair hands 
glittered with gems that sparkled in 
the sunshine.

Idly she watched the nun and 
Dolly as they culled flowers together 
and arranged a pretty posy. Watch
ing she hearkened to their conversa
tion, sighing from time to time ; for 
Dolly’s mother had been brought up 
in a convent orphanage.

“Which are your favorite flowers ?" 
asked Sister Sacristan of Dolly ; she 
cut madonna lilies as she spoke. 

“Poppies,” replied the child.
“You curious little thing ! Why 

poppies ?”
‘Because they’re wild and red

faced, and peep from behind the 
wheat like playful pixies. Their 
petals stain your lips and cheeks, 
and make you look like a theater 
lady. 1 used to play at hide-and- 
seek with them among the corn when 
1 was tiny, and laugh when daddy 
couldn’t find me. I love poppies 
best because they remind me of my 
daddy."

Sister Sacristan looked at the child 
in thoughtful silence. Then :

“Well, I expect mother loves lilies 
best,” she said, and added, dreamily, 
speaking her thoughts aloud and 
thinking of the child

“Lilies must often have touched 
the hem of Our Lord’s garments 
when he walked in the fields, or 
stooped to bless the little children 
when mothers brought them to Him. 
Perhaps they were embroidered on 
our Lady’s mantle. . . . Come,
we will give these lilies—our blessed 
Lady’s blossoms, blooms for mother 
hood—to your own pretty mother, 
little Dolly.”

Suiting the action to the word, and 
holding Dolly by the hand, the nun 
passed into the shadow of the wide- 
spreading fruit tree, and handed her 
floral sheaf to Dolly’s mother.

“As I have no rosemary to offer, 
please accept these lilies as a remem
brance of our convent," she said with 
a soft smile.

Before the sweetness and sim
plicity of the nun’s pure face the 
eyes of Dolly's mother quailed, her 
eyelids lowered. Momentarily up 
lifted into that rare atmosphere in 
which Religious live and have their 
ljeing, the wings of her soul quivered 
like those of a joyously ascending 
lark. Then, suddenly, they grew 
still and outspread ; her heavy heart 
sank once more earthwards.

“Ah, take those flowers away !" 
she cried with swift, sobbing laugh
ter, “lilies are not for me ! Look at 
my hands. You see they cannot, 
nay, they dare not, hold such chaste 
offerings 1"

The slender fingers, beringed with 
many gems, showed no plain hand

among them, and the nun under
stood.

“I threw it far away when he 
divorced me," whispered Dolly's 
mother.

There was a moment's silence. 
Then :

“ Yet take the lilies,” pleaded 
Sister gently, “ for, like ourselves, 
they are our Father's children, 
though purer far, and never way
ward, never grievous to Him. Their 
sweetness will surely remind you 
of His love ; and, when you lay them 
across your arm, you will remember 
that His arms are ever open, waiting 
to welcome and receive us when we 
return to Him. Surely the good God 
must love all mothers with an 
especial tenderness and understand
ing."

ish to weep over faded blossoms, and 
yet no other visible cause for tears 
appeared. Dolly had often crifd, 
missing her daddy sorely ; mother, 
never. Was it possible—her little 
hands grew cold—that daddy had 
been killed ? Perhaps the nun bad 
heard so and told mother. \yistfully 
she peeped up into her mother s 
face :

“Is daddy dead ?” she whispered.
There was no answer. Mother's 

eyes gazed steadfastly upon the Sacred 
Host : she did not hear or heed the 
questioner.

Among the wounded soldiers was 
one whoso eyes were attracted to the 
child and mother. Ever and again 
he wiped his pallid brow beaded with 
perspiration. Perhaps, having been 
most severely injured, he still 
suffered pain. This officer had lately 
been received into the Church by 
Father Andre, who took much inter
est in his convert. At the conclusion 
of the service the soldier.took up his 
station close to the chapel door : 
leaning upon crutches he waited 
whilst the congregation passed by.
All pitied the disfigured and mutil
ated sufferer.

Father Andre usually chatted with 
the soldiers after Benediction. He 
was moving down the almost empty 
chapel from the sacristy when Dolly’s 
mother threw herself in his way.

“Father !" she panted, clutching at 
his cassock, “I want you to hear my 
confession now—at once ! Of course 
you don't, you can’t remember, but I 
am Ellen Clare whose first confes
sion you heard years ago in the 
Rouen
Father. . . .”

“The confessional is in the sacristy, 
my child : follow me,” said the old 
priest quietly. Raising his hand he 
checked her flow of agitated speech.

Left all alone the startled Dolly 
was momentarily uncertain what to 
do. Turning, she glanced towards 
the chapel door. Should she not 
return to the enchanting garden, 
where birds still sang, and evening 
sunshine lingered ?

Just then a well remembered, yet 
strangely altered, figure arrested her 
attention. Her heart 
standstill, then bounded, beating 
time to waves of ecstatic joy that 
surged within it.

“Daddy !” she Cried, and rushed 
with widespread arms to where, with 
trembling hands, the wounded sol
dier stood, eager to give him kisses.

“Daddy ! Why did you not write 
and tell me where you were ? I’ve 
been most miserable about you, dar
ling daddy !”

“I am a horrid sight ; too broken 
an up for you to mend or care for any 

more, but I was going to write to you 
indeed, you are greatly —and to mother—this very even- 

altered, Ellen, grown out of a lanky ing." 
girl into a beautiful woman. Well I “r
remember the sad day you left us to exclaimed the little girl with trem 
study singing in London. Why, ’twas bling lips, “too broken up indeed ! 
the day after Reverend Mother Paul
ine was called home to God—and best, and mother made more fuss 
may He rest her soul ! All too soon today over some broken lilies than
we were forgotten by you, dear Ellen ; she’s ever made over any other ,ludolf Eucken says : 
but I, who then was just about to flowers. Why she was crying all n1es8 °* wor^ *8 beyond doubt, 
enter the novitiate, loved you well, through Benediction. . . . Per- T’his work more and more opens up

haps you'd better go after her—she's ftn<^ conquers the world, enfolds our 
in the sacristy—and cheer her up. powers, enriches our life, it leads us 
The old priest is in there, too, and he Qoic^i victorious marches from

triumph to triumph. . Thus, it 
is true, our desired objects have 
been attained, but they disclosed 
other things than we expected ; the 
more our powers and ideas are 
attracted the more we must realize 
the neglect of the inner man and of 
his unappeased, ardent longing for 
happiness. Doubts spring 
cerning the whole work ; we must 
ask whether the new civilization bo 
not too much a development of bare 

1 force, and too little cultivation of 
the being, whether because of our 
strenuous attention to surroundings, 
the problems of innermost man 
are not neglected. There is also 
noticeable a sad lacking of moral 
power ; we feel powerless against 
selfish interests and overwhelming 
passions ; mankind is more and 
more dividing itself into hostile 
groups and parties. And such doubts 
arouse to renewed vigor the old 
eternal problems, which faithfully 
accompany our evolution through all 
its stages. Former times did not 
finally solve them (?) but they were, 
at least to a degree, mollified and 
quieted. But now they are here 
again unmitigated and unobscured. 
The enigmatical of human existence 
is impressed upon us with unchecked 
strength, the darkness concerning 
the Whence and the Whither, the 
dismal power of blind necessity, 
accident and sorrow, in our fate, the 
low and the vulgar in- the human 
soul, the difficult complications in 
the social body—all unite in the 
question : Has our existence any 
real sense or value ? Is it not torn 
asunder to an extent that we shall 
be denied truth and peace forever ?
. . . Hence it is readily under
stood why a gloomy pessimism is 
spreading more and more, why the 
depressed feeling of littleness and 
weakness is pervading mankind in 
the midst of its triumphs."

“ A painful lament and longing 
pervades our restless and peaceless 
times," writes another. 4 The bulk 
of our knowledge is daily increasing, 
our technical ability hardly knows 
of difficulties it could not overcome. 
And yet we are not satisfied. More 
and more frequently we meet with 
the tired, disheartening question : 
What’s the use ? We lack the one 
thing which would give support and 
impetus to our existence—a sure 
and assured view of the world. Or 
to be more exact, we have found that 
we cannot live with the view of 
the world which in this cen
tury of enlightenment has stamp
ed its imprint more and more* 
upon our entire mental life. Mater
ialism, in coarser or finer form, has 
penetrated deeply our habits of 
thought, even in those who would

less than going directly against the 
teachings of Christ, Who carne on 
earth to oppose that very idea. 
There were many religions at the 
time of Christ's coming, the Jewish, 
the Roman, the Greek, but Christ 
came to emphasize the fact that 
there was but one true religion.

“There are non Catholics in this 
church to-day. They will admit that 
1 have as much right to found a 
church as Luther, Calvin or Wesley. 
Would it be bordering on blasphemy 
for me to intimate that 1 could tell 
people better than Christ Himself 
how God ought to be adored ? No 
man has such a right, and that is 
why Catholics do not take their re
ligion .from any man, whether he 
lived four or fourteen centuries ago. 
When Catholics take their doctrine 
from Pope, prelate or priest, they do 
so only bec ause it is the doctrine of 
Christ, and neither Pope, prelate or 
priest has the right to add to 
tract from that doctrine.

“The saddest thing in New York 
today is not sin, not poverty ; it is 
the spectacle of hundreds of thou 
sands of Christians fighting among 
themselves, brother against brother, 
when sin is so prominent that some
times it seems triumphant. Just 
stop to think of the sins committed 
in New York last week, the blas
phemy, the drunkenness, the im
purity ; then consider the indecency 
of the publications that are on every 
newstand. If all Christians were 
one gigantic body, working in har
mony, we would make New York a 
paradise ! Yet, here we are, battling 
one against the other, agreeing on 
nothing, happy tp drive a dagger into 
one another at every opportunity— 
simply holding ourselves up to the 
ridicule of the forces of irréligion.

“Catholic or non Cathoftc, we are 
all brothers, and we can at least 
unite in the prayer that some day we 
may all be one. There is but one 
God, one Christ; and there ought to 
be but one religion. There was such a 
time, four hundred years ago. Our 
ancestors all believed the same 
things, lisped the same prayers. Do 
you think that Christ is happy to 
see the divisions that now divide us 
and our strength ?—The Monitor.
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shaded by a large hat ; her breath 
came and went rapidly ; her heart 
beat fast.

“They sew not, neither do they 
spin," she murmured, touching the 
lilies with her nervous fingers, “no 
more do I. 1 am an actress, Sister, 
a music hall artiste ; painted, soul
less creature ; one of the devil’s 
tares ; a poppy in God’s cornfield. 
Once, it is true, I was a Catholic— 
loi g, long ago, alas !"

Dolly was seated on the grass, 
some little distance off, well out of 
earshot ; her thoughts and busy 
Angers were wholly absorbed in mak
ing daisy chains.

"The child spoke to you of her 
daddy,” continued the lady quickly. 
“Dolly loved him ; and so, indeed, 
did 1, though 1 betrayed him. I love 
him still, in spite of my evil doings. 
He was generous to me—very. When, 
after the divorce, he joined the army, 
he let me keep, my girlie—condition
ally upon my good behaviour 1—for 
the duration of the war. He’s some
where in France now, I gather."

Careseing the blossoms she crushed 
them closer to her. . . .

"I wish you hadn't given me these 
dowers : I've avoided lilies—always. 
So many, many memories hang about 
them. . . Memories of past sweet
ness. . . The convent chapel. . . 
Rouen. But, of course, you have for- 
gotten the orphan Ellen Clare whose 
conûrmation name was Magdalen ? I 
have changed out of all knowledge, 
Sister Sacristan ; you, like all relig
ious, are unaltered because unalter
able.”

"Ah !—” The nun drew her breath 
sharply, once, and then talked on 
calmly, as though discussing 
everyday affair.

“But,

to
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sreeif, and at the same time enjoy the 
gea of the country in summer time, accepta 
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rrtuked by her maid, Kitty Casey. The 

•tory is well written, and a romance cleverly
Beech Bluff, by Fanny Warner. A tale of the 

South before the Civil Wai. Two other stories 
are contained in this volume : “ Agnes," and "For 
Manv Days."

and Flanagans, by Mrs. James gadiier. This 
is the masterpier e of the illustrious author 

whose writings have made her name a household 
word among the Catholics of America.

Borrowed From The Night, by Anna C. Minogue. 
Miss Minogue has a way of showing her readers 
the delightful Southern character in all its charm 
and gentility. No one will read “ Borrowed from 
the Night," without being fascinated with Mias 
Martinez, whose early life is surrounded with so 
much interest.

me, by Anna C. Minogue. A Romance of 
Kentucky Much has been written of the trouble
some tunes ffom i860 to 1865, but seldom has a 
Catholic author taken this historic half decade as 
material for a story. Miss Minogue is a resident of 
Kentucky, and in Cardome presents a clear picture 
of the confusion and uncertainly which existed in 
that state. The story is admirably presented and 
bristles with romance anrl adventure.

Cailieta, by Cardinal Newman. A tale of the 
Third Century ; attempting to imagine and 
express the feelings and relations between Chris
tians and heathens of that time.

Captain Kosroff, by Raoul de N a very. A thrilling 
story of fearlessness and adventure.

Catholic Crusoe, by Kev. W. H Anderdon, M. A. 
The adventures of Owen Evans Esq. Surgeon s 
Mate, set ashore with companions on a desolate 
Island in the Carribean Sea.

by J. M Villefranche. A study of civiliza
tion and a comparison of Christianity, not only 
with Paganism and purely human philosophy, 
but with Judaism also, towards the close of the 
reign of Neto. 'I he scenes are laid in Rome and 
to meet and analyze the different conditions and 
situations, including the burning of Borne, the 
author has created im.
C neas of the Roman < 
version to Christianty 
woven.

Commander, The ; by Charles D'Her 
historical novel of the French Revolution.

Conscience's Tales, by Hendrick Conscience. 
Thoroughly interesting and well written tales of 
Flemish life, including ' The Recruit," " Mine 
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" Deer Jane," by Isabel Cerilia Williams. A sweet, 
simple tale of a self-sacrificing elder sister whose 
ambition to keep the little household together is 
tol l with a grace and interest that are irresistible.

Faith, Hope and Charity, by Anonymous. An 
exceedingly interesting tale of love, war and 
adventure during the exciting times of the F.ench 
Revolution.

Femciifie. Femclifle is the name of a large 
estate in Devonshire, England, the home of Agnes 
Falkland, who with her family and adopted sister, 
Francis Macdonald, furnish the interesting events 
and the secret influence of which Agnes Falkland 
is the innocent sufferer.

FourlGreat Evils of the Day, by Cardinal Manning.
Happy-Go-Lucky, by Mary C. Crowley. A collec

tion of Catholic stories for boys, including "A 
Little Heroine," “ Ned's Baseball Club," “ Terry 
and His Friends," ‘ The Boys at Balton," and “ A 
Christmas Stocking."

Hawthomdean, by Clara M Thompson. A story of 
American life founded on fact.

Kilorgan, by Mrs. J. Sadlier. 
x combined ; very interesting.
Crucible, by Isabel Cecilia Williams. These 

stories of high endeavor, of the patient bearing of 
pain, the sacrifice of self for others' good, are keyed 
on the divine true story of Him Who gave up all for 
us and died on Calvary's Cross ( Sacred Heart 
Review.)

Kathleen's Motto, by Genevieve Walsh, 
estmg and inspiring story of a young lady who, by 
her simplicity and honesty, succeeds in spite of 
discouraging difficulties.

Lad

Thinking that leads us only up 
against a black wall of despair is 
diseased. None are more loud in 
proclaiming the complete and hope
less shipwreck of modern “ free- 
thought ” than the eminent ones 

themselves.

VANDERBILT HOTEL
free-thinkersamong

Truth, we are now told, is to be 
attained, not by thinking, but by 
“ willing." The Church now has to 
contend against the “ philosophy of 
Will.” The conquest by man of the 
outer-vS>rld has served but to make 
known to him his poverty of spirit. 
Writing of the results achieved by 
Science in the Nineteenth Century, 

“ The great-
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and have always remembered you in 
my poor prayers. They are 
swered : we can renew our friend-

s- An inter-

ship.”
The nun drew the bent head of 

Dolly’s mother down upon her bosom, 
and kissel a tear-stained cheek.

“Sister, I am unworthy. . .”
The broken sentence was disre

garded, and the nun continued :
“Do you remember the day of 

Corpus Christi when you and I each 
made our First Communion ; how we 
strewed llowers in the procession ? 
You had a great devotion to the 
Blessed Sacrament.”

“Ah, stop, say no more—you hurt 
me !"

“And the Crucifix in our dormi
tory ; have you forgotten how, by 
mischance, its nail loosened and it 
fell ? The feet were broken. We 
asked permission to mend it, you and 
I. How the sight of those wounded 
feet saddened us ! Yet it was but an 
image, not our dear Lord Himself."

“Hush, Agues, I beseech you ! I 
can bear no more ! Let the past 
slumber.”

“And Father Andre, whose severe 
sermons bored us, and who was so 
kind and different in the confessional 
that we believed his guardian angel 
spoke and not himself—do you re
member ? Well, he is here ; he came 
to England with us refugees. Of 
course he is old now, indeed, very 
old. He is giving Benediction almost 
immediately. Will you not come, 
dear Ellen ? See, here comes Dolly ! 
Dolly, I want you and mother to stay 
to Benediction.”

The daisy chain was finished. It 
danced on the child’s slight shoulders, 
as, like a gleeful lamb, she ran, with 
a skip and jump towards her mother.

“Oh, yes ; do let us go. I love 
Benediction !” she excltÿfned. “But, 
mummy, see how you have crushed 
those lilies ; they’ve stained your 
dress with their wet, yellow pollen. 
Surely you’re not crying, mummy, 
because you’ve bruised your lilies ?"

“Agnes,” said Dolly’s mother with 
a sob, “you said you had no rosemary 
to give me, but you have twined it 
all about these lilies : its scent is too 
poignant for my soul to bear !”

“Rosemary ! Why, there is none, 
and the lilies are all tumbled, they 
aren’t tied together !” corrected 
Dolly.

Firmly she bound the blossoms 
into her poppy posy. Then, taking 
her weeping mother by the hand, she 
led her up the steps into the chapel. 
Already it was almos^ filled with 
worshippers. Convalescents from 
the local military hospital occupied 
many benches.

Dolly wondered why mother’s tears 
fell even faster during Benediction. 
She never remembered to have seen 
lier cry before. It seemed very baby-

looks kind.”
“Presently, I will go and see them 

both," replied the soldier. For, he 
thought, “perhaps we can begin our 
lives anew, leaving the past behind 
us. Maybe she will forgive my hard
ness and swift retribution, my viola- 
tion of the law of Christ, even as I 
have utterly pardoned her frailty and 
fall under a dire temptation. ’

The alabaster box which Mary | 
Magdalen brought to Jesus was 
doubtless beautiful. Perhaps, like 
the ornaments in Solomon’s temple, 
it was “wrought like the flower of a 
lily"—yet it was far lovelier when 
broken, for then its fragrant 
unguents anointed and. consoled the 
feet of Him who binds up the bruised 
and broken lilies of His Garden, 
refreshing them with Heaven’s own 
gentle dews—mercy and benediction. 
—Constance E. Bishop, in the Eng
lish Messenger.

y Amabel And The Shepherd Boy, by Elizabeth 
M. Stewart. A Catholic tale of England, in which 
the love of an humble shepherd boy for the 
daughter of a noble English family is ridiculed. 
In the course of time various opportunities present 
themselves which bring him before her parents in a 
more favorable light, and results in her marriage. 

Late Miss Hollingford, by Rosa Mulholland. A 
simple and delightful novel by Miss Mulholland, 
who has written a number of books for young 
ladies which have met with popular favor.

Louisa Kirkbridge, by Rev. A. J Thebaud, 9. J. A 
dramatic tale of New York City after the Civil 
War, full of exciting narratives infused with a 
strong religious moral tone 

Maiden (Jp-To Date A ; by r enevieve Irene.
Marian Elwood, by Sarah M. Rrownson. The st 

a haughty society girl, selfish and arrogant, w 
akes to the shallowness of her existence through 
appreciation of the noble character and religi- 
example of a young man whom she afterwards
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May Brooke, by Mrs. Anna H. Dorsey. The story of 

two cousins who are left in the care of their very 
wealthy but eccentric uncle, who p 
religion and is at odds w:th all the wo 
follows them through their many trials and exper
iences, and contrasts the effect on the two distinct 
characters.

Merchant Of Antwerp, The; by Hendrick Conscience. 
A novel of impelling interest from beginning to end 
concerning the romance of the daughter of a dia- 

d merchant,and Raphael Banks who, through 
uncertainties of fortune, earns the parental 

1 of their marriage, which had 
on account of difference in
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ry Hearts And True, by Mary C. Crowley. A 
collection of stories for Catholic children, including 
" Little Beginnings," " B'ind Apple Woman,
“ Polly's Five Dollars," “ Marie's Trumpet," and 
" A Family’s Frolic."

Old House By The Boyne, by 
Picturing scenes and incidents 
Irish Borough.

_ rphan Sisters, The ; by Mary I. Hoffman, 
an exceedingly interesting story, in which 
the doctrines of the Catholic Church 
defined.

Pearl Of Antioch by Abbe Bayle. A charming and 
powerfully written story of the early ages of the

Rose Le Blanc, by Lady 
thoroughly entertaining story for young 
by one of the best known Catholic authors, 
osemary, by J. Vincent Huntington. This novel, 
though written many years ago holds its place 

on g the beat stories we have to-day.
Of Chanty, The; by Mrs. Anna H Dorsey. The 

story of a Sister of Charity who, as a nurse, attends 
a non-Catholic family, « d after a shipwreck and 
rescue from almost a hopeless situation, brings the 
family into the Church of God. It is especially 
interesting in its descriptions.

Solitary* Island, The ; by Rev. John Talbot Smith. 
As mysterious and fascinating in its plot as either 

the sensational productions of Archibald Claver
ing Gunther, and it con ta-ns portraits which wo 
not shame the broth of a Thackeray or Dickens.

Strawcutter's Daughter, The ; by i ady Georgianna 
Fullerton. An interesting Catholic story for 
young people.

Tangled Paths, by Mrs. Anna H. Dorsey, " As a 
>vel Tangled Paths is admirable ; as a Catholic 

novel it is most admirable and if the author will 
compare this very satisfactory production ’ 
earlier work, The Student of Blenheim F 
instance, she can almost s 
for her improvement 
her work to have ah
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MerIS ONE RELIGION AS 
GOOD AS ANOTHER

Mrs. J. Sadlier. 
true to life in anOF

That one religion is not as good as 
another, despite trequent assertions 
to that effect, was the statement 
made recently by Rev. John E. 
Wickham at a mission for non-Gath- 
olios given in St. Leo’s church, New 
York City. Father Wickham pointed 
out clearly and emphatically the 
reasons why Catholics could not sub
scribe to such a belief.

“One religion is not as good as 
another,” said Father Wickham, ‘ be
cause the founder of one is not as 
good as the founder of another. 
Wesley was a good man, Calvin had 
firmness of purpose, Luther and 
Knox had their qualities but they are 
not God. Catholics wish the jpeople 
of all religions well, but we cannot 
admit the equality of other religions 
with our£ because we can not admit 
that a work of man is the equal of 
the work of God.

“A man in trouble seeks the best 
lawyer ; a man ill seeks the best 
physician ; in having a prescription 
filled he seeks the best druggist ; he 
will not listen to one who tells him 
that any lawyer will do in an im
portant case ; that any doctor is good 
enough to prescribe for him or to 
wield the scalpel if he needs an 
operation ; or that any tyro drug 
clerk is good enough to fill his pre 
scription. All of which is correct, 
We want the best. Yet, men who are 
so particular in these matters have 
no hesitancy in saying that one re
ligion is as good as another.

“What does such a statement 
amount to ? It is neither more nor
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Georgianna Fullerton.
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indignantly protest against being 
called materialists ; the name seemed 
to imply scientific earnestness and 
liberal views. However, there are 
still left a considerable fund of old 
idealistic values, and as long as we 
could draw upon them we saw in 
materialism only the power to clear 
up rooted prejudices, and to open 
the road to progress in every field. 
To the newer generation, however, 
little or nothing is left of this old 
fund, hence, having nothing else but 
materialism to depend upon, they 

confronted by an appalling 
dreariness and emptiness of exist- 

And ever since the man on

which in these days deals with the 
questions of a world philosophy.”

These are not the words of a 
believer. They are all the 
significant for that. Do they not 
recall the words of St. Augustine : 
“ Thou hast made us for Thyself, 
and restless is our heart, till it finds 
rest in Thee !”—Truth.
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Of Contradiction, by Anna C. Minogue. 
fvl romance of the Sout* and Southern 

so strong in its interest that the reader's 
icreases to the very last chapter.

Tears On The Diadem, by Anna H. Dorsey. A 
novel of the inner life of Queen Elizabeth. So 
interesting that the reader will be loathe 
down before finishing the entire story.

Thalia, by Abbe A. Bayle. An interesting 
instructive tale of the Fourth Century.

;n,E &is so m 
most reach

A new mother house, novitiate and 
scholasticate for the Little Brothers 
of Mary was solemnly blessed by 
Bishop Shaw of San Antonio, Texas, 
in the presence of our Mexican bis
hops and a large number of priests. 
When the Brothers were driven out 
of Mexico, they rented a house in 
San Antonio until, with the help of 
friends, they secured a tract of land. 
The good Brothers did not wait for 
assistance from others, but by 
their own labors they erected a 
three story edifice, largo enough to 
accommodate 160 persons.

are

ence.
the street has absorbed the easy 
materialistic principles, and looks 
down from the height of his ‘ scion 
tific ’ view of life contemptuously 
upon all reactionaries, wo have be
come aware of the danger that 
imperils everything implied by the 
collective word ' humanism.’ This 
explains the plethora of literature

Two Victories, Tne ; oy Kev. T. J. Potter. A story 
of the conflict of faith in a non Catholic family 

nd their entrance into the Catholic Church, 
granes, by Kev. John Joseph Franco, S J. An 
absorbing story of the persecutions of i atholics in 
the fourth century, and the attempt of Julian the 
Apostate to restore the gods of Homer and Virgil
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