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SEPTEMBER 2 1011THE CATHOLIC RECORD2
SEP'bidden fruit. The intellect of the 

drunkard rouât be enlightened, bin will 
in nut be moved. Thin all temperance 
literature strives to do, but none 
ceeds so well as that which is bused on 
motives of eternal import. Nothing so 
effectually stirs the intemperate man to 
repentaice and reform as the danger 
that threatens his immortal soul.

This accounts for the

GENERAL INTENTION FOR 
SEPTEMRER

“Ob, God of mercy and compassion !” 
he murmured, falling on his knees

He had been kneeling there for some 
time, his face buried in his hands, when 
suddenly a rich mellowed sound Hooded 
the church, and grew louder and 
louder. The man started, sat up, and 
listened. At first he thought be was in
toxicated and had been sleeping, but, as 
the organist continued, his thoughts be
came clearer, and he recognized the

Twenty-five years ago that day, a 
young man, prosperous, rich and proudly 
disdainful of all that was weak in human 
kind, led from the altar a young wife 
whom he had promised to cherish. The 
wife was lying in her grave. Or had 
she slipped out of her cold bed to-night 
for his sake ?

“Oh, Mary, Mary, my wife, have pity 
on me,” he cried in his heart, this man 
who had once held no pity for the weak.

The music flowed on, filling his soul 
with sweet suggestions of a better 
future as the flowers recalled the past 
with the subtelty of their perfume. A 
determination was slowly and almost 
unconsciously forming itself in his

Just then the lights were turned up, 
and he crouched more closely to the 
pillar whose friendly bulk shielded him 
from the view of those who would soon 
pass the pew. The music ceased.

By and by the ushers took their 
places. Then the guests began to file 
in, some tittering hysterically as if it 
were a play which they had come to 
witness, and not the conferring of a 
solemn sacrament ; others with self-con
sciousness of being the invited guests of 
a noted wedding. These were the 
women. And the man in the pew did 
not take great interest in them, except 
when his eyes fell on an elderly 
whom he had known when his wife had 
lived. The men drew his attention. 
Some of them were strangers to him— 
young men, restless with a desire to 
have it al! over, this ceremonious fuss
ing over nothing more than the union of 
two souls ; some he knew slightly ; but 
there were those among the crowd of 
society people old friends whom he did 
not forget, but old friends who had long 
forgotten him.

Outside, there rose the laughter of 
the crowd 
to catch a glimpse of the bride. In 
rapid succession the carriage wheels 
grated against the curb. At last cries 
of “The bride, the bride !” from the 
crowd jarred on those of the elect 
within. Then came the unanimous and 
unusual movement of half-repressed ex
pectancy. The strains of the wedding 
march burst forth a second time that 
night for the man in the pew behind the

A beautiful girl, leaning on her 
father’s arm—No 1 the man in the pew 
knew that the arm which supported his 
daughter was not her father’s—that was 
convulsively clinging to the pillar 
which hid him from her view. Tears 
were streaming down his face.

A mad torrent of sound now burst 
forth from the organ, but to the man 
crouching in his shame behind the pillar 
its wildness was an ecstasy of grief and 
not of joy. He thought of another Mary 
who had walked with him to the altar of 
God. How proud and happy she would 
have been of this, her daughter !

The ceremony was soon over, and the 
priest had gone into the vestry. Again 
the wedding march pealed forth. The 
husband and wife were coming down the

He had not meant to do it, but the 
feelings of a father are strong. When 
she reached the pew in which he sat, he 
arose and stumbled toward her. It was 
his old life—his lost manhood—struggl
ing for existence. As the woman who 
had touched the hem of His garment 
had hoped for a cure, so this father 
believed that strength to resist the 
demon within him would come with a 
last look at the face of his child.

As he leaned toward her, the girl 
startled at his unkempt appearance 
shrank frurn him, drawing closer to her 
husband. The young man reassured 
her. It was only a poor old tramp who 
wanted to get a look at his beautiful 
bride. And there was no sign of loath
ing about bis firm young mouth, as he 
smiled in compassionate fellowship 
the derelict before him. He was too 
happy that night to despise any of 
God’s creatures. The tramp sank back 
into the shadow of the pillar once

When all had departed, the man came 
out of the church. He wore the tattered 
clothes of a tramp, and his face was un
shaven ; but there was in bis quick 
stride a courage, a determination which 
a tramp does not possess. The miracle 
had occuored.—Hartford Transcript.

that the jury should which Is to kindle into the fire of Eter
nity, despite the inundating ravages of 
ludiffereutism, that have tried to quench 
it throughout the years.

This brings us back to the co-opera
tive work between teachers or ex
pounders and creators of thought, of 
whom the most excellent perform their 
tasks after the model fixed for them in 
the perfection of the universe, always The temperance movement of the 
striving after light, and more light, un nineteenth and twentieth centuries is 
til the end, when the last brilliant sun- an interesting example of the definite 
set of their lives drops behind the cloud triumph, after centuries of conflict, of a 
of time, and is lost in the Heaven of truly Christian idea over a generation 
Eternity. which has, to a great extent, become

The instructors of the human race, practically non-Christian. Were the 
have, of ail people the most absorbing, majority of non-Catholic total ab- 
arduous and important work assigned 8tainers in our day gravely and autbori- 
to them, and can it not be said with tatively informed that the basic idea of 
honest pride that the opportunities of our temperance is peculiarly Christian and 
day render them greater assistance, not Biblical, so far at least as European 
only through the cheapness of books b"t civilization extends, they would con- 
also through the medium of the press, 8ider this religious origin a drawback 
which seeks occasions to voice the senti- rather than a recommendation. For, as 
ments of the greatest personalities of a rule, non-Catholic temperance workers 
the nation. disclaim any religious basis for their

Perhaps a story from real life, would propaganda. Their arguments are all 
not be amiss to illustrate this. Only a drawn from health, thrift or temporal 
few years ago I was visiting for a short weU-being during this transient life.
time in the town of K------ North Carolina They never touch upon the paramount
and as there was no Catholic church interests of the immortal soul. Yet 
there I went to the neighboring city of they impose upon their followers a cou-
N------  some thirty miles distant to tinual privation which the time honored
attend Maas. A friend had given me a Catholic phraseology would rightly bear 
letter of introduction to her aunt, with the name of penance, 
wht m I stayed until train time in the 
evening.

In the afternoon of that delightful 
February Sunday my hostess took me 
out into her garden of blooming roses, 
made still more attractive by the joyous 
songs and chirpings of our feathered 
friends, and there facing*an imposing 
house built in old-fashioned stately 
colonial style, in which I was told Wash
ington and several officers remained 
overnight when bringing troops into 

», for purposes of war, we talked 
things of historical importance.

only said 
bear in mind that Spanish law, 
by which the case must be judged 
regarded drunkenness, unless habitual, 
as an extenuating circumstance. The 
murder would have to be in the second 
degree, if the verdict was to be murder. 
He inwardly woudered whether hanging 
were not preferable to twenty years in 
a Philippine prison.

As he finished there was a stir in the 
rear of the room. A man in dusty cas
sock pushed his way to the front. As 
his ears caught the last sentence of the 
judge’s charge, he spoke up clear and 
firm: “1 have evidence on this case 
which affects it very materially, your 
honor.”

There was a moment's hasty consulta
tion between the priest, the judge, and 
counsel for the defense. Au attempt 
was made by the prosecution to shut out 
further testimony, on the ground that 
the case was already closed, it failed. 
Five minutes later the judge said curtly : 
“Case dismissed.'' And among the first 
to seize the hand of the discharged pris
oner was the same prosecuting attorney. 
There were shouts of approval, where a 
moment before no friendly eje looked 
upon the prisoner at the bar. The 
judge gave up the futile attempt to pre
serve order, and turned to deliver tear
ful congratulations to the free man.

As Riley reached the door through 
the pressing multitude of new friends, 
the. tiled triumphant troops came in 
straggling march along the street. 
Suddenly their eyes caught sight of the 
sergeant’s form on the steps of the court 
house. They looked again to make sure 
that he was free. Somehow, they had 
got wind of the mysterious developments 
in the case. A grand cheering arose in 
the ranks. The second company to pass 
was his own. The lieutenant cried, 
“Halt !”

Sharp and clear he gave the command: 
“Right about 1 March!” They came 
straight up the stairs. “Break ranks i” 
There was no need for further command. 
The lieutenant himself led the way. 
Sergeant Riley was seized and placed 
upon his superior’s shoulders. Borne 
aloft by the whole crowd, all eager to 
grasD bis band, he was carried by the 
worn-out men to the barracks.

Seven weeks later the Ninth reached 
home, T<eav« of absence wan freely 
given. Riley lost no time in repairing 
to the house of Mollie O'Brien.

Their greetings are no business of the 
reader or myself. It was, possibly, half 
an hour before Mollie turned her big 
blue eyes full upon her lover's face with 
a searching gla

“Oh, John,” she said, “I have been 
terribly worried about you the last ten 
weeks or so. I don't know why, but I 
got to fearing maybe you might forget to 
keep the pledge you took with Father 
Dugan. And I have been praying the 
Blessed Mother to look out for you, day 
and night.”

“Mollie, darling I suppose I may as 
well confess, though it's mighty ashamed 
I am to be doing it. I did break the 
pledge, just once; and it was ten weeks 
ago I did it. I have been to confession 
since. With the help of God, I'll never 
break it again. That one break cost 
me—it cost me the chance of fighting in 
the best scrap of the whole two years. 
It near cost me my promotion. But 
they are talking of making a lieutenant 
of me yet. And then you’ll come and 
live with me and help me to keep the 
pledge till I die.”—Ex.

wards the stockade which had been the 
destination of the previous day’s hike.

“What is your side, of the story ?” 
finished the lawyer. “I suppose you 
will want me to take the case, 
willing to do anything I can for you.”

“I have no side to my story," re
sponded the Sergeant, weakly. “I know 
absolutely nothing of what happened 
between the time when I drank the vino 
and that when I woke up in the guard
house.'' As be spoke the lawyer's face 
fell. In it, Riley read his counsel’s 
opinion that he was guilty. But the 
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RECOM MENDED AND BLESSED 

BY HIS HOLINESS PIUS X.It was hot. The great gleaming sun 
shone down on the dusty trail. There 
was no breeze, though the little baud of 
soldiers were on high ground. The air 
seemed to rhe from the parched earth, 
gather arouud the throats of the men 
and choke them. The sky seemed to 
bear down upon them like a great 
weight. The thick tropical growth on 
either side was green with a glaring 
greenness which failed to lend refresh
ment to the scene. The fac«»s of the 
six were pale, even under the dark coat 
of tan, and the muscles in their necks 
worked as their feet trod on 
and on. It had been a long 
“hike.” Another mile would bring the 
end, a little bamboo shack of a station 
where they would find food and shelter 
for the night. Another mile! But a 
mile at the end of thirty is worse than 
ten at the beginning.

And then the scouts discovered a 
native bearing a hollow log of bamboo.
At the upper end wan a pale red foam.
Tubal The man was stopped. Corporal 
Murphy, the most expert in Filipino 
lingoes, bargained for the contents of 
the strange bucket. Each of the men 
drank long and deep of the refreshing 
liquid, tne slightly fermented milk of 
the coco*. Each as He luted tne noilow 
shell to his lips, said “Howl” to the 
others. It was the army toast.

The drink was milder than the beer 
sold at the saloons down beside the 
barracks. But there was one of the 
small number who drank with misgivings 
of conscience. Sergeant Riley put 
down these qualms of spirit with the 
thought that tuba was not named in the 
long list of intoxicants on the pledge 
list which Mollie O'Brien had got him was to have ended and he should have 
to give the priest the day before he was sailed for home. He beard the tramp of 
to leave God's country.” But no quib- the soldiers passing the prison, as he 
filing with words would down the thirst supposed, on their way to embark in the 
that the slight amount of alcohol awoke | transport. Oh, the news they would

bear home to his mother, to his friends, 
to Mollie 1

But as he was led forth to go to the 
court house, he was surprised to see 
that they were marching towards the 
hills. An insurrection had broken out 
the previous night, and they were to 
have one last engagement before they 
left the field to the next regiment. The 
men marched by without word or look 
of recognition, though there were many 
faces where tears shone in eyes usually 
dry. Tears were in Riley’s eyes, it 
seemed that the final drop, in his cup of 
grief was to be thus deprived of this 
last chance at the smell of powder.

The jurors were quickly empanelled; 
the dusky prosecuting attorney for 
the province stated the people's case in 
Spanish, which was duly translated to 
Riley. The American counsel stated 
the line of defence in brief terms. The 
rapid taking of evidence began before 
noon. As tbe interpreter made known 
the meaning of each sentence, the ac
cused felt ever surer of bis own guilt. 
The plea, “Not guilty,” seemed a farce. 
The miserable thing, his miserable life, 
was hastening to its close. Another 
twenty-four hours, and, at the rate things 
were going, he would be listening to his 
sentence. He sat dully wishing only 
that he were dying out in the hills in
stead of—

Parts of the old regiment and the 
newly arrived one were engaged in the 
conflict in the mountains. The chaplain 
of the last comers was a priest. He 
went about among the wounded soldiers 
of all the companies here listening to a 
last confession here anointing some poor 
fellow who was past consciousness, here 
speaking words of compassion to the 
less seriously injured. Tired he was, 
so weary that his feet trembled beneath 
him. Yet he paused not for that, nor 
for the whizzing bullets that sang over 
his head.

Suddenly he was confronted by the 
Protestant chaplain of Riley’s regiment. 
The two men were good friends, though 
so sadly divided ,iu 

“Father Paul ”
“there is a poor fellow up there call
ing for you.
Can you come with me ?”

The Protestant was the more rug
gedly built of the two men, and be had 
not been so badly hurried about through 
the day. He walked so briskly that the 
tired priest had much to do to follow. 
Once they halted on the weary way, 
while Father Paul pronounced absoiu- 

I am sorry to tion over an unconscious form being 
brought to the hospital tent on a 
stretcher. At last the minister pointed 
to a figure on the blood-soaked ground, 
then turned and went away.

As the dying man finished the con
fession of a dark aud reckless life, the 
priest asked him if he were willing to 
give testimony to witnesses as to the 
truth of one of his statements.

“You tell them, Father, 
gone before you can get them. See 
they are going farther away from us. 
The man they think guilty of my crime 
is being tried to-day. You can tell 
them. It is my dying wish. It is the 
only reparation I can make.”

“And do you solemnly swear that you 
have told me the truth in the matter ?”

The soldier raised his hand from 
which three fingers hung limp and 
covered with blood. “1 swear it,” his 
!|ps answered feebly. “Hurry, Father 
the absolution.”

The chaplain had barely finished the 
words in their shortest form when the 
eyes of his penitent were sealed in 
death. Then Father Paul stumbled 
weakly back to the other dying men. 

The trail had been a record one

CHRISTIAN TEMPERANCE
comparatively

greater success of Catholic temperance 
movements. While not neglecting the 
temporal advantages of abstinence, such 
as improved health, economy, and in
creased capacity for breadwiuning in 
labor, trade or professional pursuits 
Catholic promoters of temperance, insist 
on its spiritual advantages, the power 
of good example, the habit of thus satis
fying God for our sins, the peace of a 
good conscience, the sympathy with our 
Lord’s thirst upon the Cross, the assur
ance of consolation at tbe hour of death 
aud the firm hope of au everlasting re
ward. The marvelous triumph of 
Father Mathew has never since been 
equalled, though the successful labors of 
Cardinal Manning and Archbishop Ire
land have materially contributed to the 
continuance of the great movement. To 
the latter, then Bishop of St. Paul, Leo 
XIII, wrote on March 27, 1887 : “ \ve 
esteem worthy of commendation the 
noble resolve of our pious associations, 
by which they pledge themselves to ab
stain altogether from every kind of in
toxicating drinks. Nor can it at all be 
doubted that this determination is a 
fitting and truly efficacious remedy for 
this very great evil (intemperance :) 
and that so much the more strongly will 
all be induced to put this bridle upon 
appetite, by how much the greater are 
the dignity and influence of those who 
give the example. But greatest of all 
in this matter should be the zeal of 
priests, who, as they are called to in
struct the people in the word of life, 
and to mold them to Christian morality, 
should also, and above all, walk before 
them in the practice of virtue. Let 
pastors, therefor»’, do their best to drive 
the plague of intemperance from the 
fold of Christ by assiduous preaching 
and exhortation, and to shine before all 
as models of abstinence, and so the 
many calamities with which this vice 
threatens both Church and State, may, 
bv their strenuous endeavors, he 
averted."

There probably never has been so 
practical a crusade against intemper
ance as that which is now being carried 
on in the diecese of Quebec. The results 
hitherto obtained are to be found in 
the recently published report of the 
First Temperance Congress of the Dio
cese of Quebec. This large volume of 
eight hundred pages, besides covering 
the vast field of the entire question of 
temperance in its legislative, civic, 
hygienic, social, economic, and religious 
aspects, proves by statistics and facts 
that the Catholic Church, with its ad 
mirable parochial system applying to 
each individual soul, day by day, the 
principles of the gospel, and constantly 
renewing the flow of divine grace 
through its appointed channels, the 
sacraments, has, in the fight against 
intemperance, facilities that are absolu
tely unrivalled.

This voluminous report, of which we 
cannot even undertake to give a digest 
here, is a real storehouse for the temper
ance worker. It abounds in masterly 
generalizations such as that of Mgr. 
Emard when he said : “ Even if we take 
into consideration merely that amount 
of drink which exceeds what might 
reasonably be allowed, intemperance 
costs more than all our schools, all our \ 
charitable institutions and all the money 
spent on the upkeep of our churches.” 
The Report contains many eloquent dis
courses on temperance subjects, and 
they are singularly free from those ex
aggerations of theory and fact which 
mar and paralyze so much of the popu
lar non-Catholic literature. Perhapt 
the most valuable, certainly the most 
convincing of the scores of speeches and 
papers printed in this monumental 
volume is Father Lottie's Report of the 

conditions as

attorney only repeated his query:
I take the case ?”

“I suppose you had better. I do not 
know if there is anything to be done 
with it.”

“I will see what I can find out fur
ther,” the attorney said, as he picked 
up his hat and went away, leaving Riley 
plunged in deeper gloom by the light 
be had thrown upon the story.

Later came the Protestant chaplain 
of the regiment. He was a brave man 
and a good one, but his words meant 
little to Riley, who, whatever his sins, 
had no liking for heresy. Yet his 
thoughts were turned towards the true 
religion he had learned at his mother’s 
knee. He In-gan to pray for the mercy 
of God. When, still later that same 
day, the American Bishop, with one of 
his priests who had often came to the 
barracks, was admitted to his cell to 
visit tne unfortunate member of hi» 
tremendous flock, it was not difficult to 
lead him to make a good confession.

The days went by for two long weeks. 
Each evening be heard reports from his 
lawyer. Each night, as a consequence, 
he found hope more difficult to enter
tain; the blackness of despair settled 
closer about him. The trial was set for 
the beginning of the third week, the 
very day when bis service in the islands

Penance or mortification was an idea 
most anhorreut to the variy reformers of 
tbe sixteenth century, who despised 
good works because these often imply 
self-denial and therefore infringe, ac
cording to the original Protestant view, 
on the superabundance of the merits of 
Christ. However, the combined in
fluence of common sense aud the unac
knowledged but pervasive example of 
Catholic austerity have gradually 
brought the non - Catholic world 
to realize the necessity of good 
works. Total abstinence and fast
ing no longer 
apologists. Not only 
spiritual world admire these practices, 
it often makes them the sole test of 
goodness and an excuse for the neglect 
of other more important virtues. Ex
aggerations of this kind are inherent in 
all fragmentary presentments of Christ
ianity. Zealots, who are in possession 
of half-truths only, easily sin by excess 
or defect. The golden mean supposes 
the mind that is well-balanced in the 
centre of all round knowledge. This 
coign of vantage the Catholic alone 
occupies.

Temperance, according to Catholic 
theology, is one of the four cardinal vir
tues, so called because they are, as it 
were, the hinges round which all the 
moral virtues turn. Thus prudence en
ables us to know what to seek or to 
avoid ; justice gives everyone his due ; 
fortitude urges us to act or suffer with 
patience when difficulty stands in the 
way of our duty ; temperance restrains 
us when passion excites us to what is 
wrong. In a wide sense temperance 
means restraint or moderation, but it is 
commonly used for moderation in cer- 

appei.it,es which are coil-

woman

the state
of many
The most interesting anecdote concerned 
the birth of Catholicity in that state in 
the former home of this Southern lady. 
It was thus.

Early one winter, her brother, a 
young doctor, made a business trip to 
the railway centre of G—about one 
hundred and fifty miles from his native 
place, in the northern part of the State. 
On his return t ip he happened to pick 
up a daily paper, lying on the seat be
side him. The first thing that caught 
bis eye was a synopsis of a sermon on 
Transubstantiation by a noted Catholic 
preacher. As he and his family and 
relatives who formed the greater part 
of his home village were devout Episco
palians he anxiously perused the article, 
aud for the first time doubted the solid
ity of his own faith. Being of a mag
netic temperament, his conversation 
with his family and friends had the 
effect of plunging the greatest number 
of them into doubt with himself, and at 
length they all conferred together, 
framed a list of questions embodying 
their doubts and directed them to the 
Catholic priest at G—adding a note to 
the Post Master, <m one corner of the 
envelope which ran like this, “ This let
ter is directed to the Catholic priest of 
G—if there is one there, if not, kindly 
forward it to the nearest Catholic 
clergyman.”

The letter was sent with little de! iy, 
to a priest who directed a parish twenty 
miles away and he immediately sent 
controversial and other spiritual read
ing to the gentleman who had written

need Catholic 
does the uu-

within bis throat ; the thirst which had 
kept him a private through the first half 
of his listinent, despite a fine share of 
brave deeds to his credit.

For a few paces the men walked more 
briskly alter they had left the tuba 
gatherer aud his empty pall. Then 
their steps lagged wearily again ; the 
talk, which had brightened up for a 
moment, fell off : the men toiled on in 
silence, broken only by their panting 
for breath. At last, the summit on the 
hill came into view, less than a quarter 
of a mile away. They could see, if they 
cared to make the effort to raise their 
eyes, the stockade. At the foot of the 
final ascent they found half a dozen 
native women squatted on the ground 
with wide, shallow baskets in their laps, 
eager to sell fruits and other refresh
ments for a few of the coppers of the 
prodigal Americanos.

The poor sergeant had eyes for only 
one of these impoverished counters. On 
it stood a large bottle, full of the strange 
liquor which the natives call vino. The 
taste oi the tuna wus still on his lips . 
the memory of Mollie, of the good Father, 
of his pledge, was dulled in bis heart. 
He drank the dangerous spirit, as 
thirsty soldiers have drank it again aud 
again to their sorrow, half the bottle ere 
he drew it from his lips. After that 
everything went blank.

He never will know the things that 
happened, or what he did in the thirty- 
six hours from the time he swallowed 
that fiery drink. When he awoke he 
was in the guardhouse, and a friendly 
comrade told him he had been raving 
like a madman. He was suddenly re
leased from the military prison, but as 
he passed from his cell, a pair of native 
police awaited him. To his astonish
ment they clapped handcuffs upon his 
wrists. Too weak from his debauch to 
attempt resistance, he walked with hang
ing head and drooping shoulders, across 
the town to the provincial prison. 
Crowds of natives gathered in the wake 
of the trio, talking in excited tones the 
language he could not understand. The 
outdoor air somewhat cooled his burn
ing head and aroused his sick brain to 
wonder what it was all about. It was of 
no use to question his captors ; he waited 
till he reached the prison. There he 
asked the lieutenant of the constabulary 
what was the charge against him. The 
lieutenant, like all the other army men 
about knew Riley for a good man. There 
was sorrow in his eyes and in his voice 
as he answered the inquiry.

“ Sergeant,” he said, “ 1 
have to tell you what 1

of curious ones, who waited

tain strong 
oerned the preservation of the in
dividual or of the race. In the last 
hundred years or so—the first temper
ance society was founded in the State of 
New York in 1808—temperance has 
been still further restricted to mean 
moderation in the use of intoxicating 
drinks, and often, incorrectly, it im
plies total abstinence from these. We 
say ‘ incorrectly ’ because total abstin
ence goes beyond tbe strict limits of 
mere moderation and becomes a highly 
ascetical or penitential practice, what
ever be its motive.

The Catholic Church teaches, with 
Christ and St. Paul, that the use of

The young doctor gratefully acknowl
edged the receipt of the books and 
straightway the news reached all the 
neighbors many of whom gathered at his 
house each might, after their days toil, 
and listened to him reading those books 
that were to change so many of their

Then as the winter wore on and the 
spring was near at hand they decided to 
ask a priest to visit them, for they 

hundred,
the need of a guiding hand to solve their 
troubles. Once again they wrote the 
priest, who had so diligently interested 
himself in their cause with the result 
that he sent among them a visiting 
preacher, who had come to spend a pro
longed holiday in that climate.

The newly arrived clergyman was re
ceived with that easy hospitality, so 
peculiar to Southerners and at once be
gan to teach the doubting flock. As no 
house was large enough to hold all the 
people that assembled to hear him they 
sat out on ;the lawn at the rear of the 
old home-stead in which the doctor and 
his family lived.

The reverend Father stood on the 
doorstep day by day, and delivered a 
course of sermons to those honest people, 
seated under the dome of the great blue 
sky, while the gentle breezes wafted 
sweet odors from field and forest, to 
mingle with the still sweeter breath of 
the fruit blossoms overhead.

This retreat had a glorious ending, 
over half of the people were baptized 
and received Holy Communion from the 
hand of the same priest that Easter. They 
lost no time in erecting a small church 
and soon after a priest was sent to 
them. So it was Catholicism had its 
beginning in that part of North Caro-

THE MAN IN THE PEW
It was the color of the night—deep 

bine, bathed in moonlight—that brought 
the old memories back to him. He felt wine is, in itself, quite lawful (John II., 

1 seq. ; 1 Tim. v, 3.) The contrary 
opinion was part of the Manichaean 
heresy. At the same time, the Church 
holds that voluntary intoxication was a 
mortal sin. Hence all her children are

what the superstitious describe when 
they say. “Somebody has stepped on 
my grave.” For him somebody had 
come out of her grave that night. As 
he entered the church and breathed the 
perfume which floated out of the dark
ness, he straightened up and assumed a 
dignity of carriage not habitual.

The church was not illuminated yet. 
The marble altar, its whiteness shad
owed here and there with black masses 
of flowers and showing red drops of light 
aflioker on its gleaming surface when 
the sanctuary lamp sent them, rose 
ghost-like out of the gloom. Memories 
were crowding fast into the soul of the 
man who stood hesitatingly in the rear 
of the church, vague memories of a life 
into which had fallen like a benediction, 
the presence of a good woman.

Moonbeams sifted through the beau
tifully stained glass windows, Ringing 
the pews with faintly colored lights and 
throwing a death-like pallor over the 
face of the Mother of Sorrows, as she 
sat in majestic desolation beneath the 
Cross, her Crucified One resting inert 
on her lap. The expression on the face 

.of the statue reminded the man of 
another Mary, when she, too, sat clasp
ing the lifeless body of her son, their

numbered almost a and felt To
of So 

Bisho

bound at least to be temperate. Total 
abstinence is necessary to some, but 
only a matter of counsel to oth
Those who cannot be moderate in the Inquiry into temperance 
use of any intoxicating beverage or who revealed in answers to questions put to 
know that any such beverage is a dan- ! ^wo hundred parish priests of the Arcta- 

! gerous occasion of sin to them, are diocese of Quebec. Thirty-nine ques- 
bound to abstain altogether.

A sharp line of demarcation should 
be drawn between slightly alcoholic 
beverages, such as light wines and 
beer, and spirituous liquors. The lat
ter are the chief cause of the terrible

belief.
said the minister

“Si
in th

Fathi

Then

can do nothing for him.

Eczema Worse
in the Springravages of drunkeness in modern times.

All the intoxicating drinks used in 
ancient times seems to have been the 
product of fermentation alone. The art 
of evoking by distillation the fiery 
demon from his tempered state in wine 
and beer, is, so far as it affects western 
nations, a discovery of the Middle 
Ages. Albucasis, who lived in the 
twelfth century, is spoken of as the first 
western philosopher to teach the art of 
distillation as applied to the prepara
tion of spirits, although the art of separ
ating alcoholic spirit from fermented 
liquids seems to have been known long 
before in China, whence a knowledge of 
it gradually travelled westward. The 
name aqua vitae given to distilled 
spirits by medieval physicians and al
chemists, shows what an estimate they 
made of jthe Idisoovery. 
teenth century that erratic genius,
Raymond Lully, f 
able essence to be
Divinity, an element newly revealed to 
man, but hid from antiquity, because 
the human race were then too young to 
need this beverage, destined to revive 
the energies of modern decrepitude.”
Sadly have these anticipations been be
lieved ! The use of spirits has gradually 
become one of the greatest scourges 
that afflict civilizations.

So great are now the ravages of alco
hol that countless temperance societies 
and prohibition leagues have been or
ganized to fight this tremendous evil.
Well meaning non-Catholics often seem 
to think that legislation will act as a 
cure.' The experience of prohibition 
States and local option counties proves 
that prohibitory laws do some good.
Young men, who are not beset by the 
constant temptation of the open bar
room, grow up without any taste or in
clination for strong drink. But the 
effect of legislation on the older 
bers of the community is not so bene- 
flciaL Legislation does not convert, it 
merely deters. A thousand devices are 
resorted to in order to evade the law, 
and men naturally truthful and frank 
become liars and hypocrites under the , 
special temptation that attaches to for- Ij,m‘ted, Toronto.

suppose you 
know already. You are charged with 
the murder of a native policeman.”

Sergeant Riley's voice rose to an 
agonized scream that told the other the 
truth, that the accused man had not be
fore heard of the crime alleged against 
him.

“ Murder ! In God's name, don't say 
that," he cried. He broke into sobs as 
he tried to salute when he was led away 
to hi» cell.

A murderer l Through the long 
afternoon he sat in solitude, and re
peated the dreau word again and again. 
It was written on the white walls ; he 
heard it in the jargon of the dark- 
prisoners about him. They were ban
dits, murderers ; he was a murderer. A 
humau soul had gone to meet His Maker, 
aud by these, his own hands. No thought 
of the ciïCuuibtances, of how much evi
dence there might be against him, of the 
chances he might have of escaping from 
paying the penalty of his crime ; noue 
of these things crossed his mind. That 
he was here, a prisoner ; that the accu
sation had been brought against him ; 
that he had been crazy drunk, and knew 
nothing of the occurrence oi the time 
when the killing had been done ; these 
facts alone seemed to prove to bis mind 
that he was guilty.

Towards evening, the best American 
lawyer in the city came to see him. And 
it was then that he learned for the first 
time the revolting details of the crime 
charged agaiust him. According to the 
accounts, he had left the scene at the 
foot of the mil, almost immediately after 
drinking the vino ; he had somewhere 
secured a native cart and driven reck
lessly back to town ; the policeman had 
stopped his vehicle because it had no 

in drunken rage at the interfer
ence, he had leaped down, drawn his 
pistol, and fired twice through the, 
officer’s breast. He had then turned 
and driven out the mountain road as 

Somewhere he

The Blood Is Watery Difficult to 
Get the Healing Process 

Started
deat

But Whatever the Cause You Can 
Relieve the Itching and Heal 

the Sores WithA STORY OF CONVERSIONSwill be

Dr. Chase’s OintmentTHE POWER OF THE PRESS
That had been the beginning—that 

and her death—the beginning of his fall. 
He tried to retrace in thought each step 
of that downward path, but somehow he 
could not. It was too sordid. Besides, 
the perfumes of the lilies and roses, 
mingled with a breath of incense coming 
from behind the altar, brought earlier 
and sweeter memories out of the cleaner 
past. There waa something stirring in 
liis soul long dead.

He stepped into a pew and knelt down. 
But he dared not pray. A heart embit
tered against its God cannot make out
cry to that Of id. He was not there to 
pray. A thought came to him . Of 
course they would attempt to put him 

for speed. No technical objections had ont when the lights would be turned on 
stopped the progress of justice. At and he would be discovered. A fierce- 
every point the prosecution had won. n08H t)f spirit came over him. If they 
The difficulties about the identifications dared—dared to turn him out of this, 
had been more than made up by the his own church, the church which his 
perfect chain of circumstances. The thousands had helped to build—yes, he 
American counsel finished his weak de- would fight, fight with all the manhood

that was left in him. And he would— 
oh, of what was he thinking 1 After all, 
it was the house of God. The thought 
of God drove him cowering into the 
corner of the pew behind the great 
marble pillar. It would be right and 
just to cast him out. He had sold his 
birthright.

He sat in the pew. The fierce m<x)d 
began to give way to kindly feelings 
which the beauty about him aroused in 
him. He stared through the gloom up 
at the tabernacle door, where the red 
light was fondly playing, and back again 
upon the Mater Dolorosa with face 
drawn when her first-born died.

tyrd
We have heard so much about the in

fluence of the press, that the expression 
does not arouse sufficiently reverent 
vibrations in our busier generation. And 
yet admitting this, one is urged to state 
by way oi apology for our time, that 
human nature has ever been the same, 
and that custom has al wavs been more or 
less inclined to dim the real significance 
of life’s most potent truths. There is 
nothing new from the age of Solomon 
the proverb says, so relying on the gen
eral acceptance of this ancient fact, we 
can say, that the happy old earth has 
nothing very new to set aright.

All down the ages there have been 
the creators of thought and the expound
ers of thought, who have set up a work 
of higher vu operation in life ; they pur
sue their never-ending labor, with a 
mysterious silent force, so like that 
which makes the trees to grow, the 
leaves to unfold and the buds to blossom. 
And more justly so, since the mind is 
made in the image of its Maker, who 
summed up all human ideals of material 
beauty in onr earthly habitation the 
world, that great Architectural triumph 
of one Divine Idea.

And as we see seasons, with their 
variable weather succeed each other, ac
cording to a well-ordered plan, that we 
know it so, only because it is so, is it 
any more wonderful that mind, which is 
superior to matter, the living and one 
lasting expression of the Word Infinite, 
should achieve a result like unto its 
Creator, preserving the spark of truth,

Salt rheum and eczema are usually 
worse at this time of year because of the 
sudden change of temperature and the 
watery condition of the blood.

It is not necessary to refer to the 
suffering caused from the intense itch
ing nor to the tendency 
ments to spread over the entire body. 
The essential point is how to bring 
about cure, and if you have been read
ing the cures reported from time to time 

paper yon will already know 
that there is nothing like Dr. Chase's 
Ointment as a cure for eczema, salt 
rheum, psoriasis and every form of itch
ing skin disease.

This ointment stops the itching almost 
as soon as applied, lessens the discharge 
from the vesicles or blisters, cleans 
the morbid growth aud stimulates the 
process of healing.

Because other treatments have failed, 
you may feel disconrged. But in Dr. 
Chase's Ointment there is a cure for you. 
We know this because of the reports we 
have recrived fron so many thousands oi 
eases.

For instance there is the cure of Mrs. 
Nettie Massey of Consecon, Ont., who 
had psoriasis or chronic eczema so bad 
that almost the whole body was covered 
with sores, and three doctors failed to 
cure her. One doctor said she could 
never be cured. Write to Mrs. Massey 
about her case.

Dr. Chase's Ointment, <>0c. a box, at 
all dealers or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,

Chu

for
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If this was but one of many of the 
good results of Catholic journalism over 
half a century ago, how much more 
effectual can it not. lie to-day when op- i 
portunities are more than doubled— 
especially when the spirit of tolerance is 
fast ripening and throws a new light on 
Catholic dogma, thereby allowing 
writers to defend their dearest interests 
through their own and secular papers.

Apart from the religious view, there 
is the national ideal to be looked to, and 
the all round development of the people, 
the country and its resources which can 
be greatly facilitated through the help 
of the press, which is the sole literature 
of almost half of our rapidly increasing 
population.

If journalism can play such an import
ant role in the drama of life and civili
zation it rests with the universities 
those institutions that mould the minds 
of the future to use their advisory influ
ence with literary editors of the day, to 
direct their channels of communication 
along the purest routes through ideal 
and fertile pastures so that by a healthy 
process of filtration they may reach the 
reading public germ free and truly pala
table.

Ottawa, August 17, 1911.
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fence before noon of the second day. 
When he had ended the pre 
arose with a triumphant smile. “The 
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people feel that they need say 
further in proof of their case.”

Slowly, sadly, the judge, who had 
come from the same town as the ac
cused, and had known him from child
hood, began his charge to the jury. The 
political condition of the inlands would 
not admit of his Rooming to favor one 
of his own race; he felt that there was no 
excuse for favoring this one. An officer 
of the army, sent to preserve law and 
order, had been guilty of one of the 
most heinous crimes against all law. He
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had left the cart, and he had been found 
wandering aimlessly along the trail to-

Well-mannered people consult the 
wishes of others rather than their own. th
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