WP O FoQ--0

v

L

w0 tko degra amm by the ran-

vo" x’ NO- 3%.

m

COL. B. M. JOHNSTON. |

STORY OF HIS CONVERSION AS RE-
LATED BY HIM3ELF

Srcught up & Baptist But by Observstion
and Incessani Study Was Led into the Bo-
som of the Catholio Church- S8ome of His
Principal Beasons for the Sicp Taken.

Rev. Father Price, the famous geal-
ous missionary of Ndrth Carolina re-
celved by request recently a brief his-
tory of the reasons that led the distine
guished convert, Col. Richard Malcom
Johnston into the Catholic Church.
The article first appeared in Trath. a
monthly magagine edited by Father
Price for the purpose of disseninating
Catholic doctrine among the people of
his jurisdictiqp. The communication
reads as follows:

Dear Father Price:—You have re-
quested of me several times to send
you some account of my experiences
during the period before 1 becams a
member of the Catholic Church. Al-
thongh I cannot be led to suppose that
what a person of no greater importance
than T am has to eay about himself.
even under a nom de plume. will be
of any value to others, yet with intent
to comply with the wish of a dear
friend. 1 declde to submit to you a few
pages.

However Interesting to omneself be
the trials of his own mind upon the
most serious subject for his and all
men’s consideration, it would be a
rather pitiable vanity to suppose that
they could be so to others. Yet it may
not be amiss sometimes. for even such
as I, to give some of the reasons for
the satisfaction feft when those trials.
the most perplexing and painful of all,
were ended.

I was brought up a Baptist by par-
ents the memory of whose virtnes I
have always |ndulged with unspeak-
able fondness and gratitude. Our
community was mainly Baptist, and 1
have mnever knowu one which had a
larger number of constituents, partica-
jarly female. who were devoted to
Christian obligations., These lived in
unwavering faith in (hrist. and died in
humble hope of eternal life through the
merits of His atonement They kuew
no more of the Catholic Chureh than
o! an occult language What they had
heard was told by itr enemles, most
of them not better informed.

I cannot but smile. though gsadlv
gometimes, whlle calling back some of
the things that used to be told about
the Pope. Anti-Christ, the Searlet Wo-
man, and other men. women and
things under his lead. With a simple-
minded, uncultured people, there were
no ways of controverting such audac-
fous misrepresentations.

Bscoming a member of the denomi-
nation st the age of seventeen, it was
not many years before I geerned to feel
a hunger for a more living, nourishing
sustenance than was afforded by a dis-
cipline, which, with all of its lonesty,
appeared to me more and more con-
stralned and narrow.

When ! became a man of thoughtful
ways, 1 became deeply, anxtously im-
pressed while reading the Holy Scrip-
tures (which I studled considerably)
by some things which, although point-
edly Inculeated therein, were or
seemed to be, Ignored by all professing
Christians with whom I held {inter-
course,

One of thess was Holy Communion,
another the authority imparted by our
Lord to His disciples to pardon sins. [
could not but feel that Christ at the
Last Supper must have wrought this
miracle to be perpetuated throughout
all succeeding generations.

I do not quote passages familiar to
Scripture readers. While struggling
with the question 1 have done 8o to
many a culttvated Baptist clergyman,
and been answered sometimes in brief,
obscure words, unsatisfactory even to
himself. and sometimes with sighs.

Our Y.ord, in so many words, be-
atowed the power to forgive sins, and
said that after His ascension He would
send the Paracleté to keep in His fol-
Jowers recollections of His teachings
and do so until the end of the world.
‘The Paraclete did appear at Pente-
cost, and He is upon the’*earth now,
fulilling His mission to gulde into zll
trath.

" And this is the infallibility so noisily
railed at and so little understood. It
means simply that mankind, those who
entirely trust in this essential. Indis-
pensable truth, will be secure against
wuinous mistakes In their faith in
Christ.

I we ask a Baptist or another
FProtestent clergyman if he is infaili-
ble, he will answer “no” in emphatic
denial. Put such a question to a Catho-
e priest, ke will answer “yes, for 1
preach none other doctrines than such
as my mother Church believes and
teaches, assisted and guided as she is
by the Holy Spirit.”

There it 18, a man like, me knowing
himself to be blind, powerless to find
his way oul of the obseurity in whieh
he gropes, besst by toils, pitfalls,
snares, wrong-doings and temptations,
is constrained=to follow the gaide who
claims to know the way certainly in-
#tead of the ono who admits thal he
does not.

I read mAny, many books. that or
the unhappy Laud, persecuted because
he could mot be hostm to the Chuich

Zins next week,
the new parackial schol of St. Frinols
Xavier’s charch. Tt is hoped that by

rors of his time, Janus and Anti-Janus,
Milner's End of Controwersy, Iva's
Trials of a Mind, the debates between
Gladstone and Newman and Mannins,
Baimez's History of Clviitzalion, and
others. When I decided at last, I felt
a peace beyond all understanding, and
a surprise that I had not found before
what then seemed so luminously clear.

A matter which made me lose faith,
in Protestant forms of worship was the
absence of autbority in effecting con-
formity with discipline, variant as this
{s. Some of them of late years have
held meetings for the trial of clergy-

men who preach doctrines mnot in hare
mony with their denominations, but
they seldom amount to any well-de-
fined decision, or effect settled security,
for Protestantism is committed against
punishment for heresy, a word whose
sense i1s Known to so few.
Heresy, as you know, is a choosing
to believe, or professing to believe oth-
erwise than as the Church believes and
teaches, while Protestantism professes
to allow entire freedom In this regard.
Yet tria]s are had on questions which
seem of especial audacity, and discus-
sions are had inside and outside of
meetings, which end sometimes in ac-
quittal, sometimes in meeot reprimand:

like priding himsel! for the notoriety

harmlessness of its consequences upon
himself.

High Churchman with suspicion, and
Is in turn regarded with pity, and the
Bishop, waxing High or Low, or os-
cillating between, can only piously
counsel or meekly remonstrate.
TL.et a Catholic priest pseach other
doctrines than he bas received from
the Church; soon, very soon, he gsts
from his Bishop a missive, brief, po-
lite, yet fully significant, notifying
bim to vacate his rectory by such a
date, when another wjll be therg to
accept it,
Far the greater number of Protest-
ants, devout, honest as the best, are
kept out of the Catholic Church from
Ignorance of {ts doctrines, its history,
the Yives of illustrious men anfl wo-
wen, {ts saints and martyrs, Iits vast
schieyements throughout all condl-

the human race.
only information, prudently imparted.
The great defalcation undsr the sov-
ereigns, Henry and Elizabeth, has
spent {ts greatest strength, and
thoughtful minds In Great Britain,
poting and pondering upon the contin-
ually recurring detection of ¢he mon-
strous falsehoods upon which its
claims were based, are either coming
back to the one fold or lapsing into
Agnosticiam.

Conversions are counted by the many
many thousands every year. TFor at
least there are not very many who do
not desire to possess and hold the
truth. Prejudice and bias are hard to
overcome, because slow to be con-
vinced that what they conscientiously
belleve tends to evil and misfortune.
I could say much about other mat-
ters {n Catholic belle! and practice, as
praying for the dead, that, as we read
In . Maccabees, xil., *‘they may be
loosed from thelr sing*—Induigences,
that pgreat Pons Astnorum, about
which perhaps more abeurd things are
ipoken than any other tenet in our
aith, giving to the dying the consoling
mpport, of extreme unction, and main~
taining marriage to de one of the sac-
raments of the Master. Denial of this
ast Is tending to make all clean minds
ighest at its enormously muitiplying
'oul dissolutions of families, and foul-
est of all forms of degeneracy.

Much ! might say upon these and
sther matters. But this is enough, and
[ am tired.

I was glad when I heard you had

started your monthly, It was well to
start It there. Your North Carolinians
are an unpretentious people. loyal to

their convictions and eouragéous In

mnaintalining them, hospitadle o stran-

rers, and listening respectfully to what
they have to say. ‘They have done ag

much as any other Southern State, ac-

cording to disposable means, for the

cducation of thelr pdor, and, as I have

Jeen credibly told, More than any other

:owards preserving records and tradi-

tions of their torefath!ra

1 sineerely hope that your modest

little enterprise may aeécomplish as

much as you hope for on the line you

are pursuing with go much industry

and singleness of mind. Very truly

and affectionately yours,

RICHARD MALCOM JOHNSTON.

First Irish Catholic Mayor.

For the first time In the history of
New Haven, Conn., an Irishman and
Catholic has been elected to the mayor-
alty and it i3 a pleasing circumstance
to note that neither nationality nor
creed entered Into the politieal con-
test. The city election In New Hawven
recently were carried by the Democrats
with a sweeping victory. Every can-
didate on thelr ticket was elested to |
office. Mr, Corneltus T. Driscoll, ths
Demoeratic nominee for M&ror, re-
celved a plurality of 1,500 votes over
the Republican candidate, Mr. ¥arng.
worth.

The work of demoltlon of the huill.
ings on the property at 192, 124, and,
126 West 17th stresct, New . ?ﬂrk, bo.’
This in the site fop

"WEARING OF THE GREEN »

——————

He laid his blackepnd pipe aside,
A mojsture dimmed ms eye

And made its blue ns voft & hue
As Amril's misty sky.” .

‘The morning frost was on his beard,
The winds of March were keen,

But all bhis beart was warmed to hear
The “Wearing of the Green,”

The burden of his years of tofl
~ Was lifted from his- back;.
His {farrowed cheek was smooth an
young, '
His grizzied hair was black,
The siiken flag and snowy plumes—
They passed him all unseen;
He walked again where first he sung
The ““Wearing of the Green.”

The mossy récks and rugged glens
Sent back his volce again,

And Mary, in her cabin door,
Took up the snd refrain.

She had a shamroek in her breast,
The kerchief's fold pe:ween,

and the defendant, if he be valn, feels

lnto which he has been lifted, and the

The Low Churchman regards the

tions of ite existence, for the weal of
Such as thess need

And redder lips have never trilled
The “Wearing of the Green.”

His Mary’'s old and feebls now,
Her scanty locks are white;

She dozes by the fire all day
And grumbled half the night.

But they are wedded lovers yet,
And on each other lean,

And sti]] she hums, in quavering tones
The **Wearing of ths Green,”

Come sun or shadow, once a year
The bands are sure to play

The good old tune, the dear old tune,
Upon Saint Patrick's day. .

"Tis like a breath from opog ang hill,
Though oceans roll betwesn;

"Tis sweet to every exile's ear—
The ““Wearing of the Gresn.” ‘

--Mitna Irving, in Leslie's Weekly.

LITTLE JOHNS LETTER,

Little John was six yeara old, A
pair of trousera torn at”.both “knees,.
ratr, curly bair, thick and rlch anouxh
to ornament the heads of two fine.

still irled to amile betimes, although
tears seemed mord natural to them; se
red and-swollen were their white lds;.-
s Htile Jacket of a fashionshle. shwc'

and he was fasting since noon ‘the -

flashed acrope his 1little brain. He
would write a letter, a letter to the,
Blessed Virgin! This'ls how little
John, who knew nefther how to read
nor write, nevertheless wrote hig let-
ter.

At the corner of the avenue, rot far
from L'Esplanade, over there in the
Quartier-Gros-Callon, there was o
shanty with the word “Editor” * over
|the door. The “editor” was an old sols_
dler. cross, brave, not by any means
bigoted, on, the contrary, not rioh
either, and who was not luckly snough
to be safficlently crippled to have a
right to enter the hotel “Des Invae
des.”

John peeped through the window- |
panes, and saw -him smoking his pips
while waiting for customers. Golng in |
1he gaid: '
“Good morning, sir- I come to have ‘
8 letter wrltten."

“The prico ia tem sous,”

dier, who was perhaps the hundred. .
thcuaandth atorg of the glory of a
marshall of France, was called Le Peore
Bowin. John, who had no cap, could
not take it off, but he satd politely:
“Ah, then! excuse my having troubled
you,” and he opened the door to leaves,
but Papa Bowin, who found he looked
Hke a nice little fellow, asked him,
“Are you the son of a soldier?”

“No," answered John, “I'm mamma’s ‘j
son.”

“Good,” sald the “editor,” "and ¥u
haven’t ten gous?”’

“Oh, no! 1 haven’t even one sou.";
“Your snothef neither, miost Nkelys -
its easy to see¢ that. Its a letter tv
try to get something for dinner, gomes
thing to make the pot bofl, eh, my llt-.
tle one?” .
“Yes, that's 5nst it,” sald John. ol
“Come here. For ten limes and ' |.

much poorer”

John obeyed; Papa_ Bowin got “his
paper ready, dipped bis pen in the ink,
and in the best hand wrote: “Parls. |

l'mx January, 18— and under the bt

o, T 1 (e e et B
'le’at's the gentleman's DAmY, |yiney of the “u

Tiny? i timen é&ﬁu tits'

“What gentleman?” asked Jobn,
“Really,” the person, parblen. = The
‘gentleman you t to writs to. 'I‘hb
party who’s to give you la soupe.”
John understoodl thils time, and angs”
wered: “It's not s gentleman, sir.”
“A%h, bah, & lady then?”
"?eg»-noﬁthsﬁ 18 to gRy—
“Look here, You young monk
you mean to say yvon don't even
whom you want. towidte to?” . -
. ®0B, but yes, 1 know.” sald the child,
“gay thest, atid hy qafek &bout it oy
. Little Johu. had - grows very red

s ﬁo
e

October m the m buﬂd(ng will be

- e nva'

| brasthe?” ;. - v
Plpr. ‘anm , Ie . face axide.»
lekling ixom

ladies; a pair of large blue eyss that |

but hanging in shreds; a girl's -hott |
on the right foot, a colleglan’s shoe on
the lett—both too lomg; too large; and, | '
alas! too worn—the vamps rising inde. {ORD
pendently from.the: soles before, and [#BG0 W
1ot & vestige of the heel behind. He |hexd,
felt cold and hungry,in the middleé of jthe
bis rags, for it was & winter's evenjng, |!

previous day, when a sudden thought’| Papa

: an ald fool

) mre leavm;'

‘ answered |
Papa Bowin, for this brave old sols |

wilt br!nx‘with e tm' ‘
b neverthelen
He has 3 tstﬁeMﬁd-‘ & h
of hunger, Gou;& ‘not, be: called .

0 earth.
knowe.

half o sheet of paper one will not %; n
know his name,

in old times. Papa Bowin is no
‘happy ‘old man;, glways

»uon, amt ha a

& »*w!m . ;mst;mm gis,'whn
‘tmgtmh a8 Jm,w

to enen nne’s hmt m . nuhm aith
writer unided such clvenmstantes
he gathered up bis conirage angd wins

tend 8 Intter™

bis mouth, and sald sternly: “Midg

Begone!"-

left.
ing cloger at bhim.

same! What's your hawe, bibi?™
“JB‘J!! "

“John what?*

*Nathing dut John.”

“And what do you want to gay to. the.
Holy Virgin¥
“I would tell her that mameng ls

1! she wonld bo so kind a3 o wakefer

up~I have tried, but cmot!" o
The old zoldier felt his hegrt im l!n

ing, for he dreaded the fruth now-—»aim

the soup Just, 8&1{%" Sy
“Ah!” gaid the child, *we want .xum&

mamma kad given me the mt n;am:f
of .bread”

“And ;he-—what has she’ aatsn!'!-
““There ‘wera almdr two dKys she

gfy' n o
“How did you try to wake hap? '

“Did ahe breathe!": -

#T1 do not kno‘w, don'-tpm (1 umy:

aelt, “And T—Y, ‘who hav ‘;3
ent aid dﬂnk. hcm ffen"h

ally dead of !mn:er.

kriess, and sald wery gont
wman; your hlggsr h m'man

will shed
Ko wa-but

‘hold! -
A lying on

and memory; F ¢
‘honest man-an !or Qhrist .
sure.’” He arose, - it
child in his arms, and prei )
his breast, added, as i addressin

one lnvisible- “Lonk. look} %m m

“Yts to the Bleuseq ?‘i‘rgln ] vﬁa{; tt;i_‘

Papa Bowin did not Taugh mm. mel
put down his pen, took his plbe fmzu :

I presuppose that you don't svine here |
with the intention of inaultmg 2N Afs
rMent warrlar. TP you weren't such &'}
mite I'd shake ysu! Clear offt Toen
to the left and lbok autside tn seo ti!
4P there. tof
Little John did not “wait to be tokt

twlce, but turned on his heals, I mean Hin
tbose of his feet, 85 lﬁa shoes had none

Seclng him s0 gentie, Papa Bow!x;*f"
changed hiz mind a second time, look= I}

“Mille Canon!™ muttered he. “’J."hem r
Is misery enough in this Paile all ths

Papa Bowin felt hiz oyes w:termg,. ¢
but he only shrugzed his shoulders. |y

asleep since four o’olock yesterday, and |

be asked: *What dia you mean «abbi;ﬁ j

80 hadly, Before shs went to slap |

sald: ~“Eat, little one; 1 am not hun‘ §

“Oh, as I always do~] k!ued «Mr,“‘

| Yohin smiled, and the amiie e np T0R b
face il it was heautiful,:, . -

voﬂﬁnmo mﬁ

child, who camc.’toolé‘ him oa n 24

Af m‘mtw&u&“ N m"
by Songged

ot Youn. Bighops o  taloa
v &’aﬁ&’f’m e
Eyroa (o g i B

Axchbl thn,etn %
fit vzi,tso%putitnh mr w&ﬂw

laugh at and mock '
where thou art-T .wis

‘ainud * mib “AngeY:

That i #1L- The HooF trothe

"W‘im was - ;’M;

1
o ?"x!i& -

fome hers in Par}x
‘whb 18 “editory =D

We will call him: "John:' slmv
honea’t. 8

cm!f
| to writ

The mt 5. its; rmmmum‘
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