
Solitude.

Acropolis of reel In noieran hours,
Ureal city of the «lient and the lone,

Ye rear on high your heaven-communing
And build*yourself 

thrown.
Invisible old keep no 

What august dignity ye )<
Ye hold the hom age of each 

The promise unto
Your walls are decked with banners hardly 

won
From silent victories within the breast; 

Here poets haunt the chambers of the sun 
As song birds build upon a mountain crest.

anew though oft o'er-

cool and gray 
lend to life I 
h weary day— 
of toll and strife.peace

Your alleys lead to vision and to prayer : 
The prophet's cry breaks from your Del

phic halls;
And conflicts which have cleansed this 

earthly air
Were fought at first around your sacred

With hi your council house sit shapes of 
Terror, Remorse,

Here the great drops of penitence are 
Amid a cleansing purgatorial fire.

Here Thought abides wlihm your frescoed
And fair 'philosophy Is pacing slow.

Here stand ideals In their rosy bloom,
And shapes of greatness ever come and go, 

Acguhta Laknka.

and Retribution dir
shed

PHILISTA

Maurice F Egan In Catholic World.
IV.

Next Sunday Cornelius went to Mass as 
usual. He storm at ihc door and took a 
comprehensive look at the interior before 
kneeling, although the priest was at the 
Offertory. He did not see Alice. He 
scanned the silent congregation with an 
observant eye. His education had trained 
him to judge a man's pocketbook, and 
consequently a man’s usefulness to him, 
by bis clothes, lie shook his head and 
called to mind the richly dressed people 
whom he had passed on their way to the 

the Church oftemple of Episconalianism, 
the Survival of tne fittest.

During Mass he thought much of the 
contrast. If one may hear Mass l»y being 
physically present Cornelius fulfilled the 
obligation; but his mind was engaged in 
speculating as to his future.

He was not really bad; he had no inten
tion of doing anything dishonorable or 
disreputable. But during childhood and 
youth—the longest times of our life—he 
had learned that wliat we see with our 
corporeal eyes is the only thing that exists. 
Religion was well enough on Sundays. 
With the old people, particularly with old 
Irish people, who were naturally behind 
the times, it might mean much. A young 
man with his way to make in the world 
had other things to think of. He knew 
many men, wearing white linen, broad
cloth, and diamond studs, who were re
spected by everybody, and who, without 
any religion, w ere g >od enough for all 
practical purposes. He paid to himself 
that he did not w ant to be any better than 
such successful men.

His religion had been a habit. And as 
he went out of church and compared the 
congregation of St Bridget’s with that of 
the Church of the Survival of the Fittest, 
he asked himself why he should cling to a 
habit that might be a fatal bar to his 
cess in Philip ta.

The Misses Catherwood learned to ex
pect him to tea on Sunday nights regularly 
They approved of him. Nobody had 
anything to say «gainst him, except that 
he was a “Romanist,” hut a “liberal one,” 
Miss Tamar Ann always hastened to add. 
They were getting old, and their income 
would ceat-e at their death. They were 
glad to think that this promising young 
man, when he ha i gotten established, 
would preserve Alice from a career of ill- 
paid school-teaching

“If she was not a Romanist they would 
give her the Literature and Elocution at 
Hypatia, with nearly two thousand a year. 
Mr. Lon g wood, the president, has told her 
so more than once.”

“But she u a Romanist,'’ tartly answered 
Miss Tamar Ann. “She can't save any
thing teaching in that primary school, so 
she’ll have to marry—if she can.”

After many walks and talks, some ice
cream-eating in the fashionable saloon in 
Philista, an-t a quarrel or two, Cornelius 
and Alice were “engaged.”

Cornelius wns not in a position to 
marry yet. All his funds were invested 
in the law-firm. Alice had nothing, but 
she was the more ambitious. They had 
resolved to wait two years. How in the 
meantime could she help him to make 
money I She was entirely wrapped up in 
him, in his plans, in his future. She 
thought and thought about the problem 
of the future, until the quick spasmodic 
beatingcf her heart reminded her that she 
was, as Miss Catherwood often said, “Rosa 
lias child.”

Although . Cornelius and Alice 
much in love with each other, they ne”er 
lost tight of lhe material resources they 
configured yece^ary. to their position in 
life—which they put, asa matter of course, 
greatly above that of the Misses Gather- 
woptb The waye and m.;»us of those old 
ladies would l»e unsuitable for Cornelius 
Blake, Esq., etui Lis wife. The growth of 
the law basilic#» wu* .-low. Allice paid 
bitterly over and over again that girls 
were utterly ttstde-s, so Ut as the making 
of money went.

“AVeJl,” Mist Tatuav Ann hal answered 
more ;tbau ouce, “the p'aca at Hypatia 
Coll ge is st;jl open.”

But Mbs CaUieiwood bfy.1 always, >a:d,; 
“Hush !”

Oil AUS juL day Alice went to Vvrpi rs, 
which at Su Bridget's were sung after 
nightfall. Her forehead took a deep, 
perpendicular wrinkle upon it, and, as the 
choir began the “Alagnihjcat," t>h,e half 
rOsV jn the pew as if 19 go. But 6<>me- 
thin£ scvuisd to pu h her b.v^k., When 
the ..soprano began the “Tantum
Ergo, ' ami the kneeling people began to 
prepare fur the Benediction of the Most 
Blet Sue renient, she hastened down the 
aisle,.and, mice in the open air, ran home.

were

“FimUet flfles supplement 
tjtUMOiwu dvieetm !"

It rang iu her ears; she could hot, get rid 
t>f it.

She threw herself on her bed, the frown 
still Cn Her.brow. Opposite her was the 
little crud”ti* her father had left her. It 
stood in the centre of the mantel. With a 
sudden movement, as of irritation, she 
arose and held it a moment at arm’s 
length aud with her head averted. The 
moonlight fell through the window on 
her white face and whiter dress, and, if it 
were not for the color of her hair and the 
d&rk circles iround her eyes, she would

rbiudo 7 ' ; 
Uno-v.

Htnol) utUeinif on."Lui; - h.1 ; 1 • j

JATHUlMU RECORD.
Cornelius did little but talk and “treat the 
boys." He was in the hinds of hi» friends, 
particularly of his friend Archer. He did 
not pretend to do any business, and the 
placard on his ollice-door, “At court—back 
in ten minutes,'' becime yellow and dusty 
from long use.

The public-school “racket,” as Mr. 
Sherwood Archer expressed it, “was 
worked.” The Star even became 
tbusisstic in the matter ns to produce a 
wood-cut of an innocent looking cherub 
on bis way to a Grecian temple labelled 
“public school.” while the l’ope—drawn 
after the model furnished by the Pilgrim’s 
Progress—endeavored to force him back 
to a hut labelled “superstition,” Cor
nelius did not like this, hut he was in the 
hands of his friends. The “Honorable 
Cornelius Blake” danced before his eyes 
like a will-o’-the-wisp. What a magnifi
cent future he with his cleverness, and 
Alice with her brilliancy and tact, would

Very near St. Bridget’s Church they ST. IGNITUS AND THE JESUITS, 
met Alice. She looked very pretty and | ____
Kr wnfUl' JbS too® y? fTri,te Wubitr A WOXI.EKFLL 80CIEIV.gown, a dainty little hat, and a bunch of

let ?age in her belt. Cornelius’ Leait 
leaned.
near

If ever there was a society, says the 
Liverpool Catholic Times, in speaking of 
the recent celebration of the Feast of St. 
Ignatius, which could claim to be proof 
against adversity, it is the community 
founded by Ignatius of Loyola. From 
its very inception it hat continually ex
perienced trials and vicissitudes of no 
ordinary kind. It baa struggled against 
them all. and betrayed a vitality which is 
indestructible. If we turn to the pages 
of history we are forcibly reminded that 
growth and decay are not only the law of 
ludividual life but that of society itself. 
Where are now the great empires which 
were raised up in antiquity by military 
art and diplomatic skill Î The first 
Assyrian Empire was destroyed in the 
Haines which consumed Sardanapalus. 
The second was shattered into pieces by 
Cyrus, and the l’ersian Empire which he 
founded 011 its ruins has also perished off 
the face of the earth, overthrown by 
Alexander the Great. The Macedonian 
Empire was likewise broken into frag
ments, and the Roman Empire was laid 
desolate in the East and in the West. In 
the same way early historical records 
show how great cities and powerful socie
ties sprang up iu various countries, but in 
the course of time lost their prestige and 
completely disappeared. Of those institu
tions of the past all that now remains is 
the name. They succumbed iu accordance 
with the general law of decay.

One common feature pervades the 
story of their last days. When the breath 
of dissolution set in, no mutter how they 
struggled against it, they went down 
irretrievably. Iu view of this fact an 
interesting historical problem presents 
itself to the mind in considering the 
troubles and dilliculties which the Society 
of .Jesus has surmounted, nay, the appar
ent death from which it has more than 
once risen to energy. In battling for the 
Church the Jesuits have gone into the 
foremost points of danger, and have 
aroused the fiercest enmity of the foes of 
religion. The force of intolerance could 
not go further than it has gone on many 
an occasion against them. They have been 
met not merely by open methods of war
fare, but by all the forms of opposition 
that the ingenuity of malevolence could 
devise, and their opponents have many a 
time sung pæans over what was believed 
to be their utter collapse ; but the .Jesuits 
have always revived and entered on fresh 
action with unrelaxed effort.

Macaulay has told in words which have 
become familiar to every one at all ac
quainted with English literature how the 
great Order went forth conquering and to 
conquer. “In spite of oceans and deserts, 
of hunger and pestilence, of spies and 
penul laws, of dungeons and rack-, of gib
bets and quartering blocks, Jesuits were 
to be found under every disguise and in 
every country ; scholar», physicians^ mer
chants, serving-men ; iu the hostile court 
of Sweden, in the old Manor houses of 
Cheshire, among the hovels of Connaught, 
arguing, instructing, consoling, stealing 

the hearts of the young, animating 
the courage < f the timid, holding up the 
crucifix before the eyes of the dying.” 
The history of their struggles is in fict a 
record of triumphs.

By a strange coincidence, St. Ignatius 
was born in the .same year as Lutiitr, and 
the first signal achievement of the society 

the effective opposition it offered to 
the so-called “Reformers ” Luther and 
Loyola have been rather aptly described 
by a Protestant writer as the action and 
reaction of that time. Between the Jesu
it' and the Lutherans there was certainly 
a most striking contrast. The “Reform
ers” announced principles destructive of 
all spiritual authority. The Jesuits 
affirmed as their first and most important 
iule complete submission to superior 
ecclesiastical power. Luther aud his fol
lowers in showy language appealed to the 
pas-iona ; the Jesuits, whilst not less bril
liant, addressed themselves with logical 
precision to the intellect. Luther 
always a boor. The Jesuit 

that they r.eti,lt(l J bis weapons, offensive and defen 
had kept, the faith with utmost fidelity. f‘!ve> were used with delicacy and discre- 
The children had lo-en validly bap- .but were not the lets keen. Ilis
tized, and, as they grew up, well (^eV(?tion to the cause of religion in times 
instructed m the rudiments of their re (jt difficulty since the days of Ignatius, has 
ligion. A service of prayers and hymns reRdered his name amongst unreflecting 
held publicly on Sundays and holidays, Fro tv slants a by. word for deceit. When 
the dying assisted with every religious bave been driven out of countries 
aid except tho sacrament, and every because of their ability in hearing the 
soul, without a single exception, and as brunt of the Church’s battle, the Jesuits 
far as possible, in the practice of our holv bave returned and faced the terrors of 
religion. v death to secure the salvation of individual

Another instance : Not very long ago eou^' .Bike other priests they have at 
a tall, fine-looking black man presented Fu^b critical periods adopted varions dis- 
himself to a priest in Baltimore to V»* in- and have done so with such success
structed for first Communion. Fully that non Catholics in many instances sup- 
twenty five years ago, xvhen a little boy P08et* then gifted with au occult power 
in the same city, he had been kidnapped 80ITI,ewbat akin to necromanct. 
on board a schooner and sol 1 into siav- ^ there have not 1 een wanting Pro- 
erv in South Carolina. All that he j testants ready to take a generous aud just 
remembered of his mother, whom he was v*ew °f their actions and motives. M. 
never to see again, was that she was a free Fallas, a Protestant writer, has given to 
woman and a Cntholic, had taught him lhe world an appreciative account of 

prayers, and warned him against wbaL they have done for religion aud civi 
false religions. Through slavery and bzition in some parts of the world, 
freedom, un town and country, amid “.b'«e men,” lie says, “plauLd the Chris 
scoffs ana reviling», he had held his faith, Î1 ,n ^ith .in Fie extremities of the Evt, 
and at last, wandering back to the place bi Japan, in the Molucca Islands ; they 
of his childhood to seek his mother, was announced, it in China, in Thibet and 
instructed and received tiie sacraments, b urther India. in Ethiopia and Caffraria.

Others ia the opposite hemisphere ap- 
Farmers’ Folly. peared on the snowy wastes of North

Some farmers adhere, even ayain*t the Ainerica,and presently Ilurons wore civil- 
fuli light of fact and discovery, to the old jzeA anfl Canada ceased to be peopled only 
fashioned folly of coloring butter with barbarians. Others almost in our own 
carrots, nnnatto and inferior substances ^7** nothing degenerate, succeeded to 
notwithstanding the splendid record made humanize new hard-featured tribes, even 
by the Improved Butter Color, prepared X? ,a?8em.ljle them in Christian churches ia 
by Wells, Richardson & Co., Burlington, California. They were but a detachment 
\t. At scores of the best agricultural f[om the body of their brethren, who ... 
l’aus it has received the highest award the ’ame time were advancing with rapid 
over all competitors. progress through Cinaloa, among the un-

An Ex-Alderman Tried if. Known hordes of savages who roved
Ex-Alderman Tayler, of Toronto tried ut, <1 lmmense.tracts t0 Fie north of 

Hagyaid’s Yellow Oil for Rheumatism °.theT3 m great numbers,
It cured him after all other remëdiL had , 6ch°o1 of I«nM!“9’ wlth most in- 
failed. emecues Had flexible perseverance amidst every species

X. Mc.lae, Wyabridge writes : “I have natZ“heChujch.fo forf new cX 
1 ir.i i rf <TJa.uutle?of Dr. Thomas Ec- mes of civilized cannibals, for the Kincs 

”c tli : 11 V* .U8e/ for colds, sore throat, of Spain and Portugal, in the horrid wilcL 
of Z’rt" a.n-d m f?ct, for ”ny iiffection of Brazil, Maraguon, and Paraguay Here 
su™'? î1 W°rkS likVmRic- lti3ft ‘ru,y »“wed the milk and k honey of 
sure cure for burns, wounds, and bruises.” human happiness.” But it is not merely

bcott .1 Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oil a? missionaries that the Jesuits have laid 
with liypophosphites, is very Palatable and civilized world under obligations 
Lirm,. j)r F, H. Ci km ext, Brigh - p""1 their colleges and schools have gone 
ton, Ills says : “Scott's Emulsion is very f(,rth men deeply versed in the most pro- 
palatable easily assimilated and gives found sciences,whilst they themselves have 
strength to the patient.” shed light on every path of human know-

JP
“Alice, dear Alice !” he said.
She drew back from him, with a miug- 

ling of fear in her face aud teuderaeus 111 
her deeply-shaded eyes.

“We are in the street, remember,” she 
said. “I have beard it all. Is it true ? I 
didn’t believe it. Have 
Are we separated forever ?

She spoke quickly but quietly, walking 
at her aunt’s side.

“It is true,” he answered. “You must 
come to me out of that—that place. We 
shall be poor, but at peare.”

“And this after all I have done,” she 
answered in a low tone, clasping her aunt’s 
arm so tightly that Mbs Catherwood 
started ; “after all I have given up for you. 
I can’t go back, Neil; nobody can go out 
of hell—out of hell !”

Miss Catherwood felt suddenly a heavy 
weight against her.

‘•t^uick, Cornelius !” she cried.
Alice, her right hand pressed over her 

heart, had become white and rigid. They 
carried her into the vestibule of »St. 
Bridget’s. It was an August day—the 
Feast of the Assumption. Borne on the 
air catue the solemn words,

so en-

you gone back /

carve out !
It must be remembered that the Star

and the Esgle were of the same party ; for 
parties in Philista, finding tnemselves 
about to fall to pieces from rottenness, 
had united on a “reform” platform. They 
representing opposing factions. The 
Eagle’s candidate was a Mr. Seth Weldon, 
remarkable onlv for having made a large 
fortune in the lumber trade.

The day of the convention came. Alice 
was so nervous and anxious that she asked 
to be excused from her lectures at Hypatia. 
Cornelius visited her early; but, early as 
it was, his face was Hushed and his

“Pni'stet tides HeuNuum supplement 
defectul."

Her face was calm, except for the deep 
wrinkles on her brow. She shivered when 
Cornelius touched her.

“-She wants something, Neil—she wants 
something. It’s the same look 1 saw in 
Rosalia’s eyes.”

“A priest !” cried Cornelius.
The eyes lost their dumb, despaiiing look 

—or seemed to lose n—for an instant, and 
then closed.

“She is dead !” cried Mbs Catherwood, 
and then, turning on Cornelius Blake with 
a fierceness he never forgot, she cried : 
“My God ! how unworthy ate you of what 
He gives you. It is you and such as you 
that help to blind us to the Light.” 

a HE END.

eyes
sparkled unnaturally. Miss Catherwood 
detected a strong smell of whiskey about 
him. He had been out all night with the 
“boys.”

“I have risked everything in the world 
on this, Alice. If I do not get the nomin
ation I .-hall be a beggar. Archer prom
ises to advance funds for the election 
expenses. I’ve spent all 1 had. and I’m in 
debt.”

Alice smiled. “You must not fail, and 
if yen do we’ll begin over again. J wish 
I were a man ! It’s glorious, this excite
ment 1 It makes me—forget.”

Miss Catherwood had noticed a strange 
change in Alice of late. .She was silent 
and preoccupied, or talkative and fever
ishly gay. Since she had given up the 
practice of her religion she had become a 
new and chat ged girl. There seemed to 
be no peace, no tranquillity about her. 
Miss Catherwood, seeing the wrinkle that 
came so often on her brow and the sullen 
look of her eyes, felt almost afraid of her.

“Don’t you think,” Miss Catherwood 
had said to Miss Tamar Ann, “that there 
may be more in Romanism than we know 
of? Alice seems to have lost something 
she can’t find with the Baptists*”

!” answered Mies Tamar Ann. 
“She’s made heiself, and she ought to be 
perfectly happy.”

Miss Catherwood sighed. “I wish she 
hadn't done it, after all. I’ve been read
ing the lit.tle catechism she used to study, 
and I iuu.«t say l like it more and more. 
I'm going over to St. Bridget’s next Sun
day to see what it’s all like.”

Miss Tamar Ann laughed.
The convention opened. The excite

ment was intense. Everybody drank 
with everybody else. There was much 
buttonholm.' ol the obstinate and knowing 
whispering by the wire-pullers. After 
three ballots no progress had been made. 
The two candidates had an equal number of 
vote*. There w as a re<:ess then. The editor 
of the Eagle was seen to approach Mr. 
.Sherw'ood Archer.

After the recess another name which 
had been courteously put in ltomiuatiou 
and had received only two vote?—that of 
Mr. Sherwood Archer himself—suddenly 
went to the top. Mr. .Sherwood Archer 
received the nomination. It was known 
that both parties had sold out to him. 
But he made a speech so full of intense 
self-sacrifice on the “altar of his country” 
that few people, outside the convention 
or the press, hulieved this when it 
brought up against him at a later day.

Cornelius B1 ke did not get up to 
pliment the nominee, as he was expected 
to do. He had fallen forward m his chair, 
unconscious. The excitement, the heat 
of the summer, arid immoderate drinking 
had made his blood boil until the fumes 
stifled him. An ambulance was sent for 
by the considerate Mr. Archer, aud he 
taken, talking incoherently, to St. Vin
cent's Hospital.

There he lay for seven weeks. The 
Misses Catherwood went often to see him. 
Alice went twice with them, but he did 
not know her. She wanted to take him 
home, for she shrank from the Sisters of 
Charity who nursed him; hut the physi
cians would not allow it.

Her fear of the Sisters or of any sug
gestion of the church she had abandoned 
—she could not be said to have abandoned 
the faith, for she believed still—had become 
morbid; therefore her aunts could not in
duce her to ni urn to the hospital after the 
second visit,

Cornelius hi curie conscious at la-t, and 
was so near death that he asked eagerly 
for a priest when the Sister in charge pro
posed it to him. And, after a long talk, 
.‘■ome explication and persuasion, he h 
bly received the last sacraments, perhaps 
for the only time sine-1 his First Co 
ion with the proper dispositi

lhe crisis of the fever passed and the 
physician gave Cornelius hone. 'lhe 
Sisters brought him books, which lie rend 
during the long days of convalescence. 
But Alice was constantly in his mind. 
He sent for her; she would not come, and 
Mb? Catherwood told him the reason.

She would come back to the church, he 
said to himself, and they would begin life 
as his father and mother had done, with 
true hearts and strong hands, and the God 
they had outraged would forgive th

At. last he was set free. How sweet was 
the air, how blue the sky, how hopeful 
everything !

Mias Catherwood met him at the door 
of the house with a little cry of pleasure.

“Alice has not got home yet from the 
college—it is near her time, though; aud 
Tamar Ann is out, too. I’ll get my 
shawl, if you like, and we'll go and meet

Cornelius agreed willingly. Miss Cather
wood was anxious to be at the meeting of 
the lovers. She said to herself that “Rosa
lia’s child needed great care in moments 
of excitement.”

Miss Catherwood and Cornelius, a sha
dow of his former self, went out into the 
quiet street. Sunset had tinged the white 
sr.utters of the uniform houses red, and 
mothers were calling lingering children to 
supper.

TIIE CATHOLIC NEGROES.

Catholic World.
There are nearly seven millions ofcol

ored people in the United States, nine- 
tenths of them living in the former slave 
States. Only one hundred thousand of 
them are Catholics. You will find 
of them in every Catholic congregation 
in the Southern cities. Their spiritual 
necessities are well cared for. The peo
ple regard them with kindness, and the 
clergy bestow upon them the same care 
as upon the other members of their 
flocks, and often give them special at- 
tention.

Whoever is acquainted with the South
ern priesthood will not. he surprised at 
this, for they are edifying men, well edu
cated, zealous, and often practising 
very highest, virtues of their state of life. 
It is to them and their predecessors 
in the ministry, as well as the conscien
tious masters of the times before the 
war, that we owe it that there are ;any 
colored Catholics at nil.

Tiie congregations composed of the 
colored Catholics are for the most part, 

believe, in charge of the Fathers of 
St. Joseph's Society for Foreign Missions. 
They are a community ol secular priests 
bound by a vow of obedience, and also of 
poverty as far as concerns everything 
received for the missions. They are also 
bound by a peculiar vow to devote 
themselves to the colored people.

As to the religious disposition of the 
colored Catholics, some personal knowl
edge and much inquiry have given 
high opinion of it. They have kept the 
faith with wonderful fidelity. We might 
give many examples in proof of this, but 
one or two will suffice.

On an island in the far South, at a 
great distance from a Catholic church, 
fifty families of 0 uholic negroes panned 
seventeen years without seeing a priest. 
At last, after efforts again and again 
renewed, they were visited by a zealous 
missiona

some

“Rubbish
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was ever

He foundry.
was
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;u

have seemed a statue. With the same 
sudden movement she put the crucifix 
into a Japanese b *x 011 the mantel, locked 
it, and going to the window, threw the 
tiny key as far as she could fling it. Her 
lips were white and drawn.

“It is done?” she said, “I shall live 
and forget.”

Then she threw herself upon the bed 
again aud covered her eyes with her arms. 
There was no sound but a distant whistle, 
which sounded like a despairing shriek, 
from a steamboat in the river.

Cornelius Blake came back to Philista 
after a week’s stay in Philadelphia, and 
found Alice in a strangely silent mood. 
When he was about to leave her she said :

“On the 1st of January I shall open the 
classes of literature and elocution in 
Hypatia College.”

“Good heavens !” he. cried, starting, 
“you haven’t—”

“I have. Don’t let us nay any more 
about it. You know why 1 have done it. 
My aunts seem pleased. Henceforth you 
will have to meet me at the door of the 
Baptist church, if you still'continue in 
your—present way.”

He was shocked. He was glad, too; he 
had wanted her to do it, and she had 
understood bis thought, though he had 
never spoken it to her.

She put her hand on bis shoulder.
“I have given up more than you can 

appreciate, being a man,” she said bitterly; 
“but, O Neil!” she added tenderly, “you 
will never forsake me, you’will always be 
mine?”

“Till death,” he said.
She shuddered. He laughed and said, 

“Somebody is walking over your grave.”
She pushed him farther from 1er.
“If you were different, if you were not 

as you are, Neil, I might not have done it. 
You would have helped me—”

“Bosh ! my dear girl. Keep up, and 
we’ll start in life with a flourish,” he said, 
‘Good-by, good-by ’ You’ll read some
thing pleasant in the Star to-morrow.”

His thoughts were not as light as his 
words. He had wanted her to do it. Re
ligion was not of much value to him, he 
thought, as he went home through the 
quiet streets, but it ought to be a great 
deal to a woman. Of course Alice must 
laugh in her heart at the Baptists. She 
could not believe in their doctrines. But 
a woman ought to have some religion. 
He was glad that it had been dene, but he 
wished she had not felt obliged to do it. 
Alice a Catholic and Alice without any 
religion—Alice playing at being a Baptist, 
that they might set up housekeeping 
handsome house in Court Terrace—were 
two different girls. He did not feel the 
same towards her. It did not make much 
difference what a man believed, he said, 
as he lighted a cigar, since life was to bo 
lived in the pleasantest way; but a woman 
—but a woman—

And he shook his head; and a* lie struck 
another match a charm on hi* watch- 
chain, with Masonic emblem* on it, glit 
tered in the light. He had maie “pro
gress,” too.

in a

V.
Corne;iu» Blake had often been pressed 

to join the Ma ons, even by Masons them- 
sïlves, although this is said to be against 
the rules of the order, lie had el ways 
said “no” apologetically, and when pressed 
for his reasons, had said that hFhad rea
sons of his own; but he had not. He had 
refused because he believed that the Cath
olic Church forbade its members to enter 
a lodge. lie had said angrily to himself 
that Catholics had no cause why they 
should not join the Masons; it was simply 
a piece of superstition to handicap them
selves so, and absurd to bind themselves 
to keep out of an association that could 
be of so much use to them.

When Sherwood Archer, cashier of the 
National Bank of Philista, who had been 
delighted with what he called Cornelius’ 
“Irish smartness,” had said that the Young 
Men’s Reform Club wanted n candidate 
for the .State legislature who could catch 
the Irish vote, as an anti-monopolist fac
tion had recently carried off a big slice of 
it in Philista, Cornelius felt the blood rush 
to bis face with pleasure. He felt that this 
great man, who was grand tyler aud every
thing else that was grand iu Masonic cir
cles, and con*ci|uently great socially, 
meant him.

“I’ll pledge the Masons to you and I'll 
leave you to catch the Irish; but you’ll 
have to join us. What ! scrupulous ? 
Why, dear boy, you haven't let go your 
mother’s apron-strings yet. Bless you ! 
vou’11 lose nothing with the Irish Catho
lics. They don’t care a cent for religi 
in politics, but they do care an awful sight 
about ‘patriotism.’ We'll let you work 
that racket.”

The consequence was that Cornelius 
Blake followed Mr. Sherwood Archer's 
advice, borrowed all the money he could, 
and in the Philista Star of the day after 
his interview with Alice O’Brien the fol
lowing paragraph occurred :

“lhe Young Men’s Reform Club, of 
which Mr. Sherwood Archer is the geni d 
president, have at length announced Unir 
'dark horse’ who will enter the race for 
nomination to our legislature. This ‘daik 
horse’ is no other than the promising 
young lawyer, Cornelius Blake. While 
an enthusiastic American citizen, Mr. 
Blake is an Irish patriot of the old school 
that wore ‘the collar of gold’ won from 
the proud invader.
Con ! He is a friend of our glorious insti 
Jutions and we say emphatically, ‘Boom’ 
him !”

Tiie Gather woods and Alice were pleased 
with this ; but when the Philista Eagle 
sent to them the next day they 
raged by an editorial article headed, “Was 
his Front Name Patrick ?” and a long 
‘‘interview with a supposed cousin of Coin 
»<ilip,i»,.m vhivh the Blake family history 
was more or less accurately’given, and the 
nominee of the Young Men’s Return Club 
denounced as an “apostate” and an “in
formel.”

Cornelius wa* inclined to rush into 
print ami to declare that he had 
missed Mate when he could help it. But 
the astute Axcher.held him back. “You’ve 
got to expect this. If you talk about 
Mass vou'il shock the respectable element, 
and they’ll begin to say you don’t love the 
pubUc-s:hool system,”

“But I do!” cried Cornelius. “I’m a 
public-school boy myself.”

“All right!” returned Archer, with a 
wink; “we’ll work that for all it is worth.”

For the six weeks preceding the meet
ing of the convention at the capital— 
Philista was not the capital of the State-
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ledge. In this country to day, both in 
the school aud the mieaion field, they are 
giving proof of a devotion worthy of the 
brightest period in their annal#. They 
may indeed well he stimulated by the ex
ample given them by heroic Jesuit Fathers 
who knew how “to do and suffer bravely" 
here, in the penal times. The blood of 
Jesuits flowed freely at Tyburn, and 
nearly every part of England has been 
consecrated by the trials and sufferings of 
Jesuits. Fortunately, since those days a 
happy change has come to pass in this 
country. Active hostility to Catholicism 
and to the Jesuits has entirely disappeared, 
and the Society is able to celebrate the 
Feast of its founder with the knowledge 
that it has full freedom to carry out its 
observances.
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From Cardinal Ntiwinan’s Works.
Mere Protestants have seldom any real 

perception of the doctrine of God and 
man in one Person. They speak in a 
dreamy, shadowy way of Christ’s divinity; 
but. when their meaning is sifted, you 
will find them very slow to commit them
selves to any statement sufficient to ex
press the Catholic dogma. They will tell 
you at once, that the subject is not to be 
inquired into, for that it is impossible to 
inquire into it at all, without being tech
nical and subtle. Then when they 
ment on the Gospel, they will speak of 
Christ, not simply and cumistently a* God, 
but as a being made up of God and man, 
partly one and partly the other, or between 
both, or no a man inhabited by a special 
divine presence. Sometimes they even go 
on to deny that lie was the Son of Godin 
heaven, saying that lie became the Son 
when He was conceived of the Holy Ghost ; 
and they are shocked, and think it a mark 
both of reverence aud good sense to be 
shocked, when they hear the Man spoken 
of simply and plainly as God. They 
not bear to have it said, except as a figure 
or mode of speaking, that God had a 
human body, or that God suffered; they 
think that the “Atonement,” and “Sancti
fication through the Spirit,” as they speak, 
is the sum and substance of the Gospel, 
and they are shy of any dogmatic expres
sion which goes beyond them. Such, I 
believe, is the ordinary character of the 
Protestant nations among us on the divin
ity of Christ, whether among members of 
the Anglican communion, or dissenters 
from it, excepting a small 
them.

Now, if you would wituessvagainst these 
Christian opinions, if you would bring 

out, distinctly and beyond mistake and 
evasion, the simple idea of the Catholic 
Church that God is man, could you do it 
better than by laying down in St. John’s 
words that “God became man ?” and could 
you again express litis mure emphatically 
and unequivocally than by declaring that 
He was bora a man, or tnat He had a 
Mother ? Tne world allow.» that God is 
man; the admission cods it little, for God 
is everywhere, and (as it may say) is 
everything; but it shrinks, for it is at once 
confronted with a severe fact, which 
violates and shatters its own unbelieving 
view of this; the revealed doctrine for- 
with takes its true shape, and receives an 
historical reality; aud the Almighty is in
troduced into His own world a: a certain 
time and in a definite way. Dreams are 
broken and shadows depart; the divine 
truth is no longer a poetical expression, 
or a devotional exaggeration, or a mystical 
economy, or a mythical representation. 
“Sacrifice and offering,” the shadows ef 
the Law, “Thou wouldet not, but a body 
hast Thou fitted to Me.” “Tnat which 
was from the beginning, which we have 
heard, which we have i*een with our eye?, 
which we have diligently looked upon, 
and our hands have handled,” “That 
which we have seen and have heard, 
declare we unto you;’’—such is the record 
of the Apostle, in opposition to those 
“spillta” which denied that “Jesus Christ 
had appeared iu the flesh,” aud which 
“dissolved” Him by denying either His 
human nature or His divine. And
the confession that Mary is Deipam, 
or the Mother of God, is that safe
guard wherewith we seal up and 
the doctrine of the Apostle fiotu all 
siou, and that test whereby we detect 
ail the pretences of those baa 
fpirits of “Antichrist which have gone out 
intu the world.” It declares that Me is 
God ; it implies that He is man ; it sug
gests to us that He is Gad still, though he 
has become man, and that He is true man 
though He is God. By witnessing to the 
process of the union, it secures the reality 
of the two subjects of the union, of the 
divinity and of the manhood. If Mary is 
the Mother of God, ChiLt is understood 
to be Emmanuel, G„d with us. And 
hence it was, that, when time went on, 
aud the bad spirits and false prophets 
grew stronger and bolder and found a wav 
u;to the Catholic body itself, then the 
Church, guided by God, could find no 
wore < ff-ictnal and sure way of expelling 
them than that of u-ing this word Dei- 
paia against them ; and ou the other 
har.d, when tne y came up again from the 
realm* ot darkuers, and plotted the utter 
overthrow of Chmtiau faith in the 
sixteenth century, then they could find 
no more certain expedient fur their hate
ful purpose than that of reviling and 
blaspheming the prerogatives of Mary, 
for they knew full sure that, ‘if 
they could once get the world to 
dishonor the Mother, the dishonor of the 
Son would f ollow close. The Church and 
Satan agreed together in this, that Son 
and Mother went together : aud the ex- 
peiience of three centuries has confirmed 
their testimony ; fur Catholics who have 
honored the Mother stiil worship the Son, 
while Pi u Lestants, who now have ceased 
to confess the »Soa, began then hy scolli- 
iog at the Mother. (“Discourses to Mixed 
Congt égalions,” p. 346.)
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If your hair is turning gray, don’t use 
the poisonous dyes which burn out its life 
and produce many diseases of the scalp. 
Ayer’s Hair Vigor is positively harmless, 
and will restore the natural color of the 
hair, stimulate its growth, and bring back 
its youthful gloss and beauty.

Scrofula, and all forms of scrofulous 
diseases, are rapidly purged out by the 
of Ayer’s .Sarsaparilla.

A Strong Endorsement.
The ^er8Y> the Medical Faculty, the 

I resa and the People all endorse Burdock 
Blood Bitters as tne best system-renovat- 
mg, blood-purifying tonic known. Its 
work bears out their best recommend.
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