
A SLANDER REFUTED.
BY KEY. C. COGNET, B.M.

Undkk the title ' The Catholics in Japan,' the Bud'jet (weekly
edition of the Taranaki Herald) published in a recent issue a mis-
chievous article which roused the indignation of many Catholic
subscribers. Quotiag threeunknown authorities (Edw. Runge,Dr.McArthur,andDr. W. Elliott Griffiths), the prejudiced author ven-tured to assert that the present Chinese difficulty wasmostly due tothe 'aggressiveness' of the Catholic missionaries, whose 'arrogant
and overbearingbehaviour to thenatives

'
called for a general up-

rising against Europeaninterference. As usual in such blundering
attacks, the Spanish Inquisition is dragged by head or heels,and
aspersions are cast on St. Francis Xavier's marvellous work in
Japan.

What the Jiudgrt'* correspondent means* with these vague and
uncandid accusations we can only guess :because, on some occa-sions, a bishop or a missionary, backed by the foreign Legations,
wanhappy enough torescuesome unfortunate Christian individual,
likply innocent, from the clutchea of a bigoted mandarin bent on
persecution, Kdw. Runge and Dr. McArthur call this merciful and
judicious action a 'meddlesome intrusion into Chinese internal
affairs.' But,of course, if the same individual had been delivered
by themedium of a British consul or of aProtestantdivine likeDr.
McArthur. then the English PresH would celebrate the name of the
influential benefactor of mankind who stood for justice, innocence,
ormercy.

But since there is trouble inChina,somebody must be to blame.
Now the Catholic missionaries have dared to convert,baptise, and
educate some 600,000 Chinese, with very slender resources, while
their non-Catholic rivals— dividedinto somescores of separate and
antagonisticorganisations— have been spending millions of money
in securing the moreor less nominal adherence of some 50,000 or60,000 natives,some of them, as Protestant natives testify,being
merely of the '

rice-Christian
'

clasß. The Catholic missionaries
must therefore be blamed for the crisis. They are made as the
scapegoat of the Jews of old

—
the victim of universal propitiation.

The pagan Romans of old cried out:
'
Down with theChristians!

The Christians to the lions !
'

whenever crops failed, the hail bat-
tered the vines, the thunder addled the eggs, earthquakesloosened
thebricksin theirhouses. And such in effect is the logicof the
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of the faithful old Catholic. The morning light broke over theold cottage by the cairn, and shone on the placid features of the
dead.

Inthatplace,made sacred by the presence of the dear departed
one,Katie told me thehistory of her life inLondon.fc*he hada good voice anda fine figure, she was fond of singing
and of dancing, and so she soon found her way to the Music Hall
stage." Oh, Father,'she said, 'it was terrible work in the beginning,
struggling for existence,butIstruggled andkept myself straight;
and Isucceeded in the profession. But in the midst of all mytemptationsIthank God Inever drifted into a sinful life. Inever
dragged my womanhood in the mire. My Mother Mary has saved
me from that. \ou know this medal, don't you,Father Cuthbert ?It is the one yougaveme when you wereonceon a visit here. I've
keptit ever since, and1hopeIshall wear it all mylife. Yousee,'
she added,'Iwearit nownot on apieceof ribbon,but on a golden
chain. Ibought that chain as soon as Icould afford it. Themedal deserves all thehonor thaiIcan give it. Again and again,
in trial and trouble, I've looked at it, I'vekissed it, I've treasuredit. At times I'vealmost tired of life;and when I'veleft themusichall I'vestrolled down, in the Bilent hours, to the dark river that
runs through the gay wicked city,and have thought how manjsad lives ita murky waters have ended. But I've clutched mymedal, and it has stood between me and temptation anddespair.
My sweet MotherMary, whomgranny taught me as a child to love,
she has saved me.

'I've been, Iknow, a giddy, foolish, wayward,worldly girl.
I've been spoilt and petted. My life has been fullof flatteryand
gaiety. Iremember once Iaccepted an invitation to supper.
Somehow orother my medal washanging exposed. Thebrute whowas entertaining mepassed ablasphemous remark. My blood wasup;he hadinsulted one most dear to me, for whose sake I'd forfeitall. Idashed the champagne Iwas drinking into the wretch'sface ;Istruck him with the glass and cut his sleek handsomecoward face. They knew me then; they respectedthe lonegirl; they
knew they couldnot insult me with impunity.'See, then,Father, whatIowe to my heavenly Mother. Some-how or other she has keptme straight. She

—
and

—
and the gooddear old granny who has gone to her eternal bleßsed reward. Iknow I'vebeen wild andhaven't kept to my religion,but generally

I've been toMass, andIhavenever forgottena little prayerand mytrust in God's holy Mother. Idon't deserve all the blessings andfavorsI'vehad, butIthank God for them;Irealise themallnowasIneverdid before. I'vepromised the dead to lead a better life,
to mend my ways. It's never too late to begin again,and boIpromise God toserve Him better.'* " *

Time wenton. Kate Penton kept her word. She gaveup thelife which hadbeen full of temptation and where the struggle for
virtue was hard, and in time became a trained nursein oneof the
great hospitals in London. She edified all by her quiet practiceof
her holy religion. The other day she wrote to me to ask myprayers. She was leavingEngland with the ArmyNursing Sistersfor service with the South African FieldForce.

—
Rev.LANOTON G.Vere, in the C.T.S. Series.
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up the turf and woodon the fire, and the littleroomwas warm and
ooey. Before composing myselfIhad glanced out into the night.
It was still snowing, and the wind was blowing, but not sofuriouslyas ithadbefore. Igreatlyhoped thatbefore the morningbroke the storm wouldhavepassed.

ThenIbegan to review the past history of old Molly Merlin
and her grand-child, Kate Penton. What had happened to the
girl ? No longer a girl, but a fine young woman;and in the great,
cruel, wicked metropolis, the hugecity of evil, alone and friendless.
Ifshe werenot afraidof me, whyhad she not Bought me out? She
evidently was not badly off, or she could not have forwarded the
»uma of money mentioned by her grandmother. But why should
she not have given more information ? She was,Iknew, wayward
and headstrong. Had she drifted into wicked ways of the sinfulcity ? How could she be saved?
Ihad fonndon the shelf a well-worn edition of the beautiful

storyof Fabiola, andIinterestedmyself inits contents. The time
passed. At length, what with reading and musing, Ibegan tofeel sleepy;soIlooked to the fire, turned down the lamp, and
dozed.

How long Ihad been sleeping Iknow not. Iwoke with a
■tart. The fire hadburnt low, and there was a cold keen blast of
air in the room. The door wasopen, and in theopen doorwaystood
the figure of a woman. A shawl was thrown over her head, and
her drees washidden by her waterproof,but shawl and waterproof
werecovered withsnow.
Ispeedily roused myself. Placing my finger on my lips, andpointing to the room in which the sick woman was resting, I

motioned to my strange visitor toclose the door and to be silent.
Ithen turnedup the lamp.
In a whisper of suspense the stranger said :

'What, Father
CuthbertIare you here? And whereand how is is my granny VYes, it was noother than KatePenton herself.

1Sit down,'Isaid, 'and Iwill tell youall;but first youmustletmeknow how youhavecome here on this awful night, and by
meansyou reached the cottage. Iwill first see that our dear old
patient is quitecomfortable.'
Ipassed into the littlebedroom, and foundMolly Merlinsleep-

ing peacefully.'Now,'Isaid,'before youbegin your story,youmußt haye1somerefreshment,after yourbuffeting with the storm.'
The kettle was handy,and it did not take long for the young

woman to provide herself and me witha well madecup of tea. I
had prided myself some hours previously on my operations;but
the quiet, noiseless and speedy way in which Kate Penton set to
work quite startled me. She had put aside her shawl, her water-proofand her goloshes, andstood attired in the travellingdress of a
lady,anda line, tall,handsome lady she was.'Now,Father,' she said, 'Iwill tell you howIgot here. Some-
howor otherIcouldn't rest in London. IfeltImust comeback to
the oldcottageby the cairn, and see granny oncemore. SoIcame
on toCanrith. There Igot a trap and intended to drive up the
valley togranny's cottage, but whenIgot to the last cottage, about
two miles from here, the coachman refused to go a step further.
The storm was then beginning torage in all its fury. So he put up
his horse and trap in an old disused cowshed and Ptable, and we
took Bhelter in thecottage. Theold cottager told me thatthepriest
had gone onsome time before to see Molly Merlin. That is why I
wasn't surprised to see you, The oldman only wondered how you
could have faced t*o terrific a storm.

'It was impossible to proceedat once, Iwaited. I'veknown
many a terrible snowstorm in these parts, but Ithink Ihavenever
witnessed anything like this present one. How you ever reached
the cottageIcan't imagine. And so Iwaited,and waited, and the
hours were so long,so dreary, so terrible,the suspense so great that
at last, when there came a lull,Idetermined to face the fury of the
night and battle my way to to the oldcottage. What if Ishould
not find granny living1 Itwas only twomiles and Iknew every
footof the way,andcoIset out. Icameon,and am, thank God!
here.'"Ithink,'Isaid, 'Ihear your good granny calling, so I'll just
Blipin and see what she wants.'

Yes the good woman wasawake, and gentlyIbroke toher the
jjlad tidings of the wanderer's return.

4Ah,' she exclaimed. 'How canIsufficiently thank God for
this great favor and blessing ! Now, indeed,Ishall die happy.
Bring her to me, dear Father I

'
She wasin a veryexhausted Btate and very weak;soIbade her

be as calm as she could.
The happy meeting of the aged woman and her grandchild Ishall not attempt to describe. Ileft them together for some timeand returned to the fireside, where Isat muring over the Providencethathadso wonderfully arranged all the strange incidents of that

night.
At lengthIwas roueed to consciousness of my surroundingsby

a gentlehandplacedon my shoulder. Itwas Kate Penton. Tearswere in her eyes and on her check. She ppokein abroken voice.Her granny wasworse : she wished to see me.
When Icame to thebedside Isaw that the end wai not far

distant. Poor old Molly Merlin had nearly finished her long life
journey. Her voice was weak, and Hhe spoke in a broken whisper.
Shebegged me toread theprayers for the dying, and topray forherhappy death.

Full of beautiful Bentiinents of ardent gratitude toGod for all
his mercies, she commended herself and her granddaughter to the
fosteringcareof her gentleSaviour.

'Don't fret, Katie darling.' phe whispered, 'Father Cuthbertwill be always akindfriend and father to you;andIknow you'll
keep thepromisesyou havemade tome. God everbless you!

'
We watched and prayed. As thedawn came, a faint light lit

up the dying woman's face, a sweet smile flickered on her
countenance, a sigh parted from her lips. All was still. The
mercifulangel of death had taken to her eternalhome the soul
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