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An Irish Summer.
[Written In France.)
11Y GOUUANE IIAKKA.

SLAVERY. THE FIRST STEP TOWARDS COMPLETE EMAN
CIPATOR WAS TAKEN BY THE CHURCH. 

Bloodlessly the slave’s condition was allu
viated; he was no longer treated with the 
merciless severity of paganism, but with 
the considerate mildness of the gospel.

The ideas regarding slavery existing 
amongst such numbers as made up the 
Christian community, reacted even upon 
the pagans; they could not help being 
influenced by what they heard on all sides 
of them, by the sentiment so constantly 
given utterance to, and thus gradually a 
most wonderful social revolution was ac
complished.

But whilst the Church was thus laboring 
earnestly to better the condition of the 
slave, most prudent was she in the efforts 
she employed. She preached not whole
sale emancipation, she was very careful 
not to wound susceptibilities, or to do 
anything that would prejudice the world 
against her. Whilst she taught the mas
ter the slave was his brother, and that as 
such he should treat him, she told the 
slave at the same time that he was bound 
to obey his master not through fear or 
punishment, but for conscience’s sake. 
There is in the human heart, said the 
speaker, a feeling of independence which 
makes it dillicult for man to bow to the 
will of another; this feeling exists in the 
heart of the bondsman, as in that of the 

Previous to Christianity there 
were no motives for such submission

Sister Francis took the trembling child 
in her arms. She thought it possible they 
might escape together.

“Sister,’’ whispered Katrine, “tell 
what key this is ?”

“It is the key of the hiding-place where 
we have put all the sacred vessels and holy 
things. Dear child, you had better per
haps return it to me.”

“Please, dear Sister, let me keep it ; 
they will rot think of searching me.”

The soldiers returned, resolved to pull 
the whole place down in order to find their 

With many dreadful oaths and 
curses, they assailed the Sister and the 
child, who answered not a word.

One of the men, a little less brutal than 
the rest, pushed the good nun out of the 
chapel, and bade her go while she had 
time, for they would burn the place 
down.

“The child !” she cried, “give me the 
child.
Then, for the first time, they noticed the 

little one.
“Halloa,” said une, “we may discover 

something now,” and he raised the child 
in his rough arms.

“I say, my little one,” he began, “do 
you know where they have hidden all 
those precious thiugs ?”

“Put her down,” said another ; “what 
should a child like that know’ ?”

“Let me tell you, comrade, children 
often know a great deal ; little 
very sharp.”

“We did not come here to make war 
upon children,” said a third. “Put her 
down.”

“I shall not. Do you know where Rev. 
Mother hid all her fine thiugs?” he con
tinued.

“Shall you make me a martyr like St. 
Agues if 1 do not tell ?” asked the child, 
without any sign of fear.

“Then you do know,” shouted the mau 
in triumph. “I say, captain, this child 
knows something.”

The captain, a fierce, dark-looking man 
came up to them.

“Do you know* where these things are 
bidden?” he said, with a savage oath.

Katrine made no answer. He shook 
her violently ; and as he did so, the key 
fell from her dress.

Sister Francis made a step toward her, 
but the soldiers thrust her back, and closed 
the door. Katrine stood like a meek, 
defenceless lamb before her cruel ene
mies.

“Now,” said the captain, fiercely, “no 
nonsense ; tell me what key this is ?”

“I cannot,” said Katrine.
“You shall. If we return empty-haml- 

ded we shall be disgraced. I know there 
are rich treasures here, and I will have 
them. If you do not tell me what key 
this is, and show me to what door it be
longs, you shall be killed.”

She clasped her little hands. She looked 
so fair and gentle, standing there in the 
midst of thc.se dark soldiers, that the man’s

life, his estates were forfeited, and King 
Henry took all bis money and lauds, while 
his poor wife and child were left without 
a shilling.

Little they thought, 
morning they left their

“I hope not, my child ; we are so far 
away, they may not think of Hilsgate.”

“But if he does send, what shall we

“Trust in God Katrine, we have n<r 
hope.”

“But I would run to the chapel if they 
came near,” said Katrine, kindling up, 
“and would let them kill me a thousand 
times over, sooner than they should touch 
any holy thing.”

Rev. Mother smiled as she caressed the 
little head and kissed the eager little face. 
“My dear child,” she said, “they would 
not care much for such a* little girl as 
you.”

“I should like, though,” answered Kat
rine, slowly, “to die for our Lord.”

Rev. Mother raised the child in her 
arms, and looked at her.

“Tell me, Katrine”, she said, “if these 
soldiers come, and want you to go away 
with them and give up your religion, 
would you sooner die than say ‘Yes.’ ”

“Sooner, ten thousand times, dear 
Mother.”

“But it would be a cru^el death ; and if 
you do as they wished you, you would be 
taken care of, and have money and fine 
clothes ; perhaps even the king would give 
you back you own home.”

“Not if they Would give lae the whole 
world. Why Rev. Mother,” she continued, 
eagerly, “do you remember St. Agnes in 
the picture ? She was quite a child like 
me, only a little older, perhaps ; and 
sooner then deny our Lord - ^he died a 
martyr’s death.”

“Would you like to imita'ÿ her?”
“Oh yes 1” and Katrine clasped her 

hands joyously. “Why, dear Mother I 
would give anything to go to heaven with 
a palm branch in my hand like that St. 
Agnes carried. Think, think, how pleased 
our Lord would be.”

Rev. Mother sighed, aud told Katrine it 
was time to leave her. When the child 
had gone, she knelt and prayed. She shed 
bitter tears, for her heart was wrung with 
grief and anxiety for the little fiock under 
her charge.

She was provided against the worst. 
Underneath the vaults of the convent 
a subterranean passage that led to a small 
room ; it had been constructed during the 
Wars of the Ruses, and was so safe that it 
defied discovery. Even if the walls and 
vaults were all destroyed, no trace of it 
could be found ; only Rev. Mother and 
four sisters knew the secret of the en
trance. In the room was a large recess, 
and there Rev. Mother determined to hide 
the treasures of the convent, if it should 
be attacked. Every preparation was 
made, so that after the first alarm all 
might be secured. But they heard no 
more evil news ; thore seemed to bp a 
calm. The cloud, however, hung dark 
and heavy above their heads, ready to 
burst suddenly and violently upon 
them.

Tli© Old Canoe.
With «oil All Men arc Free aud Equal.Republished by request.

Long before the war the appended simple 
but charming verses appeared In a short
lived paper at Little Hock, Ark., without 
signature or address. Am they have atone 
and sentiment In keeping with the last of 
the summer months, their present revival Is 
at least seasonable; and It Is possible that 
their restoration to current print may elicit 
some tardy sign from the unknown hard 
who need never have felt ashamed to own 
himself a singer.

medo.” Wttn^iSgmriKlandeonhëj;h«m,rL,L,i:
To this larger home of freedom, where 

sun shines on the land;
But my thoughts will wander ever hac 

where the Fergus looks ( 
ling valleys lit with glor

on the bright 
beautiful home, 

that none of them would ever see it again. 
The t-un shone, the birds sang, the trees 
and flowers gave forth a thousand pur- 
fumes. There was no shallow of the aark 
prison or the red scaffold ; but both were 
to come. Lady de Vere went daily to see 
her dear husband while he lay in that 
gloomy tower. Katrine went with her 
mother ; she was too young to know why 
her poor father lived in that dark narrow 
room, and would not come back to Vere 
Court.
in bloom, papa,” she would say ; 
shall we go home ?” She would clasp her 
arms round his neck, little thinking, poor 
child, that her father would never see 
chestnuts bloom or sunrise again.

The day dawned that was the ;last Lord 
de Vere was to see on earth.

Detroit Home Journal.
On last Sunday evening Rev. James G. 

Walshe, S. J., delivered the fourth lecture 
of the course of Sunday evening lectures 
uu “The Church and Civilization,” at the 
old Cathedral, corner of Jefferson avenue 
and St. Antoine street.

The Rev. lecturer confined his remark s 
exclusively to the subject of slavery, and 
showed how the Church had, from the 
dawn of Christianity, exerted herself to 
improve the condition of the slave, and 
how after years of continuous struggle 
she succeeded in gradually lifting him up 
from the degraded state in w’hicb he was 
placed and protected him from the merciless 
cruelties of his pagan task-master.

We stopped last evening, said the lec
turer in commencing his discourse, by say
ing that the action of the Church in deal
ing with slavery was worthy of one who 

influenced in what she did by the 
spirit of God. Had she been a fanatic, 
were not her prudence as great as her sanc
tity, were not her zeal for the good of 
those confided to her care tempered by 
moderation and a sense of the strictest 
justice, incalculable misfortunes would 
have come upon the world, une evil would 
replace another, the abominations of pa
ganism would have been succeeded by 

ial anarchy. The Church was too wise 
to pursue a course entailing such con se
quences. No one detested human slavery 

than she did. She desired most 
earnestly to eradicate it but she would 
proceed to remove it cautiously, she would 
proceed in such a way as to make eman
cipation when it did come all the more 
effectual.

Her first efforts, then, towards helping 
the slave was to undeceive the world re
garding his very nature. The doctors of 
paganism blushed not to teach that 
NATURE l'RODUCED TWO KINDS OF MEN, 
one born for slavery, the other for free
dom. The ideas of men were formed 
from such teaching; the bondsman was 
looked upon as a degraded, inferior being, 
as such lie was treated, he w as regarded as 
having been burn only to minister to the 
gratification of liis master. The first 
thing, therefore, the Church had to do was 
to give a correct idea of the nature of the 
slave, t< - teach people that the doctrines of 
antiquity were lies, that nature formed 
not two classes of human beings, that all 

w Ithout any single exception came 
from a common father, that all were equal
ly children of God, brothers of God’s only 
Son, co-heirs of Jesus Christ.

It would be dillicult for us now to form 
anything like a correct notion of what joy it 
brought to the millions of poor down
trodden slaves throughout the world 
WHEN THE CHEERING WORDS OF CHRISTI

ANITY FIRST BROKE UPON THEIR
heart, in spite of himself, w as touched. ! astonished hearing,

“Now,” he sail1, “decide quickly ; will 1 when they heard it said that the founder of 
you tell me about’the key ?” * ’ Christianity, a religion that from its

“No,’' said Katrine firmly. commencement made its mighty intluence
“If you will, I will take you to London felt, would have all men address God in 

and the King will give you money and Heaven as “Uur Father”—when^ they 
everything that can make you happy. If heard that God being our common Father, 
you do not. 1 will throw you into that 
dark vault, and there you shall die.

The child's lips turned white ; but her 
little voice did not falter as she said, “I 
will not, if you kill me twice over.”

Out of himself with rage, the ruffian hopes, would give lnm means ol v .usola- 
struck her a violent blow over the head : : tion, a spiritual talisman that v ■ mid enable 
and as the child fell, her temple struck j him to find in his lowly state true happi- 
against the sharp corner of one of the ! ness aud peace of soul, that would enable 
benches. It was a violent blow ; it opened ; him to bear his chains with joy and guarau- 
tlie gate of heaven to Katrine and gave tee him just treatment from his master, 
her a martyr’s crown. St. Paul, the great instructor of the

The men, savage as they were, turned Gentiles, develops the teaching contained 
away from the pitiful sight of that mur- 111 the sublime prayer taught us by Jesus 
à ere A child. One took the key from the Christ. If Christ would have us address
little hand, which clasped it tightly ; an- our Father, the great apostle, 
other raised the head, and placed a cush- burning with love for all, whether 
ion underneath it. They murmured black or white, bond or free, 
among themselves, for they thought it a would ceaselessly inculcate the conscquen- 
cruel deed to take that young life. ces deductible therefrom. In one spirit

“Come my men,” said the captain, “I lie would declare all are baptised, for all 
was rather too rough, certainly. But the are children of God, all baptized have put 
mischief is done ; let us see if we can find on Christ. There must no longer be any 
the door that this key opens. Here you,” difference, he repeats, between Je\y or 
he said roughly to Sister Frances, “go in- | Greek, there is no longer bond or free, 
side, and see if you can help that child.” ! for all are one in Christ Jesus.

The sister, who was weeping bitterly, Here, then, no exception for the first 
entered. She sat down, and, taking Kat- time in the history of the world is made 
riue in her arms, pillowed the little head between individuals; master and servant 

her kind heart. are put upon a par. St. Paul is very
‘My child, my darling,” she cried, “I emphatic in repeating that all men are 

have done this. 1 ought nut to have one; “all” is his constant expression, to 
given you the key ; but I did it for the impress upon his hearers the doctrine of 
best. 1 never thought they would touch the new dispensation..Slavery had become 
you.” such an institution, men had become so

The dying eyes opened slowly. habituated to it, they were so influenced
“Dear Sister, I am so glad. It is all by the teaching of antiquity, that it was 

over now, aud 1 shall soon be with our necessary, as we see St. Paul doing, to 
Lord in heaven.»’ repeat constantly to them.

“Yes, my darling, you will indeed, that all are brothers, children of a 
You are a true martyr ; you have died common father.

envy your The bondsman could henceforth raise 
his eyes to Heaven, he could look 
his fellowman in the fi ,, ho no longer 
felt himself the degraded being paganism 
had made him, lie was the son of a king, 
and no matter in wliat state he would 
pass his pilgrimage here below, whether 
in fetters or free, he had now a means of 
sanctifying his chains, and when he must 
quit this mortal life a brighter eternity, if 
he only willed it, he knew was before him. 
His fellow Christians would no longer 
look down upon him. The Church has 
her human as well as her divine element; 
we shall till the end of time see members 

She crossed the little of that Church acting in a manner not in 
accord with its teaching, but there will 
ever be in it many sons and daughters 
worthy of such a mother, and they would 
kiss the bonds borne for love of Jesus, 
they would glory in making themselves 
the brothers and sisters of the outcast, 
and thus a source of consolation hitherto 
unknown to the poor slave would arise 
for him; the charity of his brethren in 
Christ would be a source of the greatest 
happiness for him, with it the weight of 
his bonds would become ligoter, the stripes 
of his task-master less cutting.

The teaching of the Churcli could not 
the help producing such results ; it could not 

Great German Remedy: “St. Jacobs Oil help changing the ideas of men regarding 
is a splendid remedy. I used it on my the slave; and necessarily with a change 
left hand and wrist for rheumatism, and 0f ideas regarding him, his lot would lie 
found it all that it is claimed to be. Mrs. bettered considerably. Once he was looked 
McDonnell used it for a most severely Up0U as a brother, very different 
sprained ankle; by steady use of the treatment would he receive from that to 
article for a few days a complete cure was which he had been accustomed when 
effected, tit. Jacobs Oil docs its work he was looked upon not as a child of a 
very satisfactorily and also rapidly; such common Father, but as an inferior 
at least is my opinion. being.

Stinging irritation, inflamation,all Kid- And gradually a great change 
ncy Complaints, cured by “Buchupaiba.” wrought by this teaching of Christian - 
$1 per bottle.

llowerswaveband emerald strand !8ml leraici siranu.
obed lu virgin and innShapes of beauty r 

ulate demean 
Hill and vineyard, 

their Incense on 
Yet, still, there are
Puts tcTsEaine 'those bright rich ire 

Irish hill aud vale and knoll.

rd, grove delicious, 
my soul;
visions whose spaand the shore IsWhere the rocks are gray

And the waters below look dark and deep, 
Where the rugged pine, In Its lonely pride, 
I*eans gloomily over the murky tide;
Where the reeds and rushes are long and

;
booty.

Id Ireland, blushing tcsummer in ol
When love first opes her heart in the n 
And tree and^wer^nd streamlet, will

rhlV^tured^and fancy, thro

^g?»Ul?rcilm,ana,
TLrinlugl°my bosom ever like the cat
Once’hciud'wHhln the pillars of a rln:

mute devotions,
Full of love and peac 

the praying thr

And tfu^weeds grow thick on the winding 

WherlTthe shadow Is heavy the whole day 

There lies at Its moorings the old

Tls

“I am sure the chestnuts are all 
“when

canoe.
GreetThe useless paddles are Idly dropped,

Like a sea-bird’s wings that the storm has 
lopped,

And crossed on the railing, one o'er one, 
Like the folded hands when the work Is d 
While busily back and forth bet 
The spider stretch 
And the sol 
Settles d

Now

His poor
wife came to bid him farewell. Even 
angels bow their heads before grief such 
as hers. Katrine wondered why her papa 
held her in his arms, and kissed her with 
streaming eyes and burning lips. She saw 
her mother carried white and senseless out 
of the cell ; she heard the heavy booming 
of the bell ; and then they told her that 
her father she loved so dearly was dead.

Poor Katrine was soon doubly 
orphaned, for Lady de Vere did not many 
days survive the tragical scene. She soon 
rejoined her beloved husband. Katrine, 
lately a happy, blooming child, heiress to 
great wealth, and the petted darling of her 
parents, was now alone in the world, pen
niless and almost friendless. Then came 
to her aid one of those friends who seem 
always at hand to succor and console. The 
good Father Cuthbert, who had hurried 
up to London when he first heard 
of the imprisonment of Lord de Vere, took 
the child under his protection. It might 
have been, if he had not removed Tier 
quickly from notice, the vengeance of the 
ruthless king might have fallen upon her 
defenceless head. But Father Cuthbert 
travelled with her day and night and 
never left her until he had placed her 
.-afely under the charge of the Rev. 
Mother of tit. Mary’s Convent, at Hils
gate, in Yorkshire, England.

ies his silvery screen, 
owl, with bis dull ‘-too boo,’’ 
the side of the old canoe.

e and glory as It sw 
ong.own on

Blue Mount Tallin, In her vestments,
,NtaM c

God she e’er adores;
And the llr-clad hills of

hues ho sweetly blended,
Loom now upon my vision and suin' 

from their shores.
)d be praised forever, for having 

to our Island
and vale so richly woven andstrea 
full

The stern half sunk In the slimy wave,
Rots slowly away in It* livl 
And the green moss creeps 

cay,
Hiding Its mouldering dust away,
Like the hand that plants o’er the tomb a 

flower,
he ivy that mantles the falling 

While many a blossom ol loveliest 
8prings o’er the stern of the old canoe.

The current less waters are dead and «till— 
But the light wln-1 pln> s with the boat at 

will,
And lazily In and out again 
it floats the length of the rusty chain,
Like the weary march of the hands of time, 
That meet and part at the noontide chime, 
And the shore Is kissed at each turning

By the dripping

Oh, many a time,
I have pushed It 

strand,
And paddled it down where the stream runs

Where the wdiiris 
thick.

And laughed as 1 leaned o’er the rocking

And looked below In the broken tide,
To see that the faces and boats were two, 
That were mirrored hack from the old canoe.

ug grave, 
o’er Its dull de-

Ilurren robi

freeman.tower;
Oh! Gceyes are pt the lash, except that a domineering 

master eustained by cruel laws obliged 
him to it. Hence the various outbreaks 
that so frequently burst forth; human 
endurance goes not beyond a certain 
point, and the slaves driven to desperation 
often and often revenged in the blood of 
those that ground them down the injuries 
they had received; the reason why the 
slave had to obey under paganism made 
his obedience all the more trying. 
CHRISTIANITY SHED A NEW LIGHT UPON THE 

SOUL OF THE BONDSMAN, 
gave him other reasons than those of 
paganism for obedience, teaching him that 
authority represents a higher power, and 
for the sake of that power he should be 
subject. When the poor slave then heard 
that in obeying his master he was obeying 
God, his service became pleasant, his 
bonds became lighter, life for him had 
new charms, every moment of his exist
ence he might lay up treasures that 
neither moth nor rust could

Hill
soothe our^troubled bosoms wlie 

from holy Ireland,
We pine 1l exile’s durance and are opp 

by tyrant

To

lg:
more

we’ve hope In God’s ordainlngsfi 
righteous and the holy,

And the summer tide In Lrln sliadowt 
our faith and love;

For, nor vineyard nor sierra, nor Tam
Can riva" hHhefr beauty Irish vale ai

beauteous, holy Ireland! land o' 
anil bardic glory,

What vistas of rare beauty
ienPtbe "orest aisles are throbbim 

the raths of olden story,
With the liyiniwif God’s creation and

But

bow of the old canoe.
with a careless hand 

away from the pebbly
»

Oh,
in the suare wild and the eddies are

W1

Ireland of the shamrocks, ku 
fair as vestal virgin 

At the shrine of loving Nature, wn 
summer on thy brow,

What land, In God s créât 
less, torn nation—

( an bear the palm ol beauty from 
thou luokest now!

No! thy loveliness is rarest, darling 
hones and 

Wearing ever 
God above!

For, as the summer beameth on thee 
shackled nation, ..
iwn Is weaving for thee in the 
right and love!

O mywa-But now ns I lean o’er the crumbling side, 
And look below in the sluggish tide,

I see there x graver grown, 
hat I hear has a soberer tone, 
that lent to the light skill

The face that 
And the laugh t 

the hands 
wings,

Have grown 
But I love to 

ked 
spray shed,

Ere the blossom waved, or the green grass 
grew,
the mouldering stern of the old

ion—thou
And t

fain ill 
think 
where the

ar with sterner things; 
of the hours that sped 

whirls their consume,
the world held him in bondage unrepin- 
ingly, for love of God he would bear his 
chains.

Upon the conclusion of the lecture, 
which was listened to with marked inter
est by the large congregation present, 
henedictiDii with the Most Blessed Sacra
ment was given. The subject of the 
lecture on next Sunday evening will be 
“The Church and Society.”

passion,
in our sorrow the snCHAPTER II.

A new life began now for little Katrine* 
The memory of her beautiful, gentle 
mother, and her dear father, never left 
her ; but she gradually forgot Vere Court 
aud the golden hours she had spent there. 
She was the only little one in the con
vent. The Sisters thought it better to 
keep her name a secret until she was old 

CHAPTER i. enough to hear all the sad story ; so she
You all know that many years ago there was known by the name of “the'Convent 

reigned in England a king called Henry Child.” She' had a little room to herself 
VIII. When he was young he was good and one of the Sisters had the charge of 
and handsome, ani all the people loved her. She was very happy after a time, 
him very much. He married a princess and was much loved by the good nuns, 
called Katharine of Arragun. But when Father Cuthbert, too, went over once or 
he grew older he became very wicked ; he twice in the year to see her. 
sent his kind and gentle queen away. As Katrine became older, she was re- 
There was a new religion men hud just in- markable for her great love and devotion 
vented, which would allow him to do as to our Lord in the blessed Sacrament. It 
he pleaded. He gave up by degrees all seemed to her eo wonderful a mystery, she 
the doctrines of the Catholic faith, and not could think of nothing else. She liked to 
only became a Protestant himself, but hear about the crib at Bethlehem ; that 
tried to make all his people do the. same, however was past many years ago, but 
I could never tell you all the sorrow and Jesus was with us still upon the altar. No 
wrong he caused when he found that the grown-up Saint thought more of this 
people would not give up their faith to -weet Mystery than did little Kathiine. 
please him. < hie of the most cruel and She often wondered that wPh such a great 
unjust things this bad king did was tu de- miracle daily and hourly going on, men 
slroy all the convents and monasteries, lie and women could he so indifferent, 
spent a great deal of money and found The nuns had told her about the Dom- 
he mu-t have a great deal more. When nicau saint Imelda, who, though she was a 
he thought any convent or monastery was child, loved Jesus so much in the blessed 
rich, and had money or altar vessels, he Sacrament, that she died because her love 
would send a band of rough soldiers, who was so great. Katrine longed to be like 
took possession of all the valuables iu the her. tine had no father on earth ; but 
convent to satisfy the covetous king. They when she went into the convent chapel, 
were hard, hitter times, and no one was she never felt sad or lonely. A soft light 
happy. ^ came through the stained windows, a large

In the south of England, in the fertile crucifix hung over the altar, anil uuder- 
couuty of Kent, stood Vere Court, the neath that was the altar-piece representing 
seat of a nobleman whom we shall call our Lady holding her dead son iu her 
Lord De Vere. He was a young Catholic arms. Katrine used to gaze upon our 
nobleman, exceeding good, and beloved Lord’s calm face, ail marked with cruel 
alike by rich and poor; and his wife, Lady wounds, until her heart ached ; and then 
de Vere, was no less came the comforting thought, “But lie

Loid imd Lady de Vere were as good still lives, and I will love him to make up 
and happy as it was possible to be. for it.” The time Katrine loved best was

Lady de Vere had been one of Queen the twilight, when the sanctuary lamp 
Katherine’s maids of honor, and she was shone brightly, before the tapers were lit. 
much attached to her royal mistress. She It was a beautiful picture to see that 
loved lier so much for her goodness and angel-child kneeling then before the 
hurl sorrows, and she would have given altar.
her.life for her. The queen was very Whenever she knew there was no one 
sorry to lose her favorite attendant, but else there, she would hasten, and sit or 
she told Lord de Vere he must often bring kneel by the altar-rails until others came, 
his lady to see her. I do not think she was praying aH the

They had one little girl, and as Lady de time, but her mind was full of brilliant
Vere loved the queen so much, she gave thoughts and ideas, and her heart was full 
her little baby the same name—Katherine, of the dear Lord she was with, 
or, as every one called her, Katrine de Ah ! dear children, what a different 
Vere. world it would he if men loved our Lord

They were very happy in their beautiful more. Even you, 
home : no shadow of trouble lmd ever iearlv, His chosen little ones, often forget 
darkened their lives. They had every- that lie is upon the altar, and laugh and
thing to make them contented aud satis- talk even in His holy presence,
tied. While all was peaceful and calm iu the

quiet convent, dreadful things were hap
pening in England. The good Queen 
Katharine was driven from her palace ; 
and the king, now that his pious wife was 
away, set no bounds to his evil deeds. All 
the convents round London had been pil- 
aged, and, most of them destroyed. The 
soldiers were ravaging the north, and the 
nuns of St. Mary’s began to fear. They 
had many costly things in their chnnei, 
among others, the tabernacle, which had 
been given to the chapel many years be
fore by a lady who died in their house. It 
was a thank offering she had made on ac
count of her only sou who had escaped 
great dangers, aud at last became a Jesuit 
priest. The sacred vessels, too, were all 
of gold, and studded with precious 
stones.

O’er canoe.
nun

THE MARTYR CHILD.
A GREAT FRELATE.

BT C. M. BRAME.
Tin* Successor of Cardinal Wis

(By j. M’C. In the Ave Marla 
“Who is to succeed?” was the qv 

on every tongue when, on Febru
Cardinal Wiseman passed awa; 

question was an important one; 1 
archdiocese of Westminster, créai 
and under Cardinal Wiseman, had 
one of the leading sees of the world 
man’s great heart, his wisdom, his 
ity his wide knowledge of men 
evsnts, his zeal and charity had ■ 
him to live down the storm of clan 
-'reeted his accession to his title a 
The England that then hated him 
insane hatred came to love and 
the man whose elligies had been 
throughout the country only fiftei 
before. It was Christianity entern 
into the heart of paganism—the p? 
of the nineteenth century, the gr< 
vlon, as its own citizens call Londt 
taking possession, by virtue of th 
of Christ, of the seat of the poi 
glory of this world.

It was natural that men—1 ro 
no less than Catholics—should 
-peculate about the probable 
,-uch a see. Several names were 
sed abroad. The Cardinal, had 
work well, and gathered in 
vest during the time of his service 
land was not without men fitter 
the position left vacant by the der 
great a mau. Among the namt 
tioned as likely to succeed was 
Provost Manning, pastor of the C 
St. Mary and St. Helen, Bayswa 
don, and one to whom at one t 
highest dignity in the Anglican 
lay open. To this his old frit 
Gladstone, testified not long 
touching public testimonial to hi 
as he said, had gone out from 
them to follow the dictates of fai
ence, and find elsewhere that emi 
had hoped to see him occupy in tl 
communion.

Manning at this time was not 
general phrase would be called 
lar candidate.” lie was thougl 
too severe and austere a man t 
after the warm and genial pre 
Cardinal Wiseman. It was lik( 
an icicle in place of a sunbeam 
again, he was “a reforme*, 
reform may be a very desirable 

oing people find 
to have

Newark Priests Swindled.

During the past few days three Newark 
priests have lost by a sharper who travels 
under the aliases of “Kane,” “King” and 
“Keenan.” He called on one of the 
priests, and enquired for the Rector. The 
housekeeper informed him that the Rec
tor was absent, but would return at a 
tain hour. The sharper then said :

“Oh, 1 will just step up to Father So- 
and-so’s room, and await his arrival.”

In a short time he returned, saying he 
would retire for a while. The Rector, 
on his return, was told that Father King 
had called to <ee him, but the priest 
remember no such acquaintance, 
going to his room he found that the 
bureau drawers had been ransacked, and 
a small sum of money was midsing.

The sharper next visited a church iu the 
Eastern part of the city, and played the 
>atne game there. He was caught by an
other priest rummaging in a room,! aud 
on being asked what lie wanted, he an
swered,—

“I am Father so-and-so’s friend, and 
while waiting for him, 1 thought best to 
read my ollice.”

Thereupon he took a breviary, and be
gan to read. He was told to wait iu the 
P&rlor for his friend, lie left suddenly, 
and after he had gone several articles of 
value were missing.—[New York titar.

CHAPTER III.
It was just the end of Benediction; Ves

pers and Compline had been sung, 
the fragrance of the incense filled the 
little chapel, the tapers gleamed like stars 
upon the altar, the priest had pronounced 
the blessing, when all at once a violent 
tumult was heard outside the convent 
walls. A terrified lay tiister rushed into 
the chapel, and, running to the Superior
ess, cried, “They are come, Rev. Mother ; 
the soldiers are here.” A cry of dismay 
rang through the place. The Rev. Mother 
with a pale but calm face said :

“Delay opening the outer gates as long 
as you can.”

She went quickly to the altar, and by 
the aid of the tiisters and the priest, the 
sacred vessels were nearly all deposited in 
their hiding place before she was sum
moned to the commanding ollicer’s pres-

>
all were brothers, that all humanity wa- 
ennobled by God’s Son becoming the

cer-

Bruther of all. The oracles of pagani-m 
foiged stronger fetters for the poor .-lave, 
the oracles of Christianity would raise his

Idcon
On

ence.
tiister Francis disappeared down the 

dark vault with the last part of her pre
cious burden as the heavy clanging steps 
of the soldiers were heard coming towards 
the chapel. The Rev. Mother had time 
to whisper to her. “Do not fail to let me 
know when all is finished, and send me 
the key,” when she went to confront the 
men who were thirsting for plunder.

“We hear you have home valuable 
treasures, Madam,” said the ollicer. “We 
do not want any trouble ; give them up 
quietly, and no harm will be done.”

“By whose authority ?” said the Rev. 
Mother.

“By that of our Sovereign Lord the 
King. We have ridden hard, for money 
is wanted ; and that golden treasury of 
yours must be changed into the coin of 
the realm. Lead the way, if you please, 
to the chapel and the sacristy ; let us see 
what we can find.”

With a din and uproar indescribable, 
the unruly band entered the chapel, where 
so lately the blessing of Jesus had been 
pronounced. Atone glance they saw the 
altar had been stripped. Rage and fury 
seized upon them.

“Fly, my tiisters,” said Rev. Mother, 
“aud save yourselves.”

Some were caught, and killed in the 
cloisters ; some found refuge in the neigh
boring houses ; others were wounded, and 
left to the mercy of the ruffians. The 
Superioress remained firm ; they dragged 
her from the church, to make her show 
them all the rooms where they thought it 
likely the treasures might be hidden. The 
soldiers all followed ; no one remained in 
the chapel save little Katrine, who, with 
pale cheeks ahd quivering lips,had watched 
the frightful scene. She clung to 
altar rails, and no one had noticed her.

As soon as the last footsteps died away, 
Sister Francis came out of the vault. She 
saw the little child and ran to her.

“Katrine,” she said, “1 am so glad you 
are here. 1 have heard all that has passed. 
1 am quite sure those men will not let me 
speak to our Mother again. Will you 
take this little key and tell her all is well? 
If they kill her they will not hurt you. 
Keep the key, then, and give it to some 
good priest;—Father Outhbert, or oar own 
Father, if lie be still alive.

“I will,” said Katrine.
“Hide it here,” said the tiister, “in your 

dress ; mind no one sees it.”
After a time of dreadful suspense, the 

soldiers returned, forcing the Rev. Mother 
with them. They saw the entrance to 
the vaults ; and, with a shout of triumph, 
lighted their torches and went down.

They found nothing there. Their fury 
became ungovernable, and after in vain 
interrogating the Rev. Mother, one of the 
troop struck her down with a fearful 
blow. tilie fell on the threshold of the 
little chapel she had so long loved.

suci

a r

A Lawyer Without Ilis Wig.

In the court, or in the camp—at the bar, 
or on the rostrum—it made no odds to 
O’Connell; he was at home anywhere where 
wit and intelligence were required ; aud if 
keen repartee could come in play, he 
never found wanting. Never was there 
a more dangerous man to attack. The 
following shows the man’s ready wit, and 
is certainly worth telling:

It was when O’Connell was contesting 
the city of Dublin with Mr. West for 
seat in Parliament, aud the two candidates 
were before their constituents in the great 
hall or rotunda of the Court House. .As 
might be supposed, the announcement of 
two such speakers on such an occasion filled 
the house well nigh to suffocation. Both 
were in the best of humor, suffering noth
ing to drag.

In the course of his remarks O’Connell, 
in a humorous manner, alluded to his op.' 
ponent’s personal appearance, declaring 
that Hogarth’s line of beauty didn’t touch 
his face anywhere, if it touched his head 
at all. It was not so much what he said 
as the manner in which he said it that 
convulsed the people.

When Mr. West's turn came he attempt- 
ed to pay his friend off for this; and, after 
a funny prelude, he exclaimed: “It is 
all very well for Mr. O’Connell to attack 

upon my personal appearance; but let 
me tell you that if you saw Daniel O’Con
nell with his wig off, lie would show a face 
or head not much to boast of.”

Before the people could find time to 
laugh, and to the surprise of everybody, 
Mr. O’Connell stepped quickly upon the 
rostrum, close by Mr. West’s side, and with 
a flourish pulled off his wig, at the 
time exclaiming: “There ! Now my wig 
is off; which of us two is the better look
ing?”

upion sim

was

a
for the honor of Jesus, 
fate.”

A loying smile lit up the sweet face; 
the lips murmured the sacred names of 
“Jesus” and “Mary;” and before Sister 
Frances could speak again, the loving 
soul had gone home. Holding that dead 
child in her arms, Sister Frances made her 

She found refuge in the house

I
whom he loves so

iitself, easy-g 
uncomfortable persons 
pecially in positions of autno 
had taken for his model St. Ch; 
romco, that great reformer vi 
tcenth century; had himself la 
Oblate of St. Charles, and estai) 
his parish a community of Oblate 
he was the head. He and his far 
ed with great zeal, especially in 
of temperance and education; 
-hort time the parish became ki 
model. Very many conversions w 
The Provost’s advice was sou; 
quarters. A story is told of a | 
who pestered him for a long tinu 
doubts and difficulties. He 
to enter the Catholic Church, b 
very moment of entering some 
culty would start up aud stand i: 
One morning, after attending the 
Mass, he followed him into th.

“Well,” said Father Manmn: 
“I hope you have come at last.’

“Yes, I have Father.”
“Thank God for that!”

There was a beautiful chapel at Vere 
Court, of which Father Cuthbert was the 
chaplain. When Katrine was only four 
years old, he instructed her in her religion 
and taught her to love our Lord and His 
Blessed Mother and the holy angels. 
Katrine grew in goodness; and it soon be- 

her greatest delight to join in the

escape.
of a Catholic widow lady, who lived near 
the convent.

Not even her own mother could have 
mourned for Katrine more than did the 
good tiister. tihe washed the blood from 
those golden curls Lady de Vere hail 
loved so much, 
white hands on the breast : she placed a 
lily between them ; and then tney laid 
the little martyr in her grave.

Years afterwards, when those of the 
nuns who had escaped the persecution met 
in one of their houses 
of nothing so much or 
their dear “Convent Child.”

came
services of the Church, to gather flowers 
for the altar, and help her mamma iu adorn
ing the church.

But
the

a sad time was coming for this 
happy, loving family. The wicked King 
Henry wanted to send away his queen ; 
and all the good Catholics iu England 
were very angry, and much opposed to it; 
and no one felt more grieved than Lord 
and Lady de Vere. They went up to 
London to see the queen, and try what
they could do to help her. It was a woe- When the soldiers robbed the churches 
ful journey for them. King Henry was and convents, they treated these holy 
so angry at any one daring to oppose his things with such dread ful irreverance that 
wishes that he made excuses for putting any good Catholic would sooner have died 
many people, who did so, to death. Some defending them than have yielded them 
of his spies told him all Lord de Vere had into .-uch wicked hands, 
said, and Henry was in a great rage. He “My dear Mother,” said little Katrine 
bad him seized and thrown into the one day, “what makes you look so sad ; 
Tower. His judges were as bad as Hem y You never smile now ; and all the tiisters 
himself; and after a cruel and unjust trial, j look sad too.”
they declared Lord de Vere had been “We are all grieved, Katrine ; the king
guilty of high treason, and lie was con- K putting so many good Catholics to
downed to death. There were many people death.”
who knew that this was wicked and un- “Why does he do that?”
true, but no one had the courage to inter- “Because he has been wicked and good
fere to take his part. Henry was such a men will not take his side ; lie has taken a
tyrant, few dared oppose him, do what he great hatred to nuns and monks, and is
would ; he killed friends and foes alike, turning them out of their homes.”
Not satisfied with taking Loid de Vere’s “Will he hurt us, Rev. Mother f”

me

abroad, they spoke 
’ so lovingly as of

II has Entered the Capitol Buildings.
It has finally gained its point and no 

less a personage than the Sergeant-at- 
Arms of the House of Commons, Mr. D. 
W. McDonnell, Ottawa, thus indcorses sponse. ,

“But— but—Father, there « 
thing I want explained”; and ti 
repetition of the old story.

Father Manning, after lister 
dered a moment, doubtless seeki 
tion from God; and then, takii 
gently by the arm, said: “Com' 
1 see there is only one way to 
doubts.” And so saying, he ! 
tonished captive to the confess 
“Now kneel down and make yc 
sion,” was the command. The

The effect was electric. The giant form, 
with the grandest head in Ireland, by the 
side of the diminutive person of the other 
showed to wonderful advantage; and who 
shall say how much the quaint passage, 
coming so unexpectedly, may have had in 
returning the Great Agitator 
ment.

KtSaTJIoods, scarfs, ribbons and 
fancy articles can be made any color 
ted with the Diamond Dyes. All the 
popular colors.
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