L

CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

VONTREAL, FRIDAY,

NOVEMBER 3, 1868.

No. 14.

VOL. XIX.

THE STUDENT.
A TALE.

CHAPTER 1.

Mr. Daly was a butter-mercha~t m the im
portant mercaotile city of Cork. He lived, ten
vears agn,in a neat and pretty house on the
Upper Glanniire-road, — a haonse that may he
soen any day from the ¢ New Wall? lving
cosily amongst a knot of trees. He was a man
who, though then rich, had yet koown poverty,
and, therefore, he was fond of s money, and
Jooked up to wealth and positior, aund had the
greatest possible aoxiety to be permitted to act
‘as train-bearer to the aristocracy. A Catholic,
he loved his faith fondly, respected its mimsters,
gave rather linerally te 1ts charitable mstitutions,
and was one, I must say, oroud of hs religion.—
The good teachings of Fatber James, the priest
of the parish near Macroom, where be lhved
when a boy, were pot lost upon him; and,
‘though not by any means a young man at the
time of which I speak, still he remembered with
grateful love the kindness and large-heartedness
of the good man who had beptized him, and pre-
pared him for bis first Communion, and to whose
ear he had confided the first secrets of his voung
hfe. He never lost the remembraace of Father
James’s blessing when, upon the morning he was
leaving the green fields and the thatched cottage,
or rather cabin, in whch he had spent seventeen
years, goiog to the house in which the priest
lived with an antiquated housekeeper, he met
him just at the door, and, kneeling down, heard
the rich tones of that famihar voice imploring
God to look with mercy and love upon the young
man, who was gowng out into the world to seek
s fortune — a search in which Father James
knew there !ay much peril and danger. But,
though Mr. Daly bad naturallv a good heart and
ex~ellent dispositions, he could not help paying
‘eourt, and a good deal of it too, to the world. —
He declared tumself to be a liberal man, and in
that character ke thought be would be recog-
nized by every one. He did not possess a par-
ticle of of sectarian spiri ; he loved all men and
all creeds alike; be knew no distinctions of
party. Such were the phrases he was always
ready to dischaige at any person who ventured
to insinuate that be was a hanger on after Pro-
testants, or that bis name was ton frequently seen
heading subscription-lists for Protestant pur-
poses. - '

Ten years ago, Mr. Daly’s son, an only child,
wa: about sixteen, a lad of much promise, well
made, well featured, possessed of much rodi-
meniar knowledge, and altogether a charming
young teHow, The sunshioe of God’s smile was
10 his heart and it lit up his manly face, and
shone out from s dark eve. Tt was a refresh-
ing sight that young man’s face, so refreshing
that, as he passed, old men raised ther heads
and looked at him, and travelled back in thought
to the days when they tdo were young and joy-
ous and light-hearted; so refreshing, that the
poor apple women, sittng next their stalls, said
§ God bless him. even though he did not pur-
chase from them ; so refreshing, that little chil-
dreo, looking up at him, laughed, and crowed,
and clapped ther bands with joy. Mr. Daly
was fond of his boy,—ay, and proud of him, too.
He looked forward with pleasure to the time
when he would make a name for himself, for he
was expected by every one who knew him to cut
a figure m the world ;. aud Mr. Daly, knowing
his son was talented, intended bim as a member
of some learned profession. Joe Daily himself
was conscious that he possessed abilities of no
mean order ; so he was perhaps a little proud,
too ; and it was with great joy that he heard of
bis father’s deteromnation to send bim to the
Queen’s College.  Whea Mrs Daly was made
aware of her husband’s iotentions, she offered
mildly a few sugzestions concerning the danger
which she conceived ber son would incur by go-
ing to such a place; but her objections were
immediately over-ruled ; so she Lad to subside,
and rema’n in a state of neutrality, while the ar-
rangements were making for what she firmly be-
lieved would be the ruin of ber only child. Paor
womao, she could not talk, for she never was In
the habit of dong so, 88 Mr. Daly had long ago
usurped that womaun’s right; so the only prayed
and wept when slone, and waraed Joe privately
‘of the perils she was sure he would have to en-
counter. She confided her fears to some friends,
but they all declared that the College was an ex-
cellent place for Joe, seeing that he need not, if
he wished, make acquantance with those whose
example or conversalion could be.prejuducal_lo
him; as also his religious instruction could be

continied at home, atlendance at college betng
‘necessary but for a few bours'm the day. Yet,
‘with & mother’s instinct, she feared and sorrowed
‘and :“’an}-’,:,tim'f s she thought of . ssserting her
.privilege.as-a . wife,  to keep ber:gon at heme, or
-sénd hum' to "some>' Catholic ‘place of -education ;
‘biit'she biad remgingd {00’ lobg under subjection,
‘and was obliged from
dp-all idea of opposition,

2

m~ want ~of courage, to give |

| So, in the spring of 1851, she saw her son
'matricula!e, and bear off » prize at the same
|time,—a priz: which did not in aoy way give
i her pleasure.

’ CHAPTER
i

T

| ¢ By Jove, I did oot thnk that Joe Daly was

'a religious fellow. Did you see how ke rose
i from nis seat to-day 1n@ihe lecture hall, and went

‘ out, berause Professor Jones said someth'ng or !

" other about the papists 7°

¢ Yes, mndeed ; but don’t mind what ke dul tec.-
day, for 1t was a feeliog ot pride, or brarado,
that made him leave, He was a Catholic, and
that Jones thonght well to ntroduce Catholicity
and its zuperstitions into his discourse upon the
Tostitutions of the Middle Ages ; so Daly thought
he was insulted, and he left, to show every one
be would not bear a shght, Beheve me. Harry,
when he 18 as long at the college as I ani, he
won’t mind such thiogs; but at present he’s
green. just entering his second year.’

¢ Why, Bill, vou wust know nothing about my
friend Joe when you say he’s green; I wish he
beard you, It was bul this morning [ had the
pleasure of seeing him home, for we bnth called
into Juke’s last night to have a game of bufiards,
and, of course, we got so interested, we remained
there till two 1n the morning. However, [ was
pretty steady. what Joe wasn’t; so I gave him
my arm, and we both walked along pretty quietly,
doing no greater damage than awaking some
good people by ringmg their door bell’s, vatil
we came to Joe’s home, snd then ] saw some
one puttiog out her head from one of the draw
ing-room wmdows; but, whoever it was, she
drew it in as quickly as she put it outyand w a
second the door was opened. I think 1t was his
mother opened it ; {or [ believe she tries to hide
from old Daly tbat his sen is liviag so fast, and
’tis she waiting up for him every night he’s out
late ; so-I think if she ever kept early hours, she
Josen’t now.? _

¢ Well, I never saw any one get into our ha-
bits so quickly as Joe. What a demure sort of
fellow he was at first, He wouldn’t play a-game
of hilliards, he woulda’t drink, be should be home
at eleven o’clock ; and, now he’s only entering
his second year, aod he’s the jolliest student
1o the college. INo end to the money be spends
at play, aod no end, either, to his drinking
bouts.

¢ I wonder very much that his governor does
not grumble at so much expense. T suppose be
expects something great from bim in ttme. In
deed every one must owa that Joe Daly 1s as
clever a young fellow as any. m Cork; and I
expect he’ll bear off great honors when he goes
to Dublin. 1’d wish to know what profession he
{intends to follow ; for certainly he won’t think
of carrying oo bis father’s business.’

¢ He thiok of being a butter-merchant. Why,
he couldo’t entert21o such an 1dea for an instant.
Bat, Harry, old boy, you must mtroduce me to
hm, I only mct him once at a cigar divan, and
then we were like strangers, though so often
meeting 10 college.  You can tell him I’ma
great band at games of chance, and, as mouney is
rather slack with me, I'd like to bave a turn at
his pocket, as it happens to be a fu'l one. Don’t
tell bim I have aov design upon s monay
though, for it may frighten lm, and then 1'd
lose the pnze, Of course, we won’t play for
anything very high at first.?

¢ Let us come into Juke’s ; we are likely to
meet him at the bilhard-table, and zny friend of
mine is agreeable to hin. He&’s a regular Jolly
fellow ; the only thing 1s, he’s not quite rid of
the priestly influence yet. But who knows what
you and I can do 7

¢ Who knows ? sa let us coine on to Juke’s)?

'They did go to that well known house of
Juke’s, those two young men, William Moston
and Harry Grone, and thev met Joe Daly there,
and spezt what' they called a pleasant night,
drinking, and gambling, end curang,  They
thought it was a fice thig,- that 1t showed igh
breeding, thet 1t proved them 1o be gentlemen-—
to talk so wildly and wickedly. Aund Joe Daly,
the only son, the pride of s mother, the hope
of his father, the bandsome yocung man from
whom so much of good was expected by so many
—he was not certainly as bad or unblushing as

be s0. _

Yes, 1t must be toll.  Joe Daly wished with
all bis beart to cast off that robe of godhness
which bad surrounded bim before he went to the
Queen’s College,—or, I sbould rather say, he
strove Lo {orget that he had ever worn it. e
strove to forget that there. was a God above
him, who could and would punish his offences;
be worked on unceasiogly, and with an obstinate
tenacity, 1o the service of the Evil One ; and
yet, to keep up appearances, be called himselt a
Catholic. . C
: . .CHAPTER ML .. o

«Bravo! “Well “done! I always eaid you'd
get your A, B, at the end of the tird season.

others of that gay ecompany, though be tried to

i Egad, you must be a surprising clever fellow to
' pass that examnation. It was frightful ; T can’t
conceive bow you stood it. Well, the Cork
' hoys are clever ; no mistake about it, T myself
. heard one of the professors saying you were very
| clever. Tsuppose you’ll write off now to wform
{them at home of your success: for it s a thing
! you may be proud of, to gain your A. B. at such
an early age, and after such a shortatteadance
at the Cork College. '

¢ Well, certamly, James, I am glad at coming
off so well. However, I can’t see what use the
honor is to me, after all. T don’t exactly know
what [l study for now—Ilaw, or medicine ;
though, to speak truly, T care f{or neither pro-
fession, nor for aoything in the world. Some-
times I feei that hfe 1s a burthen to me, and I
wish to be rid of it, [ wish to get back into that
state of nothingness 1 which I was before my
birth. Yes; when T pass a cburchyard, T loog
for the time when [ shall lie s quietly and
calmly as do those lifeless forms which once
stood erect and proud in the cnasciousness of
their power as men and womas.’

* Tush, mapo, don’t speak so. Why should
you be sick or tired of life? Has it not been
to you one day of sunshipe—bright sunshice, no
cloud, no sorrow ?  You have bad all that you
could wish for.  Your father 1s rich, and you are
his only child. You possess talents and ahility
far above others. After some years of fresdom,
you can settle. down and marry. You are strong
and healthy—no likelthood at all of your melan.
cholic wish being fulfilled. So 1 say to you,
clieer up, and don’t he sad when there is no peed
to be t0? -

¢ Ab, yes, ¢ Cheer up.” That ie what T have
oftec sad to myselt—* Gheer up, for the warld
18 hright before you, and your path is tracked
by flowers.” And T have been the gayest of the
gay ; 1 have langhed, and sung, and danced; |
have made merry when others were asleep ; I
have thrown off all restratots ; T bave done what
others could not, would not, dare not do ; for I
was rich, and gold buys pardon from the world,
Yet Tam oot happy. Why it is so I cannot
tell. 'Why I am so weary of existeoce I know
not.

¢ The faet is, Joe, you have overworked your
self. You bave studied very hard. Of course,
you had to do so, more especially of late. There
18 nothing necessary to bring vou back to your
self but change of scene, Trave! on the Tlon
finent, spend a month or two in Paris. Dont
live so fast as you have done lately, or you may
fiod the consequences anything bat agreeable.—
Learn to restrain yourself a httle, and you
will by that means be enabled to enjoy more.~—
1t 1s said that you drink deeply, snd T believe 1it.
To tell the truth, we all drink enovgh—perhaps
too much. Since I entered the college I have
b2en led into many excesses, and I find it a d:@
cult matter to curb y inclinations, But you
are young, much younger than I am, and itis
wrong of you not to make an effort to do so.”

¢ Tndeed, I must, James, I doo’t think P’il go
back to Cork for some time. T don’t know
many here in Dublin, and I hope to make no new
acquaiotances.’

¢ Have you given up gambling ?

¢ Well, T doo’t play as bigh as T did. hut stil
T do something in that way., I have Inst much
through my desire for play ; s» much that I have
often had rows with my governor, as he would
sometimes refuse lhe cash. Coame on with me
pow, and we can dine at Gresham’s, where [ am
stopping. 1 feel weak,and my head is a little
dizzy. Come, take my nrm.

Joe Daly and a friend of hie, James Canning,
walked out from the Queen’s University, Dub-
ho, where this conversation tonk place, and
strolled along till they came to the Gresham
Hotel. Entering one of the coffee-rooms, they
found it full of people, so they went up stairs to
Joe’s apartment, where they dined. It was
about seven in the evening, and the street lamps
were just lit, when, rising from table, James pro-
posed that they should take a walk; but Joe
complained of the dizziness in his head, and said
that he would take a sleep; so the other left
bim alone. A decanter filled with spirits stood
upon a side table near (he window, and after
James Canniog left the room Joe got up, and,
seiziog the decanter, filled a glass of the hquor
and drank lustily, then two more in succession.
In a few moments the effect was wisible in s
face, and the veins in his temples became dark
and swollen.

Standing at one of the windows, be lcoked
dowa upon the passers by, aud strove to fasten
his attention. upon some particular individuals, and
to follow them with bisglance as far as the street
would allow, . '

Then, getting tired of that, dartiog -into the
centre of the room, he commenced: to gesticulute
vehemently, to clench his fists, to' stamp the

‘| floor, to tear Its hair, to recite ‘passages from

.Greek and Latin avthors, Again 'he” went to
‘the table where the spirits were, and, raising the
decanter to his mouth, he took a long draught;

and, as be laid it down, he sank hmself upon a
chair, muttering and babbhog like a child.

The room was dark, except wiere the light
from cc opposite house fell, and the chair in
which the young man sat was back in the dark-
ness. [t was ternffing to see his eyes shiming
with a lurid glare, and to hear bis moans and
curses, his blaspheraies, his wild ravings, bis im-
precations against God, his friends, himeelf, bis
very mo'her, whom he cursed for having brought
him into the worlJ.

Gradually the sound of his voice hecame less
distinct, and nothing could be heard but a dull
marmur ; and at length he fell into a heavy,
lethargic sleep. A servant comng in shortly
afterwards, and seemg his condition, with the as-
sistance of another carried him off to bed. Such
was the end of the dav upon which Joe Daly re-
crived the honor of A. B. at the Queen’s Uni-
versity.

It may be said n extenuation that the joy of
winming the honor had wade him excited, and
that that was the cause of s overstepping the
bounds of prudence m drinking and making a
beast of himself, as far as 1t lay i his power to
do so. DBut even that poor excuse cannot be
offered, as it was no rare occurrence for him to
be stupdly drunk. Poor young man, scarce
twenty, and yet the prey of many paswmions.

It was ten o’clock of a bleak. cold, fogpy
night i February.- The lamps shone with a
gead hght in the Cork terminus of the Great
Southern and Western Railway. A few per-
gons were walking up and down the platform,
awaitiag the arrival of the train. Porters were
lounging on every one’s luggage, with their eyes
balf open, and looking asleep, though in realty
half awake. Tandeed, it was such a heavy, dull
night, that it caused two or three commercial
travellers sitting n the first class waiting room
to forget completely their veual vivacity.

They were sitting opposite the fire, snoring a
solemn trio, suitable enough, as far as the wea
ther was copocerned, but not at all suit-
able to their character as commercisl
men, who, reprcsentating an institution of the
mineteenth century coeval with steam and ¢lec-
tric telegraphs, should not have so far forgotten
themselves as to think of being asleep betore the
public.

The train was to arrive at a quarter past ten.
Five muutes before that ime the warning bell
sounded, and the porters rose from their im-
promptu couches, and looked in a secound the very
quintessence of business, in anticipation, Then
the train that was to go trom the sta‘ion at
twenty minutes to eleven was got m readiness,
and a few more passengers came nto the waiting
rooms. Then a shriek was heard, and every one
lovked attentinn, and in a2 moment in came the
engine, with four or five carriages attached.—
Each 1adividual jumped out from his or her car-
riage, as peaple always leap when they arrive at
a station, and ran to look after their luggage, and
conducted themselves in the usual manner upon
such occastons—attacking every one, and asking
them questions, generally needless ones.

Bat amidst all that bustle and confusion stood
two men who had just arrived trom Dublin, ap
parently heedless of everything and everv one
around them. One was a stout red-faced little
man, with a button nose, and sharp intelligent
eves. Some grey hairs were to be seen egcaping
from under lis hat, and though he had & face,
every feature of which ceemed to be made for the
purpose of expressing fun and humor, still there
was something, as he iooked at the younz man
leaning upon his arm, that told that he was not
bappy. No, Mr. Daly was not happy—how
could he be so? There was s son hanging
upoo tns arm, a confirmed idiot. Joe Daly, the
Bachelor of Arts, the young man of genius, of
great promise, there be was a weak, foolish, «lly
being-~what a change! 1e wha had gloried in
his mind, in his mighty intellect, in s ability to
grasp all knowledge ~he now possessed no will
of his own, but was totally dependant upon
others. Mr, Daly, waiting till the crowd would
disperse, remained at the far end of the platform
with bis son. He feared meeting with anyene
he koew, for he could not bear the 1dea to tell
that s hoy’s senses were gone. Soon he got
out by a side-gate, and getling nto a car with
Joe, they arrived in a few moments at their
house, on the upper road. Mts, Daly rao to
the door and welcomed her son, but bhe only re-
turned an uomeaniog laugh. To any question
put to hun as to what he wished for. his only re-
ply would be, ¢ Aoything.’ Had he been a wild
maniac there would have been hope for him ; but
the Duvlin doctors had declared that he could
not. hold out lopger than a mouth or two, for that
all ‘s streagth was wasted, Tt was dreadful
news for his father, and when Mrs. Daly heard

it, she was almost bewildered, but it was no dif-

ficult matter to see that they. were right.

Slowly ebbed his life away ; slowly . and dqu-
Iy thd death advance, yet not less rurely. .. Many

were the ¢fforts made to bring back” the hght -of

reason Into those lustrelets eyes, to restore ani-

mation to that meaningless-looking face, to infuse
the torpid mind with renovating hope, but every
attempt was froitless, and 1o three montbs after
bis arrival in Cork, Joe Daly died,

Even a ghmmering of intelligence was not
seen in his face before death, though it was ex-
pected by every one, that like many others, his
senses might return befo-e that awful time. But,
no ; as far as men could judge, he was not able"
to reconcile himself to the great Being whose
very existence he had dared to question; ay,
even 1o deny, It was heartrending to witness
the grief of his father and mother; the hopeless,
despairing sorrow with which they mourned bim.

It was a warm sunny, morning 1n summer as:
his body was carried to the cemetery, tollowed'
by many of his college friends. A lovely place
at all seasnns is our cemetery, but of course more
80 in summer,

Formerly a botanic garden, there still re—
mained many bheautiful shrubs and flowers to deck
the graves of the dead. Chaste and elegant
monuments mark the spot where the lifeless clay
of once proud and wealthy citizens ruingles with
the common mould. Crosses of painted wooid
are to be seen there too, not cut or carved in
quaint form, but made generally by a journeyman
carpenter during his leisure hours, to gratify the
destre nf a oor mourned, to have something to-
mark the place where his friend or relative lies.
Todeed, these crosses are, perhaps, more inter~
esting than the elaborate and highly-sculptured
testimomals of regardful memory, raised to the
rich.  Of course. the latter are not to be spoken
against, being proofs of esteem for the deceased.
Yet, somehow, the wooden crosses speak to the
heart more forcibly ; they tell of love unmixed
with any touch of family pride—the love that,
deep and warm oo earth, 13 still coctinued,
though the object of the affections has gone to a
far off land, for these crosses are never without.
some one praying at them for the eternal happi-.
ness of those who rest beneath.

As T have already said, it. was a warm suony
morning that apon which the funeral procession
that followed Joe Daly’s dead body entered this.
really beautiful buryiog grouad.

Everythiog corabiged in adding to its love-
liness ; the richly-leaved trees, the delicately
tinted roses, the long dark grass, the birds sing-
ing joyously, the musical buzz of bright coloured
nsects, that were beginoing their day’s work.—
Of in adjoining fields, too, were busy labourers
working, snd wh-n, they could, talking and
laughing. But thr jayful scene did not bring
healing or conselatinn 1o the soarvow stricken
heart of the lonelv father,  On the contrary, he
felt his grief more keealy when he saw all things
around him loskwing so gladsome. Leaning his
head against a tree, he waited the conclusion of
the prayers for the dead which the priests were
reciting as they stuod round Joe Daly’s coffia.

No one went near him, none made aov attempt '
to console him, for they knew it wouid be fctile,
because that s hope, his joy, was gone, and no-
thing remained to cheer him but the thought that
they should meet where all suffering and heart-
burniog would be exchanged for delights unoum-
hered and peace umimagmed. Yet, no; Mr.
Daly could not comfort himself with that thought,
for be knew that before his son became an 1diot,
which idiotcy was the effect of delirium tre-
mens, that he was an infidel,

Many of Joe Daly’s companions attended his
funeral, and were sorry for him, too, and spoke
highly of his talents, but cot one (a good number
of them, too, called themselves ¢ Catholics’) said
one prayer for his soul; pot one repeated that
old yet beantiful sentence so often repeated by
the noor—* God have merey oo him.’ .

No, they were ashamed of one another to do-
anytbing so foolish. and they went from the.
graveyard, not iike Christians who had witnessed
the burial of a friend, nat as men who believed in
a creating and justice-seeking [Cing, but as if
they believed their birth an accident — thew
death an inevitable c¢onsequence. How sickea-
ing to think that the ¢ glorified’ system of mixed -
education should hear such fruit. o o

How wicked 1t 1s of men to support or coua- - -
tenance an 1ostitution which depraves the young:
mind, dries up the blessed springs of life, destroys.
all the poetry of the soul, and leaves nothing but:
dull materialiam. . S

About eleven o’clock on the mght after the
day upon which Mr. Daly buried his son he
walked up the western road -uotil .he came op-
posite the Queen’s College. The moon..was
shining clear and bright upon 1ts Gothic turrets,..
and shone io the s'ream bélow, and.bathed-thi
trees with its soft light. 'With a slow. step-di
the childless: old man walk' along - the . avenu
which leads- to- the: gateway.. ‘Arrived ;at:;the
entrace where his son bad so often:stood,:Mr
Daly knelt, and- there, with the. lovely, Night-
Maiden looking down upon him, calm and:séren;
locking: upon-bim like an:angel.of:charit

‘sorrow-stricken: and: grief-bowed :

adeep Vet distinct voice WOrds-"N"'-“




