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DR. CHASE'S
CatarrhCure

Cures Catarrh, Hay Fever, Rose Fever and
Give one blow with the

all Head Colds. ;
Blower and the Powder is diffused, making
a Sure and Permanent Cure.

PRICE WITH BLOWER 25 OCENTS
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The Canadian Remedy for all
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DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO., Limited,
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New York
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and Altar Brand . - -

oy Beautiful Designs

i | Expert Workmanship

| 1 satisfaction Guaranteed
Send for eatnlog. Agts. wanted
"r in all Catholic communities,

! :
%k M etallic Monament Co.of Torouto

and Baumer's Patent Finish

Beeswax Candles

Acknowledged by all tobe the best
in use upon the altars of the Cath-
olic Churches throughout the
United Btates.

samples and prices will be cheerfully sent

npon appiication.

THE WILL & BAUMER’CO.
SYRACUSE, N. Y.
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Cobbett's “ Reformation.”

Yoi sale by Taos London, Ont.

Just 1ssned, a new edition of the Protestant
Revised, with
Notes and Proface by Very Rev. Francis Aidan
The book is printed
g As it is published at a net
price of ¥5 cents per copy in the United Btates.
30 cents will bave to be charged in Canada. It
will be sent to any address on raceipt of that

Reformation, by Wm. Cobbett.

Gasquet, D. D, 0. 8. P.
in large, clear type.

sum, in stamps. Thos. Coffay,
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SOLITARY ISLAND.

A STORY OF THE 8T, LAWRENOE.

By John Talbot Smith, author of * Brother
Azarias,” A Woman of Culture, His
Honor the Mayor,” **Saranac,” etc.

CHAPTER 1V,
THE BICK ROOM.

Before his departure for Albany Florian
seemed 80 satisfied about his relations
with Ruth that Linda forebore to question
bim. But she gave Ruth no peace until
she had worried some information con-
cerning their midnight adventures.

“We sailed to that little island where
Scott lives,” said Ruth, “and sailed back
again. There was nothing more to do."”

“Where is the island?' said Linda.
“ What is ite name?”’

# It has none that 1 heard of. It looked
50 lonely and small that I named it Solit~
ary Island in my own mind.”

And 80 the island was thereafter called
by all who were concerned in the Squire's
escapade.

8 f must go see it some time,” said
Linda. “ And Florian did not get spiteful
once the whole evening, nor say harsh
things, nor get moody ?”

“ Why should he ?”

“ Well, he was in a queer state of mind
that night,” said Linda, “ although he
didn't show it, nor tell me why.
thought something was going to happen.”

She said this so roguishly that Ruth
blushed.

«| gee I must out with the whole thing,
you stubborn heretic,”” Linda went on.
“Now tell me, please, haven’t you and
Florian come to any agreement about your
future life?’

“ Long ago,” said Ruth,

«But thats the old story,” pouted
Linda, “it was “f here and ‘il’ there.
What I am dying to know is, if you have
done with ‘ife.” "

“No,” said Ruth briefly.

«Then his heart tailed him at the last
minute, for a8 sure as Florian rowed
across the bay eo sure was he of ending
suspense that night,” said Linda; “and
I must say 1 am glad of it, for while you
remain on the fence, Ruth, he will put off
his departure for New York.”

“He will not have to delay long,” Ruth
gaid. “I am pretty neara decision now.”

“ Yon are going to stay on the Method-
ist side. I can tell it by the length of
your face. And you 8o gensible, so tender
about public display, and all that. I cred-
it you with better sense, Well, I'll go
to see you sit on the conviction bench and
hear you shout glory when the spirit
geizes-you.”

“There are Methodists and Method-
ists,’ said Ruth, meekly.

“'Forgive my impertinence,” Linda
pleaded.

“You would make Mormonism sweet
if anything could. I shall not pester you
with questions any more, but leave every-
thing to time and le bon Dieu. But ob,
my heart is just bound up in the idea of
being your bridesmaid, and it will break
into little bits 1f I am disappointed.”

Florian returned from Albany success-
ful, and the girls met him at the depot.
«vs all settled,” said he. *All your
father has to do, Ruth, is to deliver him-
gelf up to the marshal, when he will
be released on parole and no further
trouble given him.”

“llow can we ever thank you ?” said
Ruth tearfully ; for her anxiety had been
very severe.

«It was none of my doing. The gover-
nor was only too glad to hear my proposi-
tion,and there was no diplomacy required.
I had dinner with him afterwards, and
found out the true inwardness of the
whole matter.”

“]1 ghould have been there,” said
Linda. “ 1 doso want to dine with a gov-
ernor! What a place this is--not a dis-

tinguished man in it!”

«And what did he say to you?” asked
Ruth.

“So many things that it will take some
time to relate them. When we have had
dinner you shall hear every word.”

Bnt events had been happening in his
absence of a week, and before dinner his
mother felt urged to call them to his at-
tention. Mrs. Winifred
anxiety with regard to many things, but
never found it necessary to make any
parade of her feelings before her family.

“ Seemingly, dear,” she said to Florian,
who was most patient with her, * we're
going to have trouble in various ways,
and | was wondering if you noticed any-
thing.”

“Did you notice anything, mother?”
said Florian,

“Well, I can’t say that 1 did, but it's
hard sometimes to decide. Now, there's
Linda—’

“Linda?” said Ylorian, smiling. “I
waen't aware there was anything the
matter with her.”

“ No, to be sure not,”" said she, abashed
that no other had found anything amiss
with Linda;* but seemingly, Florian, she
doesn’t eat much, and she grows thin and
white with every day ; but of course 1'm
wrong.’

“No, you're not, mother,” said I'lorian,
jumping up. “Idid take notice, not 8o
very long ago, either.’

“Phen, Sara,” began Mrs, Winifred
with more hesitation—*1 don’t know.
I'm not sure, but seemingly slie’s quite
indifferent to her religion lately. I may
be wrong—'
“No, no,” said Florian; “ but that's a
pentle way of saying a very serious thing,

‘) - ‘ v . ’

Haol s not wrane '

“She has a great liking for Mr. Buck,
geemingly ; of course I wouldn't say that
she had, but her actions—and then if
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CURED BY CUTICURA
I was suffering tortures from a disease
gealp. 1 was seratehing §y morn-
ine till night.  Little pimples broke out all
over my head. T had no rest. I washed my
head with hot water and CUTICURA Soap,and
applied CUTICURA as a dressing,  Now my
head hasn't a pimple on it, and my hair i3
growing splendidly. ADA C. HARRELL,
330 Grand 8t,, Jo City, N. J.
I thonght T would go frantic with itching

1 lost considerable of my hair
I tried several
1CUTICURA SOAR,

¢ completely gone,
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relief immediate
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Lou father saw anything wrong he would

t out.

'}?lhonld think so,” said Florian ; “snd
Sara would be locked up, as she must be,
1 fear, before this unhappy sended
She hasn't enough mind to know what
nl{flon is, and 1 fear—1I fear—"'

e passed into s meditation without

finishing the sentence, and tapped the
:}nble with his fingers. A sob aroused
im.

Mrs. Winifred was wnﬁlng and
was plainly ashamed of herself for the

action.

“Well, I don't think the matter re-
quires—"

“1 know it,’ said she; *“but then
Icouldn’t help thinking of her being &
minister's wife, seemingly.”

“7Time, time,” said Florian, “give me
time and I'll move Mr. Buck in another
direction. He is afilicted with the desire
of converting us all, Pere Rougevin in-
cluded. Was the Pere here to see us?
Does he know of the matter?"

“No," said Mrs, Winifred.

« T must tell him, then. He is good at
devising sharp manoeuvers. Perhaps he
will think of something. But now Linda
must be looked after. If we lose that
flower—""

He went out to hunt her up, without
finishing a sentence whose import he did
not realize while he thought of it. Linda
was eating grapes in the garden.

«That looks well,”” thought Florian, and
called her to the veranda. *‘You are to
come with me this afternoon,’ said be,
“and make one of the Squire’s triumphal
procession homeward. Here, what's this?
You are too pale, And why does your
dress fit so loosely, Miss? I noticed it &
week ago, and to-day 1 noticed it still
more."’

“1 pever fatten till winter,”’ said she
soberly ; “and then I am thinking a good
deal lately.”

“Sleeping, you mean. What about?

“ About your visit to New York, I'lor-
ian,” she said, holding up some grape-
leaves to shade her face.

“You needn’t hide it. I know you're
more than ever determined on going
there, and I was thinking how I should
amuse myself when you were gone.'’

“T won't deny your assertion, Linda,
but my going is far off. There are too
many obstacles in the way."’

“T know them, and 1 feel wicked
enough to wish they would stay in your
way o long time, What nonsense,”’ she
added, “to borrow trouble! While Ruth
wavers and Sara is under Mr. Buck’s
spells we shall not lose you.”

“You remind me of my chains,”’ he
paid smiling to hide his real annoyance.
‘-}.\ml there is another more binding than
they."”

She looked at him inqgniringly.

“Iwon't tell you. Be content that
while Ruth wavers and Sara affects Mr.
Buch I shall remain--and then longer,
perhaps,”’ he said sighing.

Linda stood looking and thinking at
random, and questioning why these
things should be. In a few months the
most perfect object of the perfect scene
would make part of it no longer. That
sun and sky above her; those marvelous
islands, whose perfumes the fresh winds
fanned to the shore; that water whose
beauty was beyond that of jewels; the
quaint town, 8o old and so clean and 8o
loved, its white-headed and dark-headed
people, its green foliage and autumn
fruits, its bells and sweet and harsh
noises; the stars that besprinkled the
river firmament as well as that of heaven;
the ghostly moon, the white.winged boats,
and a thousand other loved, familiar
things, would all be just as they were to-
day and last night, but her brother would
be gone. Nay, there was a time when
she herself would make no part of the
scene, and yet the glories of it would re-
main; newer eyes would gaze uponitand
gee, perhaps, all that remained of her—a
white stone in the graveyard, and a name.
How could that little world of which she
was the center ever get along without her ?
Would it not be strange to feel that Linda
Wallace lay out of sight in the earth, and
children played thoughtlessly on her
grave, and no one spoke of her more?
She bagan almost unconsciously to weep.

“This is all there is of earth,” said she,
“and one might as well live in a desert.
}{e;}veu is the only thing worth striving

or.”

“ A correct sentiment,” said Florian.
“Dry your tears and come in to dinner.
Your liver is plainly out of order when
you become 8o religious.”

She langhed and went in with him, and
was gay enough for the rest of the day
until the boat was fitted out and the three
were sailing to Solitary Island. The wind
was quite fresh at 3 o'clock in the
afternoon, but not too much so until they
entered Kel Bay. There some caution
was required up to the very landing-place
in front of the hermit’s dwelling, for the
wind blew straight down the channel. It
was very awkward of Florian that he
gshould have thrown his hat into the air
ag the hermit and the Squire both came
to the door.

He was so vain of his good news !

“Look out, boy!" said Scott and the
Squire together.

But it was too late. The boat capsized
and threw the crew into the rough water.
I'here being no danger, the Squire raged
and became profane, The girls both
gwam into shallow water and were helped
ashore, laughing and yet a little fright.
ened. Florian was cast down with
shame,

“The house is open to yon,” said Scott,
“ and you voung ladies had better light a
good fire and dry you clothes or you'll
ketch a tall cold. "And when you go
a-sailin’ again jes’ look out who runs the
boat.”

“1t never happened before,”” muttered
Florian, “and 1'd give my right hand if it
had never happened.”

“There it is,” said Scott; “ mighty big
pay forso little velue. "I'won’t hurt the
girls, I'm sure.”

“T'm not,” said the youth briefly,as he
looked apprehensively at Linda climbing
the rock in her wet clothes. Huwe\er,!
they appeared at sundown with clothes |
\!riy.l comfortably, and none the worse for |
their ducking, Ilorian had also put him- |
self in proper shaps and was entertaining !
the admiring Squire with his account of
Albany and its notables.

“Ah! Florian,” said he, “there’s where
you should be, among kindred spirits,
among the high-fliers.” |

“1f 1 were a young man—"" Scott said. !

“ But you aren't—you never will be.
When you were, you didn’t follow your
own opinions ; 80 what use to intlict them
on the young fellow, who doesn’t care a
button for your solitary way of living 2"
said the Squire.

“1don't want the lad to give solitari

119 " s " o "
Pen’l'ton,” said Scott; “let him double

up, if he wants to, but let him stick to

Clayburgh sad happiness. He'll go|and light colors,
mm.ﬂhmwﬁlnwmdiny fitted u|
conventions. He hasn't got the right—
well, I don’t know what to name it, but
here's the place for him to thrive.”

“T) ,tbeory! Scott, I'm obliged to
you for what you've done, and 1if T could
make you a sensible man 1'd do it; but
1 cav’t, 8o call and see me and Ruth—
she's sweet on you—when you feel like
it. Come, girls—home, home to thatcon-
founded government.’’ He ran down the
shore to the bcat after a hearty hand-
ghake with the hermit, while Ruth poured
her gratitude upon the noliuuxv.

v Ip's all right, Miss,” said he. “I'm
content, and 1 hope you'll pray for me
that I may never be more unhappy than
1 am now. Go ahead. I'll call to see ye
some time."'

He stood on the rock in front of his
house long after they started.

It makes me lonely to look at him,"”
said Linda—"we going to our cheerful
homes, he to his solitude.”

“ He is like a man dead,” said Florian.

The next morning Linda awoke with a
bigh fever and a slight cough as the effects
ofliler wetting the day before, and Florian
felt a severe twinge of grief as he saw the
extreme pallor of her countenance and its
faulty bloom. She bad taken a chill dur-
ing the night, but a little addition to the
bed-clothing had banished it. No alarm
was felt. In healthy ple these little
irregularities occur and pass away, and so
it would be with Linda. Mrs. Winifred,
however, was anxious. The girl was not
strong, she said ; a doctor could be easily
summoned; and then no one knows
what might happen.

Youth laughed at these anxieties until
pain came to add its warning—pain in
the lungs sharp and distressful—and the
cough grew more racking with every hour.
Towards night it grew serious. They
tried their old house remedies and wished
to treat her illness as a cold, a mere cold,
which youth and health throw off so
easily. ~But in vain. Linda grew more
foverish and caught her breath more fre-
quently. She was banished at last tobed
and the doctor called in.

There is his knock at the door. Every
one looks cheerful on hearing it, and the
physician, smiling as he enters, gruflly
desires to know what people have been
doing to get sick this fine weather. Why,
even the old are full of silly thoughts of
escaping this year's rheumatism ! And
Linda there with her

and her chamber was
p nceordlnzly. In the dim light
it looked like a dream. Her fore-
head and flushed cheeks on pillow
were more an outline than reality. It
scared him when he thought how short
the time until they might be on another
pillow in the graveyard. :
#Linda!' he called suddenly in an
overflow of anguish. She awoke with a
start, and at the same instant he heard a
carriage at the door.
“The doctor has come again,’’ he said.
“Did I frighten you "’
*“ No," looking around in amazement,
and then, with a sigh, realizing her sad
position.
When the news went out of her dan-
rous illness a number of friends called,
ut Ruth and Pere Rougevin alone were
admitted along with the doctor, and see-
ing them Linda began to fear because of
all the trouble in her behalf. Three
visits from a doctor in so short a time,
one from the priest, and the distant sound
of doors closing 8o frequently, with many
little circumstances to which she had
hitherto paid no attention, were at the
least ominous ; and even while they stood
about her smiling cheerfully, she closed
her eyes to keep back the bitter tears
that would fall in spite of her determina-
tion to be brave and hopeful. They
understood the reason of the grief, and
could say nothing.

Sara, coming in a8 her sister's tears
were falling, was impressed, as only her
shallow soul could be impressed, with a
wild fright that prompted her to scream.
Fortunately she restrained the inclina-
tion, since it was pu;k’ personal, and a
little thought convin her that it was
another’s, not her own death-bed she was
attending. Pere Rougevin prevented a
scene by banishing the whole company,
himself included, from the room, leaving
Rath to attend the patient.

“Wait,” said Liunda, feebly. “IfIam
going to die I muat get the sacraments.”

«T can do nothing more than hear your
confession,” said the priest; ' you are not
in sufficient danger for the reception of
the others.”

“The look in Linda's eyes was a very
pleasant one at this precise, official de-
claration, and it said clearly that she re-
garded Pere Rougevin, stout, flushed, and
ghort though he was, as an angel.

“1 thought I was dying,” ghe stam-
mered.

Lrows contractod | Noneense, hild! Rat you may die,

with pain! Pshaw! nonsense ' P’ain in | and its well to be prepared,” he said.
the lungs? How do you know it's the | “ You must be ready to live or die, a8
lungs? What do women know about the | God wills.”

lungs? Lungs,indeed! Pains when you
breathe, hey ? Ah! where have you
caught cold? Ducked in this weatber?
Yacht upset? Who upeet it? Never
mind who? But I will mind, and I'll
call him a donkey, an ass, a mule, to up-
set a yacht with a woman init? Why
not have drowned at once instead of com-
ing home to take a pain in the lungs, and
get a fever and a pulse at one hundred
and ten? Why go out on the water in
stormy weather ?

“Why do anything naughty and nice ?”
says Linda between two frowns of pain.

“There's Eve over again,’ says the
doctor, writing out prescriptions with a
laugh. “Ill call at 2 o'clock in the
morning,” said the physician. * 1'm go-
ing out ten miles into the country, and
I'il call coming back : have the door open
for me. Good-night, Miss Linda. You
had the ‘nice’ yesterday; you are hav-
ing the ‘ naughty ' to-day."”

Outside he looked significantly at Flor
ian.

“ Ppeumonia,”’ said he—* not necessar-
ily fatal, but apt to be. Follow my direc-
tions to the letter until I return. We
may bring her through.”

Florian stood holding the door and
looking out into the glowing night. The
cherry voices of sailors came up form the
river, and the 1i§ht5 at the mast heads
shone like colored stars. He was hot and
disturbed. Linda's days were over per-
haps, and that one dear obstacle to his
ambitions was to be removed by death.
He went in again with asmiling face, and
ran against Mrs. Winifred crying silently.
What could he say? Death was bitter
enough, bui she was to suffer death so
often that he hastened on into the sick-
room and left her unconsoled.

“Shall I stay with you,” he asked, “or
do you prefer to sleep, Linda?"

“T can't sleep,”’ she answered with a
hushed voice; “and if 1 dozs it is better
to have some one near and the lamp
burning. 1 am very ill, Flory, and I am
afraid.”

« Afraid, dear ?"' trying successfully to
steady his voice. “ Afraid of what?”
though he knew right well the cause of
her fear, and trembled because of its
truth. How sad he would feel if death
stole on him so suddenly, and he so
young!

“Of death,” she answered. “We
talked of many things, Florian, but never
of that, never of that? And it is so bard
to die. Tell me something of it, Florian;
you have read of it many times."’

“If you are near to it,” said he, “your
own feelings can tell you more than books
or men, Mostly the dying are indifferent
to the agony, particularly where they have
led good lives or innocent lives like yours,
Linda.”

©* Yes, yes, I lead an innocent life,” she
said simply. “Thank God for that! In-
nocence is something.”

“ 1t is all,” said Florian; “it has never
known 8in, and does not know suffering.
But what a subject for a patient who is to

«Alas " murmured Linda, with a
fresh flood of tears, “1 am only too will-
ing to live.”

“There's no sin in that,” was the sen-
tentious remark, and she proceeded with
her confession.

“«Imust be very bad,’ she said to
Ruth afterwards when they were alone.
«T am terribly afraid of dying.”

“« Who is not ?” said Rath. “ And then
it is o near us always. I have tried to
get used to the thought of it, but I can’t.
I suppose it does indicate a lack of some
good religious feeling that we ought to
have.”

They were all surprised one day ata
visit from Scott, the hermit, who walked
iu as informally as a friend might, and
found his way to to the sick-room. In
his solitude Scott looked picturesque, with
his rough ways and dress, and curly red
bair; but in the dainty sick-room he was
as much out of place as an Indian in full
war-paint. All were startled, and Mrs.
Winifred so much 80 a8 to lose her senses.
Old habits are strong, however, and she
offered him a foot-stool instead of a chair,
vainly feeling for its absent back while
her eye sstared rudely but helplessly on
the apparition.

“ No, thank ye. 1'll not come in,” said
the hermit, with his eyes fixed on Linda.
« T jest heard the little girl was sick, and
I thought it might have been the duckin’.
I’m glad you're better, Miss. Take care
of yourself. Good-morning.”

ie was off in an instant, but Florian
seized him almost rudely and pushed
him into his study.

“You are very kind,’ said he, “and
you muet not go until you are thanked
and hear all about Linda.”

“She's gettin' well,” said the hermit.
“T reckoned 8o from her eyes.”

Scott began to examine the books in
the room with interest.

“ All of ’em good, sound ones,” he said,
“if their names mean anything.”

“ Would you like to borrow some?’’

“No, thank ye; I han’t no need of 'em,
but I'm right glad to see you with sich
books. I guess I'll be gomn’; I'm kind
of hasty in my call, but usually I don’t
make any."’

“We're 80 obliged to you,”" Florian re-
plied, ‘‘and would be very glad to see you
again.’

The hermit made no remark as he left
the room and ran against Mrs. Winifred
outside in the hall. The lady evidently
wished to say something but was discon-
certed atthe right moment.

“ What is it, mother 7"’

“ Iinda!" gasped Mrs. Winifred—‘the
gentleman—seemingly—"'

“Oh! Linda wounld like to see you
a:ain before you go, Scott,”

“ Anything to oblige the young miss,”
said the hermit, and he followed Florian
into the sick-room.

“] wanted to thank you,” whispered
Linda; “you are very kind. Send me
gome wild flowers—the very latest.”
“You'll have 'em to-night, Miss,” said

get well. It would be better to go to | the hermit. “(Goo0d-day, ma’am—good-
sleep: or shall I read to you?” day.”

“Read to me, Ilory, and taik as you And he hurried awkwardly from the
read. room,

He went down to his study to select a
volume, There were many books in his
possession and he knew them all by
heart; dapgerous books none of them,
only the best and purest grain of the
world's harvest. What should he select?

“ Nothing too pious, for that wonld
frighten the poor child ; nothing frivolous,

“1 ghall call on you soon,” said Florian
a8 they parted. He merely bowed grave-
ly and walked away.

TO RE CONTINUED.

“Discases of the Ihroat and Lungs
Are extramalY frequent in this climate, and
their danger lies in the opinion too often en-

| Pagsion she was not surprised at the sub-

for that would not suit the condition of
one so near death.’”

He walked suddenly to the window
choking. “Do I realize it, Linda, that I
may lose you?"

He took out Bonaventure's Life of Our
Lord, and when he had gone to the sick-
room and had announced the story of the

tertained that they will wear themselves out.
That they do not and that hundreds are being
hurried in consequence to untimely graves
is one of the most patent facts of our exist-
ence. The only rational treatment is to em-
ploy Maltine with Cod Liver Oil, a prepara-
tion of inestimable value in all pulmonary
complaints. In addition to supplying the oil
in a form in which it may easily be assimil-
ated and without disturbing ths stomach, it
represents the nutritive properties of wheat,
oats, and barley, and is therefore a recon
structive and tissue former of eminent value.
Not less important is the action of maltine on
starchy foods. These are rendered diges-
tible and capable of replacing the wastes of
the body. This is nature’s own method,
Try Maltine with Cod Liver Oil,
The Children’'s Enemy.

. Scrofula often shows itself in early life and
is characterized by swellings, abscesses, hip
diseases, etc. Consumption is serofula of the
lungs. In this class of diseases Scott's
Emulsion is unquestionably the most reli-
able medicine,

jeet.

“Tt is 8o appropriate,” she murmured :
«] am having my passion,’’

He read to her until her eyes closed in
uneasy slumber, and then sat watching
the tlushed tace and thinking. Mre.
Winifred was the only other person who
came near the sick-room, and she was
unable to control her tears even under
Jlorian's sharp reproof. She remained a
great part of the time in self-banishment,
and he dwelt alone in the sacred silence
of a sick-room, Linda was fond of white

CATHOLIC TRUTH SOCIETY OF
SCOTLAND.

Mesting in Dumfries.

London Tablet.
The annual meeting of the Catholic
Truth Society of Scotland was held in
Dumfries on Tuesday in last week. A
private business sitting was held in the
afternoon in the new Catholic school,
and in the evening there was a public
gathering in Brook street Hall, pre.
sided over by the Archbishop of Edin-

burg.

The Right Rev. Dr. Turner, Bishop
of Galloway, on behalf of the meeting
and in his own name, extended a
cordial welcome to the delegates of the
Society in coming to Dumfries to hold
their annual demonstration, which
gave them an opportunity of becoming
acquainted with one of the most im-
portant movements which had taken
place in the Catholic body for many
years, They certalnly esteemed it a
very high privilege that the Catholic
congregation in Dumfries should be so
specially marked out by the Central
Council to receive a special visit for
the purpose of promoting the great
work which that Society had in hand

The Rev. J. Stuart, Edinburgh, sub
mitted the report of the Central Coun
cil. It mentioned that a depot tor the
Society's publications had been opened
in a busy thoroughfare in Glasgow,
and had already ylelded good results.
It had been the aim of ths Council to
issue a penny pamphlet each month.
They conducted their business on trade
principles at a fair profit. The finan
ces were flourishing, the turnover last
year amounting to £160. At an anti-
Catholic meeting of ex Priest Slattery s
one of the members had sold six hun-
dred Catholic pamphlets, and advant-
age had been taken of other hostile
meetings for a similar purpose.

Tne Archbishop of Edinburg, speak-
ing on ‘‘The Catholic Truth Society
and its Work,” said it ailmed at in-
gtructing the more ignorant Catholics
in the truths of their religion, and a:
removing misconceptions among out
giders, mot by controversy, bui by
friendly explanation. He remarked
that the hostility shown to Cathollcs in
this country was due to ignorance, for
which non-Catholics were not to be
blamed, for they had been reared in an
atmosphere of prejudice, but as they
came to be better understood, those
bitter feelings were passing away. A
great change in this respect had oc-
curred during the last twenty years,
and had been brought about almost im
perceptibly, ~Much of the hostility
was directed against a state of things
which was non-existent except in the
imagina ion of those people.

THE CATHOLIC CHURCH AND THE BIBL!

The following paper on this subject,
written by the Rev. George Angus, St
Andrews, was afterwards read by the
Bishop of Galloway :

In his recent Letter to the Bishops of
Scotland our Holy Father, Leo XIII,
observes that ‘‘great praise is due to
the Scottish nation, as a whole, that
they have always shown reverence
and love for the Inspired Writings
And the Pope adds, ** We find that, in
revering the Sacred Scriptures, they
are in agreement with the Catholic
Church.”

There aré two points in which Scot-
land and England are, more or less,
agreed. The first is the respect due
to the Lord’s Day ; the second, the
reverence for the Bible. We should, I
think, be careful in both these matters
““to strengthen the things that re
main,” and not in any way, by pre
cept or exampie, t0 weaksn this 1¢
spect and reverence for both God's
Word and God's Day. Lord Braye
has said of England, and we may say
it more truly of Scotland, that the
people cling *‘ at least to one Catholic
law, the observance of Sunday. Every
geventh day our beloved country
makes one grand national Act of Faith
in abstaining from servile work.’
The late Arcibishop Smith, who sent
me to St. Andrews, strongly depre
cated ‘‘all such practices as tend to
interfere with the due observance of
Sunday ;” and condemned certain
growing customs, ‘‘ which in Scotland,
of all countries in the world, are apt to
give grievous offence to the religious
minded of the community, to alienate
from the Church those inclined to look
favorably upon it,” and added that it
was ‘‘ the Bishop's duty to eee that the
sanctity of the Sunday be not violated
or trenched upon, that the feelings of
those who may not always think with
us be not wantonly injured.” And a
higher authority reminds us that all
things may be lawful but not always
expedient.

Now as our fellow-countrymen, our
kinsmen after the flesh, although, alas '
not belonging to the household of
faith, make an act of faith in the
obs rvance of the Lord's Day, the
Christian Sabbath, 8o too do they make
another act of faith in their respect for
the Holy Scriptures. They pride
themselves upon their knowledge of
the Bible. They say they are Bible
Christians. I remember, & quarter of
a century ago, hearing Father Kenelm
Vaughan say to the late Cardinal
Manning, ‘‘ We, my lord, are Bible
Christians.” And I think that Cath-
olics are the only real Bible Christians
in the world. But as regards non
Catholic submission to the Bible my
friend, Father Humphrey, S. J., says
in his ** Divine Teacher " that this sub-
mission and reverence are ** the nearest
approach to the act of faith which is,
or can be, made out of the Catholic and
Roman Church. There is @ submission
of reason and will to something Divine,
as Divine,

Nevertheless it cannot be denied that
this submiesion, this reverence and re-
spect for the Bible are, however praise-
worthy, as the Pope says, yet hope-

128sly illogical, How and where, W&
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may affectionately ask, do you get the | which.
Bible? And what of the multitude of | people, t
Christisns who lived, and belleved, | prayers,
and died, before the New Testament | Scriptur
was written? It was not until the | perform
fourth century that the Bible, as it | the lad)
pow 18, was collected into one whple, occasion
and proclaimed to be the Inspired | Testame
Word of God. It could not be tc these | I observ
early Christians the Rule of Faith, for | of the
it did not exist, and we see that those | over of
who try to make it out to be so differ | served,
widely amongst themeelves as to its | 80 I8 ve
true {nterpretation unq meaning. | and re
The Bible i8 the Word of God, but as | her cho
the Word of God 1t requires a Guar- | Protest
dian and a0 Interpreter. favorit
sE CHURCH THE GUARDIAN OF THE | they hi
BIBLE hymns
gt, Paul tells us that the clergy are | is quit
« digpensers (or stewards) of the mys- | least i
teries of God." In other words, |such u
guardians or caretakers of the Sacra- | there |
ments. And, again, that ** the Church | with C
is the pillar and ground of the tg-mh." not bo
And we say that the Church is the | form
guardian of the Bible, and that it h‘. condel
longs to her, and her alone. There is, | effusic
of course, & certain controversy asto | more !
what is, or is not, part of the Sacred | somew
Seriptures. Thus the Church of Scot- | Salval
1and does not accept the Apuc 8, OF
autero Cauonical books, asiuepl 1 Buf
Nor does the Church of England, al ble
though she allows portions of them to } tongt
be read in church for edification.} ., oo
Many years ago when the late Prince| = -
Consort died, the (Qusen caus il a verse fov
from, I think, the Book of \\’Hl«m 01 Latk)
pe inscribed upon & memorial stone |, .
erected in the Highlands to the memory | .,
of her husband. Aud this at the time | ¢
ralsed a copsiderable outery Among | g,
certain of our Presbyterian fellow- | omi
countrymen. But I might ask them, | piyy
a8 Cardinal Newman did long 80, | hyy,
why do you accept the Bock of Esther, | ..
and not the Book of Wisdom ? Oa | the .
what authority is the Song t:t Solomon | o4
inepired, and the Book of Wisdom net odit
jpspired ? Wby accept the one and ton
reject the other ? And, again, if youy ..
take the Bible only as a rule of falth |4,
won will find it difficult to prove plainly | (ha
and distinctly the D.vinity ol Jesus | yjor
Christ, and & good many other verities | .
which you happily, and rightly, be-|
lieve. In a word, you do not learn| o .
the Christian Faith from the Bible ;| pa
vou learn it, as a matter of fact, from| ..
t\'r‘ur parents when you first begin to |
lisp **Our Father " at your mother’s | |
knees, before you ever saw, or could fou
read the Bible ; and then you g0 tof a¢
tbe Holy Scriptures, which meke | o
Christians—mnot other pec ple — ‘‘ wise | p
unto salvation.” t
Now the Cathclic and Roman Church | 4
is, as 1 have otten heard a distin th
guished ex Moderator of the General |
Assembly, say, the Mother of uz all— |
out of which we all came.” At herj A
xnees, then, we learn the *Our Father," | |
and the ** Hail Mary,’ and the Creed, | «
and & great many other things, and |,
ghe gives us the Bible as a source, and |
the chief, but not the only, source of | 4y
theological doctrine, and as & deve- | g
tional manual. We all know that the | ¢
Missal and Breviary ave really, for thej g
most part, selections from Holy Writ, |
and the same may be said of what are | ¢
called Popular Devotions Take thel
Rosary., Of the tiftecn lll_\'\[k')ii'w‘ ouly »
two are not actually mentioned in Hely |
Writ—and as to the last of the Gloricus |
Mysteries most ncn Catholics agree |
with us in believing in, and hoping to |,
share, ** The joy and glory of allthe]
gaints,” in the heavenly country. So
of the Way of tha Cross, and other non
.'.',u-‘giw;\Ast'r\'\c':.»a, which need not be
enumerated. If Catholics, orsome of
them, do not actuwliy read the 1psis |
sima verba of Holy Scripture as much as
do Protestants, they are quite familiar
with the Life of our Lord, aud the
gacred mysteries connected with the
game, as recorded in the Bible. More-
over, our religion is not antiquarian :
it is a present living belief in a present

living Christ, holding actual com
munion with a living Lord and Sav
ijour, and with His Blessed Mother,
and the Apostles and Saints, as real
living beings, and not merely men
and women whose names are men-

tioned in the Episties and Gospels, but

who died 1800 years &go.

But it may be objected,
olic Church is the Guardian of the
Bible, why do you not

if the Cath-

B

encourage the

whole of the S:riptures to be read by

everybedy ?
simply because the Church
Guardian, and people may sometimes

Well, the answer f3—
is the

as St. Peter tells us, ‘‘ wrest the’.‘%rln-
tures to their own destruction.” Th

Guardian must guard, and must inter
pret. Philip the D2acon gald to H‘u
Ethiopian who was reading in the Ol
Testament :  ** Understandest tho
what thou readest?” And the repl;
was: ‘‘How can I, unless some ma
show me?" 1f forty different peop!
read the Bible and inieipidt it
themselves, they may quite easl
evolve from its pages forty differe
religions. But does anyone reall
want to read the whole Blble‘througl
chapter after chapter, book after bool
It will be allowed that there are certa
passages in the Gacred Writings whi
are hardly suitable for mixed congr
gations, or virginibus puerisque,
hear read, or to peruse : and surely
ia not absolutely necessary to salvati
to be able to give a correct list of t
Kings of Israel and Judah, or an !
curate account of the journeys of
Paul. As a matter of fact, in put
worship at least, all denominatis
agree with the Catholic Church,
choosing what shall, and shnll‘not‘
read tothe people. Both the U‘mrcl
Scotland and the Church of P,Elgls
select chapters, or lessons, for Sun
or week-day services. And in priv
devotions, I image, thereis & sim
process of choice. 1 remember, &
small boy, being on a visit to &
friends in a country house : they
Jonged to the Estavlished or
Church of Scotland, I am not




