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John Mltchel, the Patriot.
The Tasmanian trees are almost all of 

one or other of the gum specie*, lofty and 
vast, but not umbr*|<eoua, for the foliaoe 
is meagre, and but ill clothes the huge 
limbs. In some of the valleys, however 
there is more richness of folisge ; and along 
the river's bank, the gum trees are chietlr 
of the sort called black gum, which maker 
a grand leafy bead, almost as massive as 
the European beecu or sycamore. On the 
•lopes of some of the hills are great thickets 
of mimosa, called by the colonists the 
wattle gum, a moat graceful evergreen 
tree, but etripped at thia eeason of its 
aplendid gold-hued blossoms. The air is 
laden with the fragrance of these gui^ 
trees, illuminated by the flight of parrots 
of moat glowing and radiant plumage 
that go Uaahing through the arches of thé 
forest like winged game. I grow stronger 
every day. And whether it be the elastic 
and balmy air of these mountain woods 
that sends the tide of life coursing some
what warmer through my veins—ot 
unwonted converse of an old friend, 
that revives the personal identity 1 had 
nearly lost—or the mere treading 
more upon the firm, flowery surface of 
bounteous mother earth, after two years
tossing on the barren briny ocean__mother
earth breathing vital fragrance forever 
forever swinging the censer ol her per! 
fume from i thousand flowers ; forever 
singing the eternal melodies in whisperin" 
tree tops, and murmuring, tingling, bub
bling streams—certain it is. I feel a kjrjj 
of j oy. In vain I try to torment myself 
into a state of chronic, ravage indignation 
it will not do here. In vain 1 reflect that 
“it is incumbent on me diligently to re
member’(as Mr. Gibbon says) how that 
I am, after all, in a real cell, hulk or dun. 
geon, vet that these ancient mountain-, 
with the cloud-shadows Hying over their 
far-stretching woodlands, "are but Cartha- 
ginian prison walls—that the bright birds 
waving their rainbow wings here before 
me, are but “ticket of leave’’ birds, and 
enjoy only “comparative liberty”—in 
vain—there is in every soul of man a 
buoyancy that will not let it sink to utter 
despair. Well said the Lady Leonora— 
"When the heart Is throbbing sorest 

There Is balsam in the forest;
There is balsam In the forest for ils pain. 

Bald the Lady Leonora."
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All my life long I have delighted in 
rivers, rivulets, tills, fierce torrents tear 
ing their rocky beds, gliding dimpled 
brooks kissing a daisied marge. The 
tinkle, or murmur, or deep resounding 
roll, or raving roar of running water is of 
all sounds my jpara ever hear now the 
most homely. Nothing else in this land 
looks or sounds like home. The bird- 
have a foreign tongue; the very tree? 
whispering to the wind, whisper ' 
cents unknown to me; for your gum tree 
leave- are all hard, horny, polished as the 
iaurel—besides they hive neither upper 
nor under side, but are set on with the 
plane of them vertical; wherefore they 

never, never, let breeze pipe or zephyr 
breathe as it will, never can they whisper, 
quiver, sigh or sing, as do the beeches and 
sycamores of old Uostrevor. Yes, all 
sights and sounds of nature are alien and 
outlandish—suggestive of the tropic of 
Capricorn and the Antarctic Circle 
—save only the sparkle and the music of 
the streams. Well I know the voice of 
that eloquent river ; it talks to me, and 
to the woods and rocks, in the 
tongue and dialect wherein the Roe dis
coursed to me, a child ; in its crystaliue 
gush my heart and brain are bathed ; and 
I hear, in its plaintive chime, all the 
blended voices of history, of prophecy 
and poesy, from the beginning. Not 
cooler or fresher was the Thracian llebrus: 
not purer were Abana and Phar par ; not 
more ancient and venerable is Father 
Nilus. Before the quiet flow of the 
Egyptian river was yet disturbed by the 
jabber of the priests of Miroe—before the 
dynasty was yet bred that quaffed the 
sacred wave of Choaspes, the drink of 
none but kings—ere its lordly namesake 
river, in Erin of the streams, redacted vet 
upon its bosom a Pillar Tower, or heard 
the chimes from its Seven Churches, this 
river was rushing through its lonely glen 
to the Southern sea, was singing its mys
tic song to these primeval woods.
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Irish and Canadian Bishops.

Boston Republic.
. ' Irish bishops will have a conference 
m Rome after the Eister holidays with 
three cardinals of the Congregation of the 
Propaganda, at which Bishops Moore, 
Ü Connor and Dwenger of America are 
expected to attend. This conference will 
be similar to the preparatory sessions held 
by the Americin bishops at the palace of 
the Propaganda, over which Cardinal 
i- ranceltus presided, prior to the Baltimore 
council. A lively correspondence wa- 
carried on during the sessions of the Balti
more council between the Irish and the 
American bishops. It was the desire of 
the Irish bishops to become thoroughlv 
familiar with the modus operandi of the 
Baltimore council, with a view of adopting 
the same as a rule in their future dealings 
with the questions that may be brought 
before them at the plenary council which 
is to be held this year in Ireland.

1 am informed,” continued an Ameri- 
t?rd^e> “that the Canadian bishops 

will be ordered to hold & plenary council 
very soon. The principal object of their 
visit to Baltimore last fall was the desire 
to acquire a thorough knowledge of the 
principles and rules guiding the délibéra- 
tions of the council. This Canadian conn- 
cil, which is soon to be held, will be the 
first Roman Catholic plenary council 
held in the Dominion of Canada.”
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It is spring. A resurrection of nature’s 
latent forces is taking place. Like the 
world around you, renew your complex
ion, invigorate your powers, cleanse the 
channels of life. Ayer’ Sarsaparilla is the 
means to use for this purpose.

Scott's Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver 
Oil with Hyfoi’Hosphites is Excellent in 
Linii Troubles. Dr. Enoch Calloway, 
La Grange, Geo., says : “I have 
Scott’s Emulsion with wonderful success 
in all Lung troubles, also find it has no 
equal in Summer Diarrhœa of chil
dren.”

There is nothing equal to Mother 
Graves >\ orm Exterminator for destroy
ing worms. No article of its kind has 
given such satisfaction.

;
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bends., thus is no lay of knowing them 
in tbs Jaik txcept by firing a volley into 
them and marking thtrn 10 as then to 
know them.”

Carr. Dawe,—“Yes, that is your cus
tom.'1

B hi est,—“I came not here, Capt. Dawe, 
to be insulted by you."

Can Dawe,—“1 did not insult you.”
Driest,—"Your language look, very 

much like an insult. 1 came here to ask 
you, as magistrate, for protection in the 
exercise of our civil and religious lights. 
Those Missionaries, I have told you, are 
American citizens, and if you do not afford 
me ne protection 1 claim for them, I must 
ask their Consul to provide it.”

Capt. Dawe,—“1 have no protection 
for you, besides I do not believe a word of 
your statement.”

The prieet, teeing it would be somewhat 
degrading to treat further with one who 
showed himself to evidently n partisan, 
abruptly left the presence of the great 
man. Such was the result of an applica
tion made in the interest, of peace and 
justice, to this upholder of Law and 
Order in Bay Roberts. And now the 
public may ask if Capt. Dawe is a fit per 

to bold Her Majesty’s Commission of 
l’eace. Or if the administration of justice 
should be left in the bauds of one who 
can act as judge and jury, and even de
cide on the merits of a case, without hear
ing the arguments for or against, but on 
the questionable grounds alone tbit bis 
Worship does not believe it.

it was now about midday of the 2mb, 
and soon after, crowds began to assemble 
on the street, to indulge in their cuwaidly 
pastime. They conceive a happy idea, 
which is no sooner concei ved than realized. 
An Orange Hag i- raised and stretched 
across the street, through which the Cath
olics must pass on their way to church, to 
assist at the exercises of the mission, and 
at this point the roughs gather in force. 
They tend a messenger to the Father to 
say that “we will not allow you to pass,” 
to which the pastor replies 
see when the time comes." A little while 
after, another arrives, and begs the piiest 
for God's sale not to go down, “that the 
neighboring stores are lined with armed 
men, and you may all be shot.” The 
pastor again replies, “In the name of God 
let them shoot away, I, at least, will go to 
the church this evening, or leave my 
corpse un the street.” The hour for the 
evening devotion now drew near, and it 
was time to proceed to the church. Near 
at hand were assembled the Catholic 
gregation waiting to learn what their Pas
tor would advise ; when they found that 
his determination was to go on with the 
exercises of the Mission under all difficul
ties, they refused to go to the church and 
submit to the galling indignation of going 
under an Grange arch, but a few words 
from their Pastor calmed their excited 
feeliogs and allayed their just indignation. 
He toll them that he did not ask them to 
submit to anything to which be himself 
was not also submitting, and that he felt 
the indignity offered as much as theydidj; 
but that they were in the exercise of their 
religious duties, and from this they 
should not be deterred by any humilia
tions whatever ; under the circumstances 
he was prepared to accept this humilia
tion, and he was sure they would not re
fuse to participate in it with him. Brave 
fellows ! They take immediately a differ
ent view of the situation, suppress their 
feeliogs, and, by thus controlling them
selves, prove themselves true Cnristian 
heroes,

Priests and people touched in a body 
to the chuich, passing under the abomin
able Orange rag, amidst the scoffs and 
jeers, vile jesting and “hearty cheers' of 
derision indulged in by the rabble, some 
of whom crying out at the same time : 
‘‘Pass under your enemy, you b____.’’

The return from the church was through 
a similar ordeal; and now, at length, it 
was thought the Fathers would be left in 
peace to continue their mission of charity. 
But alas ! they were once more doomed 
to disippointment in thus forming so 
favorable an estimate of the character of 
the Biy Roberts roughs. About nine p. 
m. the rowdies again assembled around 
the house of Mr. Frayne, and a volley of 
stones comes rattling against the house. 
A piiest rushes to the door and a.-ks the 
crowd “What is the matter Î” One fellow 
cries out, “What is the matter with you Î” 
The priest replied : “1 shall very soon let 
you know what is the matter if you con
tinue your dastardly conduct; mind, now, 
I give you fair warning, if there is a re
petition of it I will let fly at you.” This 
was understood by the braves to mean 
that the priest was going to lire on them 
and they soon began to seek shelter in 
different directions, each one declaring 
that if such was to be the case “he would 
be sure to avoid the effect of powder aud 
ball.” 1 his threat had a wholesome 
effect, and the Fathers were left in peace 
the remainder of the night, the Orange 
heroes retiring and contenting themselves 
with firing off guns in the distance. Now, 
it was clearly teen that under such diffi
cult circumstances it was impossible to 
conduct the mission, and it was decided to 
leave next morning and begin the 
ciaes of the mission at North River.

At the appointed hour on the morning 
of the 21st the carriages were accordingly 
drawn up in front of Mr, Fravne’a house to 
take away the bathers, when the rowdies 
began again to assemble and indulge in 
their congenial ruffianism. As one of the 
l athers took his seat in the carriage, one 
young lad seized the reins of the horse, 
and an older scamp presented himself with 
a knife and said : “Don’t vou ever come 
back to Bay Roberts again.” The second 
J allier had like attention paid him by 
another of the roughs: threats were treelv 
used of throwing them over the embank
ment, one rascal going to gather a larger 
crowd to effect their malicious designs 
though one would think there were quite 
enough of them present at the time for 
this purpose withoutincreasiug their

Meanwhile, however, the Fathers drove 
oil amidst the insults of the rabble and 
bearing with them no very favorable im
pressions of Orange hospitality at Bay 
Roberts. ‘ J

Oa the night succeeding this same day, 
Mr. I rayne's windows were broken by 
way of a parting shot, I suppose, and thus 
ended, for the time being, these disgrace- 
ful Orange proceedings, of which Bax 
Roberts may well feel ashamed.

Freesiax’.s Worm Powders require no 
other Purgative. They are safe and sure 
to remove all varieties of Worm-
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2 . THE CATHOLIC RECORD.
.John Maitland laughs incredulously. 

His eyes falls on the pool. It u blood.

Chapter III.
‘'For right Is right, since (ioJ Is Uod,

And right the day must win."
At about half-past four o’clock, An

drew McVeigh had been found dead by 
three farm laborers on the beach near 
Sundown. The>e men were repairing 
fences on the land near the liver, but 
shut out from view of it by a thick fringe 
of bushes that ran along the beach. They 
had heard the report of a pistol, followed 
by a succession of loud groans. Almost 
simultaneously breaking through the 
hedge, they had seen Andrew McVeigh 
lying upon the rand, u stream of blood 
flowing from his side, under the left 
shoulder. His groans grew more trem
ulous and fainter. He could not speak. 
Before they could raise him he was dead. 
His horse stood some distance up the 
beach.

At the water’s edge, wet by the ebbing 
tide, lay a revolver with all its barrels 
empty. On a tiny silver plate in the side 
of this weapon were the words “John Mait
land, from iV, Lynch,11

The sand was covered with foot prints, 
but as the spot where the murdered man 
had been found was a favorite bathing 
and “crabbing” place of the Sundown 
boys, this went for nothing. And at 
the inquest the jury rtjacted tbe idea of 
suicide with contempt, and brought in the 
verdict that Andrew McVeigh came to his 
death at the hands of his nephew, John 
Maitland.

The fallowing facts came out at the 
inquest :

Andrew McVeigh had remained a few 
minutes at a sale of real estate which ha l 
taken place at the Sundown Hotel. The 
auctioneer testified that he had left the 
hotel shortly after four o’clock. A by
stander, Seth Sunden, Chip's father (by 
the way)—an inveterate lounger, who 
always attended sales and other free 
entertainments—swore that he had seen 
the deceased proceed towards the river, 
leading his horse. After that, Andrew 
McVeigh had never been seen alive, ex
cept by his murderer and the three labor
ers in thoçe brief moments immediately 
preceding death.

Un John Maitland’s person was found 
an envelope containing three hundred 
dollars. The envelope was addressed, 
“Andrew McVeigh, Present.” The enve
lope had been then open at the end. Eli 
\\ oodbury, a dry-goods merchant, of Iron- 
borough, a town some miles from Sun
down. proved that he had paid the three 
hundred dollars to the deceased on the 
day of the murder for six months' rent of 
his store. He produced the receipts. 
Having been called out on business, he 
had placed the rnonev in the envelope, 
written Andrew McVtigh’s name on it, 
and given it to his clerk.

Mr. Kenzie testified that early in the 
afternoon of the 10th instant—the day of 
the murder—Juhn Maitland had refused 
to pay his bill, or rather accommodate 
him, with one hundred dollars, oa account 
of want of funds.

Rebecca Plummer, who lives next door 
to Lynch cottage, affirmed that she had 
heard. .John Maitland and his uncle quar 
relling in Miss Bridget Lynch's garden. 
She could not hear ihe words they had 
used, but she had seen him (the uncle) 
strike his nephew with a whip. 
Chippeway Sunden, alias •‘Chip,” and 
Miss Grace Lynch, had been witnesses of 
the quarrel,

Chip was missing. He had not been visi
ble in Sundown since the day of tbe 
der. His straw hat had been washed up 
by the tide, down at the cave. He had 
lived with John Maitland and his uncle 
as “general utility,” indulged by one, 
tyrannized over by the other, and half civi
lized by the efforts of Grace Lynch. It 
was intimated that Chip had been “made 
away with” by the murderer, in order to 
destroy evidence. Seth Sunden, however, 
took the loss of his boy very philosophe 
cxlly. Sympathizing Sundowners gave him 
more drinks than usual, and after 
tain number of glasses, he seemed to find 
vague comfort in the time-honored axiom 
to the effect that, “boys will be boys— 
they always land on their feet.”

Grace Lynch's evidence was not taken 
at the inquest. She was too ill to attend.

The scene in the garden had agitated 
her, aud followed by this terrible shock, 
had thrown her into a brain fever.

Dajs, weeks, months have passed.
The trial comes on. It takes place at 

Ironborough. Letters and letters have 
been sent to Will Lynch, 
has been received. Chip has not appeared. 
The only new witness of importance is 
Grace Lynch. The poor girl is assisted to 
the stand. She is pale aud trembling—a 
ghost of her former self. The buzz of 
many suppressed voices, the sea of up
turned faces, make her giddy. She dares 
not look toward John. Oh, surely this is 
her sorrow’s crown of sorrow !

The prosecuting counsel draws from her 
the story of the quarrel, slowly, painfully. 
John Maitland leans half over the railing 
of the dock, his heart and soul in his 
eyes. The counsel asks his fifth 
tion.

Grace’s lips whiten and she presses her 
teeth into them. She will not 
There is a dead silence.

“Spare her !” cried John fiercely, “Spare 
her : 1 will tell you what 1 said : T could 
kill him where he stands ! 1 will ! 1 will !’ 
These were my words.”

“Were those his words ?” asked the 
lawyer, apparently pitiless.

Grace does not lieed him. The look of 
tender love and pity in John Maitland’s 
eyes goes to her heart. She utters a heart
broken sob aud falls senseless into Aunt 
Bridget’s faithful arms.

'Ihe prisoner’s lawyer, a man whose 
reputation has \ ears ago outgrown his 
abilities, makes a florid speech. He lias 
been sacrificing everything to the prepar
ation of this speech all through the trial. 
He shows them what fearful odds are 
against him and how gallantly he struggles 
to oveieome them. His speech grows 
more and more brilliant ; but he forgets 
the prisoner. To-morrow* the newspapers 
will call it “a telling speech” and “a mas- 
terl\ effort,’ and John Maitland will know* 
that he has selected for his advocate the 
one lawyer of a thousand who could fail 
to save him.

The verdict is given clear and loud, 
Guilty.

John Maitland smiles bitterly. “And 
this is man’s justice !”

“\ou have come North jast intime 
lather Augustin,” says John Maitland

THU I'll OF TIIE HAY UOBEKTM 
OITKAGE.

“for in another week you uity write at 
the end of my record, “non est inventus.”

“In another week !” Father Augustin 
wipes his spectacles, and glances around 
tbe narrow cell in the Ironborough j til. 
“In another week !”—

“I must die,—but, believe me, Father, 
amorg the tins I will confess to you to
night murder will not be.”

“I do believe you. There is some hor- 
lible mistake. I heard no word of this 
until 1 arrived in Sundown this morning.”

“Those papers on the table contain a full 
account of the trial. While you look them 
over 1 will finish this letter.”

Half an hour passes. No sound breaks 
the stillness except the rustling of Father 
Augustin’s papers and the scratching of 
the prisoner's pen.

“My dear tny,”

Lament of «lie Wldowrd Inebriate,

DVO ANN E.
Terra Nova Advocate, Feb. 11.

The floundering of the Bay Roberts 
worthies to extricate themselves from the 
ugly position into which their late dis
graceful Orange proceedings have placed 
them, cannot be but amusing to the pub
lic mind. Strenuous efforts aie made to 
justify conduct, of which they evidently 
now feel ashamed; but all the waters of 
Bay Roberts harbour, mixed with a pro
portionate share of lime, would not make 
a wash sufficiently strong to whiten, in 
the least, the blackened reputation which 
thev have earned for themselves. Not
withstanding “solemn declarations” made 
before J. P’s__ the weakness of which

I'm thinking ou thy smile. Mar) —
Thy bright aud trusting smile—

In the inurutDg uf our youth aud love,
Fre sorrow carnt—or guile.

'When ihtue arms were twlued about my

for me alone.
And mine eye* looked Into 

And the heart that throbbed 
Was nestling close to mine !

1 see full many a smile, Mary, 
t,” - juug lips beaming bright,

An ! nany an eye of light and love 
lashing In my sight;

But the smile Is not for my poor heart, 
And tbe eye Is strange to me,

And loneliness comes o’er my soul, 
Wneu ils memory turns to thee.

Is tl

I’m thinking on tbe night, Mary,
The night of grief and shame,

When with drunken ravings 
To thee 1 homeward came;
.the tear was In thine earnest eye, 
And thy bosom wildly heaved,

Yet a am lie of love was on thy cheek 
Though the heart was sorely grieved !

st last says Father 
Augustin, with a smouldering excitement 
in every movement, “you and your lawyer 
have acted like a pair of fools. It ii un
pleasant, hut true. Had you no memory 1 
Had he no—he ought to be ashamed of 

did he not attempt to 
prove an alibi ? Attend. From this report 
of the trial I gather the following : On 
that fatal lfith your uncle was seen alive 
at about ten minutes after four p. m. He 
was found dead at half-past four. Now, 
attend. You were in St. Paul’s Church at 
Svndoum, either kneeling before the altar or 
talking tv me in the sucrietg, from four o'clock 
p. m. until Jive. I will swear to it! You 
.hall have a new trial, inv Lux-. Thank 
God ! Thank God !"

“My prayer ! my prayer ! I had forgot
ten it, and it will save me.'' John Mait
land buries his face in his hands to hide 
the tears in his eyes. Sorrow could not 
wring them from him, hut j >y has done 
it. He tears up the letter, for it is a fare
well to Grace.

Father Augustin never loses time, and 
now it is dou'ffy valuable. Ho moves hea
ven aud earth tossve John Maitland’s life. 
Hope, suspense, despondency, alternate in 
the prisoner’s mind, but the piiest does 
not despond ; he has too much to do. At 
last the demands of red tape are satisfied. 
A reprieve and a new trial are granted. 
Two witnesses, Father Augustin and little 
Miles Jones, of Swedesto wn, who knew 
nothing about the former trial, triumph
antly prove an alibi, and John Maitland 
walks out ol the couit a free man, saved 
hy his prayer !

John Maitland finds that his uncle, 
eccentric to the last, left a will, hearing 
the date of that terrible sixteenth, be
queathing all his estate, without reserve, 
to his esteemed young friend, William 
Lynch. But he, the heir presumptive, is 
content ; be is innocent, he is free, he has 
Grace ; for Father Augustin married them 
three days after the second trial. The 
Swedestown firm still trusts him, although 
Will Lynch has not yet turned up to cor
roborate his statement about the three 
hundred dollars, and his great sorrow has 
left him a wiser an! better man. Grace is 
tweeter aud brighter than before, and the 
two are as happy as human beings can be 
“in this vale of tears, ”

Returning from High Mass at Si. Paul's 
one Sunday, late in Autumn, John &:h1 
Grace hear strange voices in their litt e 
sitting-room. Aunt Bridget is crying and 
laughing by turns, accompanied by the 
running cjmmeutary of a ringing bass 
Voice, of course, Grace at once jumps to 
the conclusion that the house is being 
robbed. Si e is agreeably amazed, how
ever, to find her brother Will and Chip 
amiably “finishing” one of Aunt Bridget's 
ample lunches. Will looks much the 
same ; but Chip has grown taller and 
thinner, more freckled and exceedingly 
forlorn in appearance.
“A mt Bid has told me everything,” cries 

Will, when the greetings 
never received your letters. When I had 
completed the Echo business, I started as 
companion and secretary to an English 
traveller, on a rather straggling and un
certain tour; that probably "accounts for 
the failure of your letters. And ‘o they 
brought the money as evidence against 
you ! I’d tell vou how it came into my 
possession. Your uncle, as you know 
entertained a strange liking for me. Well] 
I happened to meet him on the ICih, iust 
before I saw you, John, and I told "him 
that I was about to start on a long jrur- 
ney. At first he spoke in his usual hot 
and inconsistent way, and then he became 
very kind. He pressed that envelope into 
my band, saying, ‘Take this; it is only a 
part of what is to come.’ He forced me 
to keep it, and so I thought it would make 
a nice wedding present for you. Now, 
Chip, clear up your mystery.” But Chip's 
mouth is very full at this particular 
moment, and \\ ill considerately gives him 
time. “1 picked up Chip in Philadelphia. 
1 found him selling papers, and glad 
enough he xvas to come home. How do 
you like selling papers, Chip ?”

‘Too much competition,’" answered 
Chip, gravely.

Chip’s story is not long. He had enter
tained for some time within his breast an 
ardent desire. It was to shoot certain 
prowling hawks and crows. ]u order to 
fulfill this design he waited for an oppor
tunity to borrow clandestinely .John Mait- 
land’s revolver. On the morning of the 
10th, John cleaned the pistol, loaded it, 
aud carelessly left it on his bureau. This 
was Chip’s cnauce. .John usually left his 
door open, aud Chip, when his master had 
Rone, secured the revolver. With it he 
shot the unfortunate hawk of which he 
spoke to Grace, aud during his interview 
with her, it was the object he concealed 
under his jacket. After he had escaped 
from Andrew McVeigh's castigation, he 
ran down to the beach, and in blissful 
ignorance fie was levelling the one remain- 
nig charge at auother crow, when McVeigh 
suddenly grasped his collar. The fright
ened boy turned, and the charge took effect 
m the poor old man’s side. Chip dropped 
tlie pistol and ran down to the cove. 
There was a schooner lying there. Chip 
half dead with terror, hid himself among 
the barrels on deck. Tbe crew coming on 
board at nightfall were a little “confused” 
by their sojourn on shore, and when they 
discovered him—which happened when 
the schooner was many miles from Sun- 
down—they made him work hard. Chip’s 
\ lassitudes had subdued him considerably 
and he is indeed very glad to get home ’ 

*l11 «end you to school, Chip,” says 
Mill Lynch, “when we have induced the 
authorities to hear your etory. And now 
fill your glasses with Aunt. Bridget’s cur- 
rant wine, I drink to the health, long life 
and happiness of Mr. and Mrs. Maitland i" 
And every day since that eventful Kith 
those two kneel at the Holy Sacrifice in 
thank-givmg for John Maitland’s

oa my lips must be pstent to all-—the very plain 
statements of the Redemptorist Fathers 
still remain firm and unshaken; and the 
whitewashing process serves only to show 
up the “Law-Abiding” citizens of Bay 
Roberts in a more conspicuous and ridic
ulous aspect. That the statements of the 
Rev. Fathers are not overdrawn I mean 
to show by giving, by your permission, 
Mr. Editor, a detailed account of facts, in 
the order in which they occurred from 
the time of the arrival of the Fathers at 
Bay Roberts, until the time of their de
parture therefrom.

Un Wednesday, the 19th of Nov., 1584, 
the Very Rev. E. F. Walsh, V. G. and 
parish priest of Biigus, conducted to Bay 
Roberts two Redemptorist Fathers, who 
were to give a misniou to the Catholics of 
that part of his parish. From the manner 
in which their entry into the settlement 
was greeted, it was t&>y to see that the 
presence of the good fathers was anything 
but agreeable to the roughs of that place. 
The opening of the mission was announced 
to take place at three o’clock, p. m , aud 
from the time that the Fathers and parish 
piiest left the residence of Mr. Frayne to 
proceed to the church, through the street of 
Bay Roberts, they were accosted by seem
ing maniacs, Using the most filthy and 
abominable language; uttering horrible 
oaths and blasphemies, vomiting forth ob
scene expressions, revolting aid shocking 
to the feelings of men, not to sneak of the 
delicate sensitiveness of females, who in 
crowds had to endure such disgusting con 
duct. The church, however, was reached, 
the exercises of the mission begun, and a 
short sermon preached. At the close, the 
Fathers had to return from the church to 
their lodgings at Mr. Frayne'-, through an 
ordeal in every particular similar to that 
just described. This was the first un
pleasant experience that the good Fathers 
had to endure at the hands of the “Liw- 
Abiding citizens” of Bay Roberts ; but I 
regret to have to write it, was not to be 
their last. No sooner did the Fathers enter 
their lodgings than a gang of urchins, 
no doubt urged on by others behind the 
scenes, began rolling barrels backward and 
forward on the street, underneath the 
windows of the rooms occupied by the 
Fathers, at the same time screeching and 
yelling like young savages, aud coupling 
the names of Harper, the Pope, and the 
Redemptorist Fathers in a most derisive 
and insulting manner. Such was the re
creation of those youngsters for about 
two or three hours, wùen a lull took 
place in their noisy proceedings, which 
lasted only for a little time, but was fol
lowed by a vigorous and violent outburst 
of feeling on the part of the Bay Roberts’ 
elder “Law-Abiding”citizens. About nine 
o’clock p. m., crowds began to assemble 
round the residence of Mr. Frayue, 
ing, e wearing, threatening, and declaring 
what they would do, and which, no doubt, 
they would if they thought they could do 
so with impunity, Une however, more 
bold than the re»t, approached the house 
and spoke through the window as follows : 
—“Frayne, you have got them again, and
B------U------- they will have to leave.
Have you Fr. Rowe in there? have you
Rowe the B—— of a E------ . The curse of
J------on you and him ! Have you got his
letter in there ?— you have the Redemp
torist Fathers in there, the curse of J------
on them ! Frayne, make much of what 
you heard this evening, (meaning 
the sermon) it is ihe last you will
hear from them. If this B------of a
B------(meaning the Fathers) go down
there again (meaning to the Catholic 
Church) down will come your buildings, 
&c. &c. To a late hour in the night th 
“Law-Abiding citizens” continued prowl- 
ing about, hooting, shouting and using lan
guage that could not have been surpassed 
by even the vilest denizens of brothels, the 
“solemn declarations” of Capt. Dawe to 
the contrary, notwithstanding. The next 
morning the two priests went to the church 
to say mass, but on their way to and from 
it they still had to listen to th.* language 
of these miscreants. Now it was time to 
ask ttie interference nf the civil power, 
accordingly the Parish Priest called on 
Capt. Dawe, J. P., M. II. A. The gallant 
captain admitted that he had heard of the 
conduct of the rabble on the previous 
evening, and that as soon as fie did, he 
visited the scene of disorder, but that he 
neither saw nor heard anything said or 
done offensive to anyone, and therefore he 
did not believe it amounted to anything. 
The priest then made a statement of what 
took place the preceding evening, and 
went on to say, “L have therefore come, 
Capt. Dawe, on the part of the Mission
aries, to ask for protection on account of 
the threats made against them and the 
insults offered to them.”

Capt. Dawk,—“I cannot control my 
people, they are not like yours."

Driest,—“Do you mean to say that you 
and the other magistrates of the place are 
unable to control these people ?”

Here the captain entered-into a defence 
of the people of Bay Roberts, whose gen
eral peaceable character, he said, had been 
attacked by a few persons whose study it 
was to destroy the good repute of the 
place. The priest said he knew nothing 
of this, that he came to claim from him, 
Capt. Dawe, as magistrate, protection for 
the Missionaries during their stay in Bay 
Roberts ; they were American citizens, and 
he wished to avoid the necessity of having 
to carry on the mission under the protec
tion of the American Consul.

CzVPT, Dawk,—“No complaint has been 
made to me.”

Priest,—“I now make a complaint, and, 
if necessary, 1 shall have depositions made 
also.”

Capt. Daw*e,—“But you don't know the 
names of the parties.”

Priest,—“It is not necessary,—I do not 
intend to take action against them for the 
past, but only demand protection for the 
lathers during their stay in Bay Roberts

Hut tbe smile soon left thy lip*, Mary,
And thine eye grew dim aud hmu;

For the tempter lured my utepe from thee, 
And the wine cup drove me mad;

From thy cheeka the roaei quickly tied,
A nd thy ringing laugh was gone,

Yet thy heart will I fondly clung to 
And etlll kept trusting on.

himself! Why

C», my words were harsh to thee, Mary,
For the wine cup made roe wild;

thee when thine eye* were had, 
And 1 curwed ih«e when they smiled — 

(iod know* I loved thee even then, 
wan In my brain, 
i of drink wae in my heart, 

e my love a Lane.

And I chid

But the tire
And the c 

To maki

’Twbh a pleasant home of our*, Mary,
In the taring t^ne of our life

When I looxed ifjmn tliy ninny face,
And proudly rail'd thee v.lft 

And Twa* pleamut when our children 
play ed 

before our cottage door;
But Ihe cuildreu steep with thee, Mary,

I shall never see t hem moie !

Thou'rt r< Htlug In the church yard,
And no clone Is at thy head :

But the m xtou knows a dru 
Hleep* In that lowly bed;

And he hay* the hand of (iod, Mary,
Will fall with crushing weight 

On the wretcl: who brought thy gentle life

ukard's wife

io broug 
fate.To île

But he kn 
i hear within my 
r the heavy load o 
That will not let me rest.

He know* not of the sleepless nights, 
ning of thy love, 

s* e thine angel eyes 
Idly from above.

untimely

lot of the broken heart 

f valu remorse,
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1 ha ve raised the wine-cup In my hand, 
id the wildest strains I've tuug, 

h of drunken mirth
An

Till wltu the laugn oi 
The echoing air has rung;

But a pale and sorrowing lace look’d out 
From the glittering cup on me,

And a trembling whisper I have heard 
That I fancied, breathed by thee.

Thou art slumbeiing in thimbeilng In thy peaceful grave, 
leep is dreamless now, 

lua grief

ne, Mary,

Aud thy sleep 1* drea 
But the seul of an undyi 

Is on thy mourner’s brow.
And my heart Is chill as till;

For the Joys of life have lied,
And I long to lay my aching breast 

With the cold and silent dead !

CHIP.
CONCLUDED.

John Maitland elands irresolute, and 
then, as the echo of her pleading accents 
enteis his brain, he starts forward with 
hurried strides towards St. Paul’s, without 
looking to the right or to the left, and 
keeps his hands on his breast as if to 
strangle the murderous thoughts within 
him. If Andrew McVeigh could see him 
now, lie would feel sure that, however 
much in other things his nephew may have 
departed from the principles of his 
tors, heat least po-senses the family tem
per in perfection.

All is filent within the little wooden 
chapel. There is a worshipn 
there among the rounh bench

Charles
ances-

cuie-

er here and 
es, and two 

acolytes, in black and white, kneel before 
the Blessed Sacrament. A faint breeze 
enters with John Maitland and stirs the 
foces on the altar and the candle liâmes. 
He walks into the “dim religious light,” 
from the glaring sunshine without, and 
finds himself in a new world of Faith, 
Love and Adoration. The subtle scent of 
the early flowers on the altar mingles with 
the odor of incense whose soul has flown 
to heaven, and brings back to his mind the 
morning of his first communion. He 
kneels, and breathes 
prayer, taking no note of time.

His old friend, Father Augustin, whom 
he knew in his college days, lias seen him 
enter. Father Augustin stands just behind 
the altar and watches him. Four o’clock 
strikes.

“Father,” whispers a small boy, who 
wears a block cassock, “Father, it’s four 
o’clock, aud the two U'Briens have been 
out in the pacctuary since three. It’s our 
turn now.”

“Let me see.” The priest refers to a 
small note book. “‘The O’Brien broth
ers from three until four ; John Denver 
and Miles «loues from lour until five.’ 
Yes, it is your turn, Myles. Go on. ’’

As the acolytes are changing, the sleeve 
of little Myles .1 ones’ surplice brushes 
against a candle. In an instant the light 
muslin is in illines. John Maitland 
quietly bends over the railing, and before 
the boy is aware of it, crushes out the lire 
between his hands. This has not taken a 
minute, and John Maitland resumes his 
prayer ; but the boy will never forget the 
incident.

Nearly an hour passes before John 
rises from his knees, and then, catching 
sight of Father Augustin, he goes into 
the sacristy to rpeak to him- The priest 
is very glad to sec his old friend 
pupil, but he has little time to spend in 
talk.

“1 am going down to Maryland,” he 
says as they shake hands at parting, a few 
minutes after the clock has struck five, 
“on a mission. I shall start this evening; 
hut 1 hope to return in a month or two ; 
and then we will finish our chat about the 
old days of Notre Dame.”

John Maitland leaves the chapel and 
the demon of wrath that possessed him 
has fled. He shudders now as the sha
dows of his thoughts of an hour ago cross 
his mind. He wonders that such strange 
madness could have been evoked by the 
querulous words of a weak old man.

The evening breeze is beginning to blow 
from the river and the whole west is a 
gorgeous crimson and gold picture of 
blended clouds and water. He strolls 
along the beach. In one spot he sees 
several men standing around a small pool 
in the sand. Is it the sun’s light that 
makes it crimson ?

He approaches, and thev draw to
gether, whispering, “Here he is.” One of 
them cornes out from the others and 
says :

“I arrest you for the murder of Andrew 
McVeigh !”
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