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public assembly, and at the bar, irn the
daiiy press, in the magazine, in the
essay and in the novel, they have con-
stantly exerted themselves, in clearing
away deep-rooted prejudîces, by preseriting
truth in its most agfreeable, attractive and
convincing form. By no other means
can the swollen tîde of irreligion be
stemmed, or the false, irrational and per
nicious doctrines of our nmodern natural

. ists be exposed to the public gaze.
But even with these instruments of

S communication at our command, we must
S necessarily be the losers in a struggle, the4 judges of which are already estranged
S from us through the widespread influence
S of the foui literature which is being daily
S served up as food for the multitude,I unless we bring wîth us to the fray an

abundance of the best niaterial Catholic
teachings cani bestowv.

Nence the necessity of a Catholic
education by Catholic teachers and in
Catholic schools. That ielziiois indiftr-
ence is the direct off'spring of a public-
school training- for Catholic children no
one, either in Canada or the United
States, can for a singlle moment deny.

This is a serious charge, but one which is,
nevertheless, only too true, and the father
Nvho sends his child to a public-school, to
pander to the wishes of a neighbor, or to
display bis great liberality, need flot be
surprised to find that bis pandering and
liberality have produced their just fruits.
If, then, we ever hope to have a literature,
bearing the impress of Catholicity, let us
begin at the founidation, and miake our
schools, not only Catholic in name, but
Catholic in reality. Let the readers,
which we place in the hands of our
children contain extracts from our best
Catholic wvriters, and let our histories be
impartial narrators of our country's pro-
gress. Thus far, ive have been inost
unjustly treated, and the labors and sacri-
fices of our Catholic missionaries remnain
to, be told by the future Catholic historian.
Let us sincerely hope that that day is not
far distant, when ive shall cease to be
satisr-ed with seeing our children im-
bibing a spirit of relhigious indifférence
which cannot fail to produce pernicious
resuits.

,\. F. FiTzpxr-iRICK, '91.
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-Men
Perislied in winterw~inds tili one snmote fire
From flint stones coldly hiding wvhat they held,
The red spark trensured froni the kindling sun;
They gorged on fieshi like %volves, tili one so'ved corn,
WVhich grew a iveed, yet makes the life of rnan ;
They niowed and babbled tili soine tongue struck speech,
And patient fmngers framced the lcttered sound.
What good gift have my brothers, but it came
Froni search and strife and loving sacrifice?

-EDWIN ROD


