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DIVIDED - YET ONE.

A STORY OF THE CRUSADES.

CHAPTER I

A grand festival was being held at the
castle of Sir Roland de Montespan. It
was the eve of departure of a gallant
company of knights and nobles for the
Holy Land, and the merry making was
to bid them “God speed.” Not all, it is
true, of the brilliant gathering in that
hospitable hall were going to see the
sacred s0il from the crusading motive
alone. Some, it must be confessed, had
scarce given a thought tc the holiness of
the work, and very many of the rest
had much of the alloy of ambition,
curiosity and love of adve_n-
ture mixed with the pure gold of Qbris-
tian indignation and holy zeal, Here
two or three young knights were convers-
ing excitedly with an old crusader; there
Sir Roland and a few of the veterans
were “fighting their battles o’er again,”
The dance was almest forgoiten in the
excitement of the occasion.

And, yonder, in a deep recess, where
& narrow lattice admitted the soft and
goftening rays of the moon, stood two
youthful figures. Forgetful ofall around
them, these two seemed to be entirely
absorbed in the sweets of each other’s
society, There was an earnest, almost
holy lock of high purpose mixed with
ardent love on the face of the youth.
His long crimson cloak, thrown back
from his breast, revealed a figure rich
with promise of vigorous manhood, He
was speaking earnestly, tenderly to the
tearful meaiden beside him. Presently,
and with a deep sigh, she looked up.

#God and our Lady bless thee, dear
Edward, and keep thee—,”

His earnest look caused the rest to
die away on her lips, and her eyes to
seek the floor again,

“Margaret,” said her lover, “betrothed
of my heart, I feel that it is only the
Crusade that can make me not utterly
unwerthy of thee. I go to win laurels
wherewith to enwreath thy pure brow—
to bring back a name, which, won in a
holy cause, will surely bless our hearth
—our hearth, sweet one, for truly we are
80 pledged, are we not 2’

She blushed; he took her willing hand
and went on passionately :

“Yes, while my heart is here, in thy
keeping, may my sword be a humble in-
strument for the redemption of the
sepulchre ot my God,”

Margaret de Montespan’s heart caught
some of the fire of the young enthusiast.

*Go, Edward. Far be it from me to
detain thee! I hope in thy hope, I
glory in thy glory, Think not because
I tremble, and, perchance, even weep,
that I cannot feel thy fire, Nay, dear
love, I am the daughter of warriors, and
I am thine the more that thou lovest the
trumpet and the war-horse—aye, and
the gory field of cattle. I am the child
of a saintly mother, and my heart goes
to fight with thee in the Holy Land, The
Gad thou severest with thy sword will
bless thee, and, surely, me, for thy
sake,”

A movement among the guests made
them turn, Sir Roland bads the musi-
cians strike up a crusading hymn, and, as
the ladies left the hall, Margaret scarcely
had time for “Farewell”—yes, a hurried
band-pressure and favewell! For the
next morning all would be burry, all ex.
citement, and the knights departed early;
and, alas, she dared not show her love
openly. Margaret went to her chamber
and sat musing, her hands hanging list-
lessly in her lap, her white drees gleaming
in the pale light, her eyes gazing dreamily
before her.

Edward de Faulkner was the gon of an
old friend of her fatker. Noble, chival-
rous and honoratle, with an ardeat heart
and high aime—and some of these qual-
ities were by mo means common among
the Normen knighte=—he was poor, his
name decayed, and needing a brilliant
career indeed to make him, in the eyes of
Sir Roland de Montespan, a fit con-
sort. for his  only child, It
never even occurred to him to
supposs for a single moment that she
could dream of union with de Faulkner.
And Margaret knew all this, She knew
Sir Roland’s pride and ambition; she knew
of Edward’s poverty, and yet—. Ah,
love i: 8o stealthy! He creeps in quite
unknown to the cwners of his victim
hearts, and before they are aware of his
presence, behold, he has already taken
possession and will not be gainsald! So
that when the time came for Edward de
Faulkner to take the arms and name of a
koight and march to the Crusade, Mar-
garer was astonished to find herself cling.
ing with all the love of her young heart
to him and weeplng bitter tears in secret,
She had a gentle, loving mother; but how
could she confide to her what might be a
hopeless affection ? The noble and gentle
maidens of that day were taught
to be perfectly quiecent in = the
disposal of their hand. She must
abide her time; she must walt and frust
that Edward would soon return covered
with glory; she must pray that never,
never should she be called upon to become
the bride of another, All thess thoughts
and & thousand others rushed through her
mind as she sat In her chamber. How
deeply and how purely her heart clung to
him !

She walted, the scalding tears in her
eyes and a dead welght at her heart, At
last all sounds of revelry ceased and she
was growing calmer. A slight nolse in
the corridor made her start, The chapel
door was opened and closed softly. A
smile fitted ever her face asshe threw a
blug eloak gyer her shoulder and left the
room. Swifily and uciselessly she glided
down the steps to the chapel, opened th
tribune door, and entered. 8

The moonlight bathed the sanctuary
floor, casting a thousand glimmering
lights over the altar and tabernacle from
the rich east window. The sanctuary
lamps shone like sparks of red five amid
the upper gloom. On the floor, just
outside the sanctuary, lay the armour of
a knight, and beside the armour, his
eyes intently fixed upon the tabernacle,
knelt he for whom her soul lo_nged.
Silently she knelt down in the tribune
upon the soft cushion, *To morrow, to-
morrow, he will be a kmgh},” she
breathed. “Ob, God, guard him; oh,
God, accept his vows with graciousness;
03, God, bless him in life and grant him
a peaceful death!”” He saw her not;she
koew it and rejoiced, It was joy unm-

speskable to be near him in the silent
knowledge of his love; to be near him
here, in the presence of the Most Holy
Eucharist; to pour forth her prayers for
him and to watch with him during the
silent night, the eve of his knighthood,
the last night—till when?

So they watched together; till, at
length, the moon glided psst and left the
sanctuary dark, and the youth and the
armour were almost lost in the shadow,
Then she crept back to her chamber and
slept.

'f‘he sound of cheerful voices, the clink
of armour, ard the noise of armed foot-
steps awoke her next morning. She rose
hurriedly and opened the casement,
Thece, in the courtyard, was mustering the
g2y throng of Knights. The sun was get-
ting fairly high, the moon was bright and
resounding with the sopgs of a thousand
birds. She had missed the ceremony of
Knighthood ! Her mother, considering the
late hour of her retiring to rest the night
bafore, had forbidden her to be awakened.,
A pang of disappolntment aad self-
reproach shot through ber beart, All the
warriors saluted hexr; but only one did she
see; she was coneclous of but one horse
man, saw but one face, full of joy and
sorrow and love; and the next moment
her breath came short, her eyes swam and
for a few seconds she was on the verge of
swooning, But pride and maidenly re-
serve came to her ald; and Margaret de
Montespan waved her hand in farewell,
her eyes bright with the light of tears and
a flush which made her radiant as the
morning upon her rounded cheek.

“How lovely she is!” exclalmed a
young gallant to Sir Edwaid as they rode
away.,

“Aye,” was the answer. And he mur-
mured to himseif, “Mine, mine alone !”

Oh, Youth, truly thou art sanguine; thou
fiadest hope where others would but des-
palir! But who would wish it otherwise? We
are the nobler for the hopes, the stronger
for the dreams, The blossoms of spring
and the flowers of summer fade ; but the
fruit remains,

Thus he departed; and Margaret was left
with a remembrance sweet and sad, but
hopeful, Would he not return and claim
her? She lived on, every day becoming
more and more attached to her own nook
in the tribune; for here, in the chapel, was
the one frlend on earth who knew her
secret, and could and would help and
sympathise with her—the veiled Em
manuel in the Tabernacle,

Months rolled past, and thers came
tidings of a great vilctory over Saladin,
then of the march to Jaffa, tken -the
straggling and contradictory reports of
King Richard’s movements, followed by
his uncertain fate. He returned to his
kingdom ; and still there came no Sir
Edward de Faulkner to claim her, Twice
she had heard something of him—once &
pligrim asking alms at the castle had
mentioned his name in his story of a
brilllant sortle ; and, egain, a knight
returned from the crusade, reported him
aad his mercy to a vanquished Turkish
cfficer,” But he knew not what had be.
come of bhim on the return of Richard’s
army, That was ail.

{ OHAPTER II.

And the year went by—two, three,
five, Siill Margaret loved - and hoped
on ; hoped till she found that hope had
gradually and unconsciously died out,
leaving a grave in his heart, Calmly
and wsadly she thought of him as dead,
and instead of praying for his return,
found herself supplicating for the repose
of his soul, Several times had her hand
been sought: but she had ever shown
such a dislike of marriage that her
mother, deeming from her frequent
visits to tae chapel, from her thoughtful
and saintly ways, that shs looked to the
convent as her haven of love and peace,
did not urge it; and Sir Roland, who
had intense respect for his wife, yielded
%0 her representations, though he gcea
sionally brought a vivid blush to his
daughter’s cheek by a word or a hint
about her long maidenhood,

Buat now the gentle Lady de Montespan
was anxious to have Margaret’s desire
expregsed in words, As a mother, she
shrank from parting with a beloved
child ; but, as a Catholic, she dared not
place herself between her and her con.
secration to God.

Oze morning, when they were at their
embroidery frames, Margaret uncon-
sciously paused, and looking up, her
mother saw her eyes wistfully turned
towards the distant convent, where it
stood on the hill-side shaded by noble
trees, as if the whisperings of nature
alone were allowed to intermingle with
its holy quiet, The thin wreath of
smoke, rising from amid the foliage,
seemed an emblem of the peaceful and
Heavenward happiness and prayer with-

in,

Lady de Montespan watched her in
silence a moment or two,

“Margaret, my child,’ at the sound of
her mother’s voice the maiden started,
and a quick flush overspread her features
—“hast thou a love for yonder conyent,
that thine eyes are so often turned
towards it 77

“It is & holy life, sweet mother,” she
replied,

“Truly, my child; and thy constant
dislike of suitors has led me to—to_»
She paused, her voice trembled, and
tears started to her eyes,

Margaret crossed over, knelt down,
and kissed her mother’s hand,

“Nay, dearest mother, that life is not
for me. I was but thinking of our cousin
Agnes, the abbsss, and of the fullness
and besuty of her life, In sooth, to
speak with her is to be holier for a
season.,”

Lady de Montespan started with a
mingled sensation of surprise and relief.

| This, then, was not the goal of Margaret’s

hopes, if she hag, indeed, any hopes, for
of suitors would she have none éither,
Soon she spoke again, determined, if
possible, to fathom the mystery,

“Then, my Margaret, must we needs
find thee a fit companion for thy life.
But thou hast been ever so coy that, if
we hasten not betimes the flower of thy
youth will be withered ere thy hand be
bestowed. If thou couldst have found
it in thy heart to love—”

Margaret stopped her with a frightened
and beseeching look,

“Ask me not, ask me not!” she ex-
claimed hurriedly; then softly and
soothingly continued: “Pardon me, oh,
forgive me, sweet mother, But, if it so

please thee, my hand shall not be given

to man, There iz none that I love upon
earth,”

She blushed painfully, aware that
she had shown more passion than
her mother would deem becoming,
And, indeed, there was a slight
tone of displeasure mingled with
the tenderness of Lady de Montespan’s
reply,

“These are strange words, Margaret.
Thy father and 1, methinks, are the best
guardians of thy welfare, We have not
pressed a choice upon thee nor chosen
for thee, because I deemed—but that
matters not. There are suitors enow
for thy hand.”

Margaret clasped her hands with alook
of agony,

“My mother, forgive me if I speak yet
this once. Thou art merciful; compel
me not, Ob, if thou knewest all, if thou
knewest all !”

Again a deep flush overspread her fea-
tures. Her memory told over the scenes
and hopes of long ago; and she wept.
Gladly would she have suppressed her
tears, but their tide, swept onward by
the force of remembrance, was too
strong,

Lady de Montespan turned pale,
What meant all this? She felt at one
moment bswildered, at another excus
able displeasure at which she deemed
mere sentimentality and waywardness.
Presently she eaid, “Margaret, this is but
foolishness, Look up and tell me thy
meaning.”

Thaus commanded, her daughter, by a
great effort, overcams her emotion suffi.
ciently to say, “Ramemberest thou, my
mother, Edward de Faulkner

“Aye, surely,” responded her parent,
“But what have all these tears to do
with him 97

“We loved each other,” said Margaret,
falteringly, and, then, little by little,
followed the short story of that youthful
love,

Lady de Montespan listened with sym
pathetic interest, ‘‘But, my poor child,
he returned not, with or without glory,
He is surely dead, King Richard re-
turned, and the last straggling knight
has re.entered his own halls. Thou must
not waste thy heart’s love on the dead.
Strive to bury it with him. Come, thou
shalt have twelve months for thy task;
and then a living love shall be thine,”

“Oh, lady and mother, have pity, I
cannot love again!_I dare not——,”
began the weeping girl; but with a look
of dignified astonishment, and with
severe distinct emphasis, her mother
reproved her.

“Such is not the condition of mind
befitting & modest maiden and true
child, Margaret. I find I needs must
leave thee alone to calm thy diserdered
heart,”

And the maiden was leti along, alone
with her own thoughts, The embroidery
frame was forgotten. Mechanically she
twisted the bright silks round her fin.
gers, as they lay on a table near her,
The past seemed bright with hopes, the
future, to her sensitive and romantic
mind, ominous and dark with fears, A
quiet life in the old castle with its
romantic - scenery had done much to
foeter the imaginative tenderness of her
nature, so that the mere prospect of
union with any one but her beloved
Edward was the bitterness of death to
our heroine, Nevertheless, she was
conscientiously assured that nothing
remained for her but obedience to her
parents and could only pray for strength,
And, now, & series of festivities was de.
vised to rouse Margaret into gaiety.
Many a tournament, also, was graced by
her sweet presence, But even the
prowess of knighthood—so powerful
a stimulus in  that chivalric
age—was unable to warm her with more
than a passing excitement, Yet she was
20 gentle, s0 obedient, so sweet that
neither her mother nor Sir Roland couid
find a single tangible fault in her,

The twelve months’ respite was draw-
ing to & close, when a sudden and fatal
illness seized the Lady of the Castle.
No more was said about Margaret’s mar-
riage ; it seemed clearly her duty to take,
as far as possible, her beloved mother’s
place, and to soften the grief of Sir
Roland. Terrible was the blow to her
also. But the knife of bitter grief had
been plunged in her heart before, and,
Io ! it had discovered a well of sweetness
and sympathy and patience that, now
occasion offered, made her a meet com-
forter for her father, and a gentle and
true mistress and benefactress of all
under her rule. Trials are blessings or
curses according as we receive or reject
them,

CHAPTER III,

Years passed; Sir Roland died in battle;
8 nephew had taken his place in the
Castle, whose two motherless children were
the special solicitude of “Cousin Max-
garet,” The simple peasantry, in whose
hearts she was shrined, told many stories
and surmised many reasons why she was
still “Mistress Margaret.,” Some said she
had made a vow of maidenhood; others
that she had been warned in a vision not
to marry a certain Knight and would not
marry another; and others egain that she
had remained single to minister to her
father, and later had sacrificed herself to
her little cousins. But all agreed that it
was stranger such lovliness had not made
her a bride long sgo.

One day, when summer was ripening
into autumn; whan the hedges shone with
the red fruit of the rose; when the fields
were heavy with their wealth of golden
graln and the trees Were resplendent in
their farewell robes of crimeon and gold, &
solitary horseman rode slowly towards the
Castle. A kright he seemed to be by the
style of his dress. ‘But his armour was
rusty and dented; his cloak was thread-
bare, and his face worn and anxious. He
came across & peasant who happenad to
be working in one of the fielde and ac.
costed him, _

“A fine castle, my good friend ! Canst
thou tell me What knight or noble Is its
lord 97

“Marry, that can I. ’Tis the young
Lord Fitzhugh.” Then, gazing curiously
on the shabby accoutrements of the rider,
“Sir Knlght, thou must be a stranger in
these parts,”

“Fitzhugh—Fitzhugh ?” murmured the
knight questloningly,

“Aye, Fitzhugh,” interrupted the man,
“the nephew of our good lord Roland de
Montespan.”

The knight started painfully, “Aye, I
knew Sir Roland once—many years ago.

Canst thon tell me,
him and his family,
davghter 27

#He died tome slx years since,
lady long before him.”

“Bat his daughter —his daughter 7”
questioned the horseman, impatiently,
“what of her 7”

“Oh, aye,” responded the peasant, get-
ting surly, and looking with ill-disguised
contempt at his interrogator, ®*and who be
thee, I'd like to know, to ask with such
mightly spleenfulness about his daughter ?
Bat, an you are minded to know, she’s at
the castle, and a right noble lady she s !”

The knight turned rapldly, put spurs to
biz horse, and galloped cff,

“Why, saints help us, what’s in him !
He’s gone, and never a groat for my
pains. May St. Anthony forget me if
ever I tell strangers all I know agsin,”
and the man slung his spade over his
shoulder and turned oft towards the road.

But the knight—suddenly he reined
in his steed, and passed his muiled
band sacross his brow. Should he
venturs to see her, without name,
without glory? He looked down at
his shabby accoutrements, and smiled
bitterly. “She was ecarce more than a
child when we parted,” he murmured 5
then, with the words came a thought
which nearly stunned him, The peasant
had said she was at the castle, but was it
on g visit? If so, she was married. Or
was it still her home? Delirious
thought! Oould he dare to think so? Then
a thousand possibilities flashed through
his mind, swifter than lightning, She
might have forgotten him, might be
widowed. Twenty years wasa long time!
Bat oh! the longer he thought the more
did those twenty years contract, till the
8pan across them was but that between
yesterday and to-day.. Siowly he rode on
through the park. How he, instinctively,
as it were, threaded his way through its
groves and labyrinths! Calmed by the
very vehemence of his thoughts, Sir
Edweard de Faulkner hoped the bright
hopes and dreamed the sweet dreams of
youth egain, Presently a turn in the
park brought into view the western angle
of the castle, flooded with the glowing
light of the setting sun, which glittered,
too, on the arms and badge of the warder
who paced the battlements.

He dismounted and leaned agalpst his
horse, The Angelus bell from the distant
convent told sweetly the time of prayer,
and he obeyed the summons. As the Jast
peal died away amid the forest trees, he was
startled by the sound of children’s voices.
Soon, two bright little maldens darted
acroes his path, stood for a moment to
geze wonderingly at him, and then sprang
away again in a wild chase towards the
castle,  An old servitor was scon upon
them from another direction. D3 Faulk-
ner watched them over the draw-bsidge,
half hidden from his view in foliage. His
cheek was blanched; his gaze fascinated—
were they her’s?  So terribly was every
senseabsorbed in that cne fear, tbat he
heard not a soft step across the mossy
sward, A lady was walking swiftly
towards the spot where he stood; but she
hesitated when she caught sight of tha
knight and seemed inclined to turn in
another direction.  Changlng her mind,
however, and smiling at what she deemed
& foolizh fear, struck, also by the dejected
attitude of the horseman, she advanced.

“Sir Kuight, methinks rest is thy need.
If I may offer thee the hospitality of yon
castle, say s0; and all its best is at thy ser.
vice,” i

What was there in that voice that made
the knight turn so suddenly? It was the
voice he had carried in his heart for
twenty long years. Mechanieally ho held
out his arms. For one moment the lady
started and drew nerself up with dignity
not unmixed with fear, and the deep flush
that dyed her cheek recalled her youth.
The next, some impulse moved her to
scan his face, She looked with doubt and
uncerfainty into his eyes, a new-born
bope leapt in her heart—there was a look
that she remembered there, As for her
lover, he had forgotten all but the Mar
garet of long ago, and a wild langing took
possession of him to clasp her once more,
“Margeret,” he said in a low volce of
passionate appeal, “it {s [, —come !” And
she came; the last time was twenty years
before. “Itis I”—oh, sweet, instinctive
certainty of love! There was but one
“I” for her in the world.

Lst us draw a veil over these moments,
After all, words are but clumsy inter.
preters of feeling ; end the more solemn,
the more sacred, the more absorbing the
feeling, the more inadequate the speech.
At last, a fullness of supreme rest suc.
ceeded to the rapture of re-union, And
as the sun was casting its last rays over
the earth Margaret, leaning on De
Faulkner’s arm, entered the castle,

“My own,” said he, as he paused on
the threshold, “this is a hundred-fold
return for the heats of the Arabian
desert, aye for 8 Mohammedan duageon
and years of longing, The thought of
thee has guarded me from the sins of the
East, even as the possession of thee will
be my shield from time to time.”

“May God grant it!” was the low
reply, as Margaret glanced upward with
tearful and grateful eyes,

THE END,

good fellow, aught of
Methinks he had a

and my

‘When you feel your strength is failing,
In some strange, mysterious way;
‘When your cheek is slowly paling,
And, *Poor thing,” the neighbors say,
As they look at you in pity,
To the nearest drug store send,
At the earliest chance, and get a
Bottle of the Sick Man’s Friend.

You will get what you want by asking
for Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Dis-
covery. This medicine tones up and in-
vigorates the weakened system by purify-
ing the blcod and restoring lost vigor,

Cholera and all summer complaints are
80 quick in their action that the cold hand
of death is upon the victims before the
are aware that dangeris near, If attacked
do not delay in getting the proper medi-
cine. Try a dose of Dr. J. D, Kellogg’s
Dysentery Cordial, and you will get imme-
diate relief. It acts with wonderful rapid-
ity and never fails to effect a cure.

On the Platform.

Public speakers and singers are often
troubled with sore throat and horseness
and are liable to severe bronchial attacks
which might be prevented and cured by
the use of Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam—the
best throat and lung remedy in use.

Why go limping and whining about ycur
corus when a 25 cent bottle of Holloway’s
Corn Cure will remove them? Give it a
trial and you will not regret it,

THE SALVATION OF PROTESTANTS,

A JESUIT FATHER SPEAKS AT ST. FRANCIS
XAVIER'S ON THE SUBJECT,

Reported for the Freeman’s Journal by
Thomas J. M'Geoghean.

Rev. Father Russo,S, J., delivered an

able discourse, last Sunday evening, in
St. Francis Xavier's church, West Six-
teenth street, this city, in the course of
which he dwelt on the salvation of Pro.
testants at some considerable length,
o In the beginbing of his remarks he
said that the Catholic Church had now
existed nineteen centuries, while
other denominations came into
being only a few centuries ago. There
cannot be {two true Churches.
One of them wmust ncessarily
be in error; for, truth is one
and indivisible, The objections made
against the Catholic Caurch are numer-
ous. Some will say that, at one time,
it” was the true Church, but that 1t
became corrupt., If 80, then Christ
broke His word, for He promised to be
with His Church “all days even to the
consummation of the world,” As He,
the God of Trutb, made this promise, He
will keep it, and it is blasphemy to as-
sert the contrary. Therefore, the
Cburch is the true Church to-day, the
same as it ever was,

As to the teaching of the Church, our
Protestant friends could never prove or
point to one error taught by her; ro, not
even one; and the calumnies utfered
against the Church have been disproved
by the testimony of history, It is im-
poseible for her to teach error because
her doctripes are those inculeated by her
Divine Founder to His Apostles, and by
them to their successors, the priests and
bishops of the Church, They have their
commission from Him, “Going, there.
fore,” said our Lord, “teach all nations,
and I will be with you all days even to
the consumation of the world.”” In these
words, he could not have mesant the
Aposties elone, as some object, for they
could not possibly live till the
end of the world, He most un-
doubtedly, therefore, meant ail their
legitimate successors in the Apostolate,
and addressed Himself to them as well
as to those who had been immediately
gathered around Him, Hence, the oanly
infallible guide to lead souls to Gad to-day
is the Catholic Church, and she, in fact,
is the only Church that even lays claim
to infallibility in the matter, The others
are all drifting about “with every wind
of doctrine,”

But of all the slanders atiributed to
us, one of the worst is that we Catholics
agsert, beyond the shadow of a doubt,
that all Protestants will be damned!
We do nothing of the kind, This is not
the teaching of the Catholic Church, It
is anti Catholic teaching, It must be
distinctly understood that we distinguish
in the Church two elements., Oans of
these elements can be seen, such as the
administration of the sacraments, the
preaching ot the Word of God, the offer-
ing up of the Holy Sacrifice of the Altar ;
in & word, all the external exercises of
our religion, the exterior practice of our
faith. All these constitute what we term
the body of the Church. But, besides
this, there is also the soul of the Church,
by which the body is kept alive, This
is the second element, and 1t consists of
the sanctifying grace of God, the very
life which sustaimns, as I said, the body of
the Church, Ia this we do not, for a
moment admit the existence of two
Churches, for there is only the one
Church with the bady and soul united,
the same as in the individual, who kas
alec & body and soul. We do not, we
cannot call him two men; we call him
one man, Otherwise, wo would be
Jaughed at, It is the same way with the
Caurch of Christ.

What then is the doctrine of faith? Tt
is simply this, that, in order to be saved,
we must at least belong to the soul of
the Church. Therefore we must have
the grace of God, and if we appear before
God without it we are lost. If cur Pro.
testant friends, then, belong to the soul
of the Church by being in a state of
sanctifying grace, God will not suffer
them to be lost when they are in invin.
cible ignorance, for invincible ignor-
ance will never be punished by
God. If they are in good Jaith, and
lead sinless lives, they belong to the soul
of the Church, and if they die in that
condition they are saved, Or if, having
sinned, they make an act of perfect fon-
trition, and thus recover the grace of
Gad, they are also secure of their salva-
tion, and God will not take into account
their errors of faith when they happen
to be in a state of invineible ignorance,
or when they are in good faith regarding
their religion,

The great difficulty with Protestants is
that, though they have the privilege to
belong to the soul of the Church of God,
they lose numerous advantages possessed
by those who belong to both the body
and soul of the Church. They lose the
benefit of the Sacraments and a thousand
spiritual graces and helps derived there-
from to aid us to gain heaven. At the
hour of death, after a careless life, it may
not be easy to make an act of perfect
contrition, although it may I PATA-
tively easy to make an act of atfrition,
which latter puffices, with the grace of
the sacrament of Penance, to purify the
soul, The Protestant, not baving this
grace of the sacrament of Penance, and
not being able to feel that intense love
for God required in the act of perfect con-
trition, after a sinful life will be lost not
because of his want of faith, but because
of the sins unrepented of when he-did
not make the act of perfect contrition, a
thing not easily done after a reckless
life. If, however, he should happen to
feel that perfect sorrow for insulting his
Maker so often, then, no doubt, God will
show him His mercy.

So far, then, for the slander so often
uttered against Catholics in relation to
their doctrine about the salvation of
Protestants. You see how false and how

groundless the calumny is,

Father Russo here dwalt on the objec.
tion made by some Protestants against
our religion, because, indeed, it was the
religion of the poor. Why, remarked
the learned divine, we glory in this!
Did not Christ come to preach the
Gospel to the poor? Did He not belong
to the poorest of the poor? This cer-
tainly was & very bad argument, and it
should never deter our Protestant friends
from entering the “One Fold.” They

all must necessarily see the consistency
of Catholic tesiching; at least those of
them who give any serious thought to
the matter, We do not teach one thing
to.dsy and another thing to morrow.
But how is it with those of other denomi.
nations? They listen to their pastor
preach one doctrine and quite a different
doctrine the Suaday following. They
bave, therefore, no unerring guide,
Ministers will preach to suit the con-
gregation addressed, as & general thing,
Itis not go with us, We preach Christ
and Christ crucified,

But Protestants say that the Catholic
Church is not “respectable;” that it is
persecuted and despised by the world,
Ab, here we glory in this again! Has it
not been said that “the Church iz the
mystical body of Christ?”? Hes not
Carist been persecuted ? Therelore, of
necessity, the Church must be perse-
cuted, and come out triumphant throngh
the very midst of persecution and suffar.
ing, even as Our Blessed Lord triu mphed
finally over death itself.

But the pride of poor human nature is
the chief stumbling-block in the wsy of
Protestants, Many of them, especially
among the weaithy classes, would be-
come Catholics, but they cannot bring
themselves to kneel at the same altar
with the afflicted and with the poor,
suffering ones of Christ, The great ones
of the world, indeed, associate with
cuch as theze, even in the house of God !
The idea that the great and powerful
ones of the world should have to deper.d
on the absolution of a priest to save
their souls! Oh,no! And so they will
perish in their pride, forgetful of Carist’s
mandate to His Apostles, “Going there-
fore, teach all nations, baptizing them in
the name of the Father and of the Son
and of the Holy Ghost, and behold, T am
with you all days, even to the consumma-
tion of the world, And again: “As the
Father sent Me, I send you, . , . whose
sins you shali forgive they are forgiven,
and whose sins you shall retain they are
retained;”’ words that prove clearly the
power given by Christ to priests of His
Ubureh to forgive singin His name,

But this humiliation of the confes-
sional is a great drawback with Protest-
ants whenever they conceive an idea of
becoming Catholics. But the humilia-
tion is not greater for them than it is
for us. From the lowest to the highest
among us—to the Pope himself—all must
bend the knee in the confessional to re-
ceive absolution before going to Holy
Communion, for it is a_condition placed
by Our Blessed Lord for the cleansing
of the soul from sin,

We Cathelics have one very important
duty to perform, and one which we can-
not lay too much stress upon. Itis to
pray—to pray with fervor and with per.
severarce, for the conversion of cur Pro-
testent iriends. Buf, above all things,
let us give them gobd example. Oh,
this is the chief thing—good example,
If they see ihat our religion makes us
lead holy lives, they will naturally say
there is something in it, and they them-
gelves will pray and investigate, till at

Inst, with the blessing of God, they will be
brought into the body of the Church,
How rejoiced you would be to kaow that
such and such a friend became a Catho-
lic! What feelings of satisfaction it
would be to you! How it would help
you fo gain your own salvation, too! Oa,
thivk of it! Pray, then, for the con.
version of our Protestant friends, for the
grace of God is allpowarful, and prayeris
the great key that will open the freas-
ures of God’s grace for ali wha are dis-
posed to possess them,

HE WAS FROM DAKOTA,

Oar Princeton correspondent wrltes as
follows: A tall, attenuated specimen of
bumanity, looking as if he might be a
lineal descendant of Brother Z->phaniah
Sockdolloger, quietly dropped into the
parsonage last Saturday evenlne and in.
treduced himself as the Rev. Mr. Ken-
nedy of Rapld City, Dakots. In the
light of subsequent events it is an easy
matter to say that his reasons for visiting
this district were not gatisfactory ; how-
ever, they were sufficient to sscure a
pleasant reception, a hospltabls entertain.
ment and an invitation to preach. To the
latter he mildly demurred on the ground
that his clerical outfit was in Torounto, but
his reluctance was finally overcome, He,
however, tenaclously clung to the opinion
that bis shoes were not exactly orthodox,
so he bought a pair from one of our
merchants, promising to pay for the ssme
upon the arrival of his wife, who always
carried the purse. The merchant would
doubtless have been pleased to fill farther
esteemed orders upon similar terms, bat
the man from the boundless West was
& blg-hearted, unseifish being, whose
gentlemanly instincts would not allow
bim to play the hog. On Sunday the
Rev. Mr, Kennedy - preached, It is true
that he didn’c resd the hymns like an
elocutionist; and it was noticed that at
times his discourse lacked coherency; bat
these little faults were readily overlooked
in a man who had wrestled with Dakota
blizzards and been generally shaken up
by his strnggles to wrest the inhabitants
of hig far away home from the clutches of
the Evil one. Where is the Rev. Mr,
Keunedy new? He left early Monday
morning,  His departure wes quiet and
unceremonious, befitting one of his voca-
tlon. Some of our peopls have been
looking for him, but he has g provoking
wey of keeping out of sight, When his
wife arrives he will likely return and pay
for those shoes,.— W oodstock Sentinel Review,

It seems to be no bard matter to find
one’s way into some pulpits, Ep, Carmo.
LIC REcorD,

The experience of years furnishes the

-most convincing evidence that thousands

of lives are annually saved by the use of
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, It speedily
cures all aftections of the throat, bron-
chial tubes, and lungs,

Tmportant to Workingmen.

Artizans, mechanics and laboring men
are liable to sudden accidents and injuries,
as well as painful cords, stiff joints and
lameness, To sll thus troubled we would
recommend Hagyard’s Yellow Oil, the
handy and reliable pain cure for outward
or internal use. :

Mother Graves’ Worm Exterminator is
pleasant to take; sure and effectual in
destroying worms, Many have tried it with.
best results;




