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Mr Babinton concluded his intro
ductions of his companions by bo- 
.peaking a kind reception for them 
on the ground that they were all 
friends of his. scions of the highest 
families in the land, members of the 
Association for the Succour of 
priests, and staunch Catholics to 
loot. Grandmother replied that they 
W0re more welcome as being faith
ful sons of the Holy Church, than 
-a the descendants of noble ancés- 
t0rs since she held the heritage of 
the Children of fOod to be far more 
honorable than any earthly pedi-
gree. . .

Then the gentlemen kissed our 
hands, and we all walked together 
down the broad path between hedges 
•of yew towards the castle. At last 
we were at liberty to ask after Un- 
rcle Robert and Father Thompson, 
a.My Brother is quite well,” Uncle 
Remy said in answer to our in
quiries; "he is a prisoner in the 
'Clink’ at present, and his jailer 
seems disposed to take a bribe, so 
it is to be hoped that we may be 
.able to make his lot bearable, and 
,perhaps even "help him to escape. 
William Thompson, however, has re
ceived the martyr's crown.”

“Then the Queen has not pardoned 
him!” Anne exclaimed in her impul
sive manner. "Ah. if I were a man, 
that bloodthirsty—”

"You forget yourself sadly, child,” 
said grandmother, not allowing her 
to finish the sentence. "What will 
our noble guests think of you!”'

But Babington instantly came to 
the rescue. "We think. Madam,” he 
said, "that your fair granddaugh
ter’s just indignation does her great 
credit, and shows the generous dis
position of her heart. Hearing such 
■sentiments expressed ought to in
cite us men to form heroic enter-

“Perils from false brethren! Just 
tha same as in the Apostles’ time,” 
remarked grandmother. - But the 
disgrace which a few renegades bring 
upon Holy Church is more than wip
ed out by the blood of her Priests. 
Lord Burghley is greatly mistaken, 
if he thinks to terrify them by exe
cutions. It is the hope of obtain
ing a martyr’s crown which allures 
them to these shores. But here we 
are at the house door. I pray God 
that the coming of these dear and 
welcome guests under our roof may 
be blest to them and to us. All in 
Woxindon will be deeply interested 
and edified by hearing how the two 
martyrs won their palm. I shall* 
therefore ask you, when you have 
partaken of some refreehment, to 
give us an account of the manner in 
which they passed through their last 
conflict.”

So saying, grandmother conducted 
the six gentemen into the castle.

prises.”
The look whdrdwith Anne repaid

You
her champion was not lost
Uncle Remy also interposed ___
must not be too har’d on our little 
madcap, mother,” fc* Said in a con
ciliatory totte.

But grandmothe* *eht on: "These 
gentlemen are very polite, and you 
are very kind, my son, to make ex
cuses for my granddaughter. How
ever, I never will have a word ut
tered in my presence offensive to 
Her Majesty. The enterprises to 
which Mr. Babington alludes, will 
certainly not be directed against the 
Queen, otherwise they would not de
serve to be called heroic, but rash 
and foolhardy. Instead of the bles
sing of Gpd they would draw down 
on us His chastisements, and might 

1 perhaps be the means of costing 
many innocent persons their life.”

How often at a later period these 
words, inspired apparently by a 
spirit of prophecy, recurred to my 
mind! They evidently made an im
pression on our guests at the time; 
I noticed Windsor looked very grave. 
But Mr. Tichbourne thanked grand
mother effusively for her judicious 
admonitions, which he said were 
most well-timed; yet he assured her 
that his friend Babington would not 
undertake anything unworthy of an 
English nobleman and a firm Cath
olic. The example of the two mar
tyrs, who had that day shod their 
blood should teach us to render to 
Caesar the things that are Cae
sar’s, and to God the things that 
are God’s.”

We were surprised to hear that 
two priests had been executed, and 
in answer to our inquiries Tich
bourne went on to tell us that Rich
ard Sergeant, the scion of an an
cient Gloucestershire family had suf
fered at the same time as Thomp
son. The sole offence for wtiich he 
had been condemned, was having re
mained in England in spite of the 
statute passed in Parliament, de
claring every pribet who did not 
quit the country within a fixed time 
Ruilty of high treason.

"It is clear, Babington answered, 
"that Burghley and Walsingham act 
thus in order to strike alarm into 
the priests who are in concealment 
here, or into those who are expected 
to arrive from Rheims or from 
Rome. From what I hear the mem
bers of the Privy Council have 
teamt through their spies that a
fresh band

CHAPTER IV. As I have already 
remarked, my father was far from 
well, yet he would not allow his in
disposition to prevent him from do
ing the honors of his table-to his 
guests, and'setting before them a 
roast joint and a brace or two of 
snipe. Although it was already 
three weeks after Easter, there were 
still some birds about the outskirts 
of the wood, and Uncle Barty had 
managed to bring down a few, not 
with his gun, but with the old-fash
ioned English bow and arrow. When 
the dishes had been removed, and 
father said grace, we gathered round 
the chimney place. The atmosphere 
of the high vaulted hall was rather 
chilly, though the day had been 
sunny, and father could not do 
without a fire. The dancing flames 
cast a ruddy glow on the circle of 
guests and members of the family, 
while in the half light beyond the 
servants and retainers stood, who 
had come to hear about Father 
Thompson’s death.

Then Uncle Remy began to relate 
how with Babington’s assistance he 
had succeeded in conveying a note 
through the hands of one of the 
jailers to the prisoner, bidding him 
when on the way to the place of ex- 

• edition, look up at the window over 
the door of "The Three Tuns.” a 
hostelry not twenty yards from the 
gate through which they would pass 
to go to Tyburn. , He would see a 
good friend, standing there, who 
would wave him a last farewell with 
his handkerchief: that Was to signi
fy a priest, who would give him the 
last absolution. Thompson himself 
had done the same: when the Rev-, 
erend Thomas Alfield was dragged 
to Tyburn. But when Uncle Remy 
,and his friends learnt on the mor
row that another priest would be 
led to execution with Thompson, 
they tried to persuade Father West
on not to go to the Three Tuns, 
on the ground that, he would be ex
posing himself unnecessarily to dan
ger. since the two priests could mu
tually give each other absolution 
"However the imod Father would 

/Anrive them of the consola- 
tion, ’ continued my uncle, “so he 
and I took our stand at the min- 
camc (or the (recession to pass by. 
We already heard cries of “No Pop
ery!” sounding ’in the distance. 
First came' an interminable stream 
of the lowest of the people; then a 
band of armed men, and pith them 
the sheriff for the county, on horse
back, with several magistrates and 
members of the council. After them 
followed the horse to whose tail the 
hurdle was fastened, on which the 
two priests lay bound. By (tel. side 
ran some Puritan preachers, exhort
ing them even in this their last 
hour, to abjure the Babylonian 
boast and accept the pure Gospel. 
You may fancy how .my lingers 
twisted at the sight of them. At 
last we were able to see the two 
victims. • I am not ashamed to con
fess that my eyes filled with fears 
when I beheld them, patient and re
signed, stretched on the hurdle, cov
ered with the mire of the streets. 
Their faces were turned towards one 

and they appeared to he co
in prayer, J.b they paaeed 
i the gateway of the prison, 

“-It Thompson Whispered
É#S

they raised their heads as much as 
they could from the hurdle, in token 
of greeting and of gratitude. This 
action did not escape the notice of 
the accursed preachers; one of them, 
suspecting the cause, instantly 
shouted “A Priest, a Mass priest!” 
But I thrust Fqther Weston aside, 
and interposed my broad shoulders 
between him and the spectators; 
besides, before the sherifi’s officers 
could catch the words above the op- 
roar and tumult of the rabble in 
that narrow street, the danger was 
over. Our good old John hurried 
Father Westo* out by a back door, 
and conducted him through n laby
rinth of narrow alleys to the resi
dence of Lady Paulet, where he is 
in security for the present. Never
theless he is coming back to us af
ter nightfall. I went down usd mix
ed in the crowd, and by good use 
of my elbows contrived to get pret
ty, close to the hurdle. But when 

got to the vicinity of Tyburn, 
the throng of people was so dense, 
thgt I was unable to get near to 
the condemned. My friends, hero were 
more fortunate, so let them tell you 
about ^ the execution of the sen-

Babington then took up the nar
rative. “My companions and I,’’ he 
said, “wore so near, that wo nm on
ly saw every gesture, but heard 
every word of the two priests. We 
had ridden out early, and taken our 
stand not as much as ten paces from 
the gallows. Thus we had a full 
view of the horrible preparations for 
the cruel tragedy. I could not help 
thinking that very likely my own 
life might be ended in that way, 
considering that in the present day 
no Catholic can feel sure that he 
will not under some pretext or other 
be arraigned for high treason, and 
delivered over to the hangman. The 
servants had already lighted a huge 
fire underneath the vast cauldron 
into which the head and quarters of 
the martyrs were to be thrown, and 
the bystanders began to indulge in 
coarse jokes about the kind fore
sight of the Queen, who had the ra
vens' food cooked for them. There
upon our friend Windsor here, who 
has all the Latin poets at his fing
ers’ ends, observed to me in an 
ironical tone :

Principe nil ista mitius orbis hab- 
et!

('Never did a more gracious Prin
cess walk this earth!)

I for my part stooped over my 
horse’s neck and dealt the principal 
speaker a blow on the mouth, that 
would have felled, him to the 
ground, has not the crowd been so 
thickly packed together. At the 
some time I told him beware how 

•he let his tongue wag about the 
Queen's Majesty.

But my zeal nearly got me into 
trouble, for the mob raised the cry 
Jhat I and my friends, who stood by 
me bravely, were papists, and called 
upon the Captain of the Guard to 
arrest us as traitors. God knows 
what would have come of it had not 
at that .moment a murmur run 
through the multitude behind us: 
Here they come, here they come. 
Sure enough, the mournful proces
sion was close at hand. It was a 
touching sight to behold the rage 
of the populace on the one side, the 
peaceful serenity of the victims on 
the other. The hurdle stopped just 
in front of us, so that I had the 
privilege of throwing my handker
chief to the priests, in order that 
they might wipe the mud off their 
faces. Father Thompson recognized 
me, and smiled his thanks; he en
deavored to say something to me, 
but the hubbub was so great that I 
could not catch* a word. Moat prob
ably he wished to reiterate the 
warning which he gave me shortly 
before this arrest, not to mix my
self up in any dangerous plots. He 
wanted to give me back the hand
kerchief, but the sheriff would not 
allow of it. "Nothing of the sorti” 
he exclaimed. "We shall have a 
fresh St. Veronica perhaps, and 
more popish idolatries carried on 
with tlje dirty rag. Do you take 
care! The rope is not far from the 
neck of every Papist.” One of the 
soldiers, who were loosing the ropes 
that bound the condemned to the 
hurdle, thrust the handkerchief into 
hta pocket, end looked at me with 
a knowing wink, which I was not at 
a lose to interpret. Jk

a well known popish hostelry, and 
gave me the handkerchief for a 
crown piece. Here it is.”

With these words Babington took 
from the breast pocket -of his doub
let the handkerchief in question, and 
we pressed around him to touch the 
venerated relic. "It is covered with 
spots of blood,” he said. " The 
scoundrel acknowledged that he wip
ed his hands on It, after the butch
ery was over. Will Mrs. Bellamy 
accept it , as a memorial of the 
saintly priest, whose last Mass was 
said in her hobse?”

"I shall value it more than gold 
and precious stones,” answered the 
dear old lady, as she pressed the 
handkerchief to her lips, and passed 
it round for all the others to kiss. 
"We will divide It presently, for 
doubtless you and your friends 
would like to keep a portion. Then 
both the priests met death with for
titude and resignation?”

"They died like true saints and 
martyrs for God. It was said open
ly that the fact of being Priests was 
their only crime. They prayed on 
the scaffold and pardoned all their 
enemies. "Jesus, be thou a Jesus to 
me,” were Sergeant’s last words. 
Thompson’s were : "Into thy hands 
I commend my spirit.” His last act 
was to make the sign of the cross.

"Spare me the description of the 
horrible butchery that followed. 
My tears blinded me, when I saw 
the executioner tear the heart out 
of the martyr’s breast, and hold it 
up, still palpitating, to the gate of 
the multitude, with the ‘words: 
"This is the heart of a traitor!” 
And then as he drew it in the :aoc 
of the dead man, I could not. help 
thinking with what love for friend 
and foe that noble heart had been 
animated! Well, th!ir heads are now- 
fixed on London Bridge, where half 
a century ago Henry VIII. impaled 
the heads of the blessed Bishop of 
Rochester and the great Sir Thomas 
More; where from that time until 
now, more relics have been exposed 
than Westminster Abbey .-.ould boast 
of possessing in the good old days. 
Their quarters are set over iho city

"And I hope to see the heads and 
quarters of*1 all of you in the very 
same place before long!" These 
words, uttered in a harsh voice 
which came out of the deep shadows 
that lay across the hall, just as 
Babingvon finished speaking, caused 
us all to spring from our seats 
startled and terrified. "It is Top 
cliffe!" Anne exclaimed.

"tyone other than he, my fa<r 
young lady," said the pursuivant, 
advancing out of the gloom with a 
chuckle. "We ore old acquaintances, 
eh, sweetheart?” And the brute ac
tually tried to pinch my sister’s 
cheek familiarly. But quick as 
thought the girl snatched the dag
ger which Uncle Barthy, who was 
standing by, wore in his belt, and 
brandished it in the face of the in
solent fellow, shrieking with pale 
lips, but flashing eyes : "If you 
dare to touch me with one of your 
bloodstained fingers I will strike 
you to the heart.”

At this unexpected sally Topcliffe 
fell back two or three paces. Mean
while my father and all the other 
gentlemen had drawn their swords, 
and the hall was in an uproar with 
the clatter of arms. The intruder re
treated to the door, and shouted to 
his retainers who entered at his 
call. "Lay down your swords,"Tie 
then said, "or I will bring you all 
to the gallows, or else shoot you 
down on this very spot like a herd 
of swine!” To give more effect to 
his words, he discharged his pistol 
over our heads, so that the bullets 
struck our ancestor Godelac, whose 
portrait hung over the chimney 
piece, full in the face. I thought at 
the first moment that my father 
had been struck, for he grasped at 
a chair for support, and he sank 
into it, every vestige of color leav
ing his face. I flew to his side and 
asked if he were hurt! He said no, 
but whispered, pressing hjs hand to 
his heart : "The cramp again!” I 
was going to run up stairs to fetch 
the drops Kb was in the habit of 
taking, bùrt to my astonishment I 
was not allowed to leave the hall; 
that wretch Topcliffe cooly stepped 
in front of me. ."Not a soul shall 
leave this hall,” he said, "until I 
have minutely examined every one 
present, for it Is my belief that this 
time, that accursed Jesuit Edmund 
will not escape me.”

When I heard this speech, knowing 
as I did that it was directed against 
Father Weston, whose return we 
were expecting every moment, I 
touched my little brother on the 
shoulder, end under cover of Uncle 
Remy’s portly form, whispered in 
Me ear: "Now, Frith, let us *ir see 
what a clever little fellow you are. 

out unobserved behind these 
and run to meet old John and

-----------1, whom this ‘ ’

eateh. and

"I would rather get out of the 
window,” the boy replied, "If you 
can open it for me.” That was a 
good idea, for the casement was,not 
very high, and there was no danger 
in jumping onto the soft mould of 
the flower beds below. Fortunately, 
for us we w</re standing close to a 
recess in which there was a window, 
so while Topcliffe was looking at my 
father, I unfastened the casement, 
the boy clambered out, let himself 
fall to the ground, and I heard his 
retreating steps, as he ran down 
the gravel walk.

Meanwhile my father with a great 
effort and in a faint voice, asked 
Topcliffe by what rightjtie had dar
ed, unannounced and without the 
pretext of a warrant, in defiance of

DISCUSSED IN THE CATHOLIC PRESS

A BAD BILL. — Representative 
Comings is to introduce in the Ohio 
Legislature, now in session in this 
city, a bill, gotten up by the bog- 
usly "patriotic” societies to forbid 
the commitment of a child to any 
private orphange or reformatory. 
The object of the measure is to have 
all children brought before courts 
for disposition, sent to public insti
tutions, like the industrial schools 
at Delaware and Lancaster, the 
House of Refuge in Cincinnati, and 
county orphanage asylums, where 
they can be Protestantized under

M------ “* —, the swindle of "non'sectarianism"
Magna Oharta. to invade the house -Catholic Columbian 
of an English citizen with an armed '
force. A contemptuous grin passed 
over the ugly features of the in
truder. He replied that those pri
vileges applied only to honest Eng
lishmen, not to accursed Papists. 
But as his conscience wap'Hemlor, ho 
had provided himself with à bit of 
paper from the sheriff. Thereupon 
he drew a document out of his lea
thern jerkin, adding : "You must be 
good enough to excuse my sudden 
appearance in your midst, my kind 
sirs, for we know by experience, 
that the mice have a trick of slip
ping into their holes if they know 
the cat is coming. Besides 1 have 
had the edification of hearing the 
conclusion of the interesting narra
tive of the events of this morning, 
which one of these young gentlemen 
was relating so graphically. lia, 
ha, ha! Wo will take care that a 
good many more precious relics are 
exposed on London Bridge and the 
city gates.”

After uttering these mocking 
word's, Topcliffe proceeded to inter
rogate, in a summary way at first, 
each of the guests singly, inquiring 
who he was and for what purpose he 
was here. Each one told his name 
and standing saying that he was on 
a visit of friendship to the family 
of the Bellamys. "Is that all?” he 
asked. Salisbury and Babington re
joined that it was quite enough for 
him to know, and that they could 
not be required to answer any more 
questions without a warrant of ar
rest from the L^rd .Chief Justice or 
the Privy Council.—Softly, softly, 
the young gentlemen must not an
swer the Queen's Commissioner so 
pertly, or he would have to teach 
them manners. He could tell them 
what they were there fop they were 
going to make their Easter confes
sion to the priest, and get absolu
tion for their evil lives. No doubt 
it was highly necessary, all tho 
town knew how it was the fashion 
for the Popish gentry to waste their 
time in gambling and carousing, at 
river parties and the tennis-court. 
They would do well to take a pious 
book in their hand or better still, 
the Bible, and purge the old corrupt 
leaven of Rome out of their hearts.

Tapcliffe kept up a running fire of 
these caustic remarks whilst he was 
examining the young noblemen in 
turn. When he got to the Inst, who 
happened to be my future husband, 
and heard that he was Lord Wind
sor's brother, his rage got the bet
ter of him, and heiroared out: "Ray 
at once that you are Beelzebub's 
brother! You shall repent playing 
off your jokes on me! You arc 
none other than the execrable Je

suit Edmund!” So saying he caught 
hold of the astonished young man 
by the arm. Everybody who was 
present burst out laughing; and the 
man, seeing he had made himself 
foolish, turned Windsor’s head round 
sharply, so that the firelight fell on 
his face. When he perceived his 
youthful and blooming appearance, 
he swore a sound oath, and said : 
"The fellow is of middle height, and 
wears a green doublet of Dutch 
clutch—but his complexion is not 
pale. He may be painted though, 
for these priests know all the dev- 
elish arts of the Scarlet Lady. 
Bring me some water, and we will 
see if his color comes off.”

Thereupon our old Bosgrave, es
corted by one of the bailiffs, was 
obliged to fetch a handbasin and 
towel, and Windsor must submit to 
having his face well scrubbed, the 
only result being that his color was 
heightened by the pfrocess. Shouts 
of laughter rang through the hall; 
even our old grandmother's features 
relaxed into a smile; Anne could 
hardly control herself, while Uncle 
Remy held his sides and laughed till 
he ‘cried. One of Windsor's favor
ite classical quotations would have 
been appropriate at that moment: 
Risum teneatis, amici. Restrain 
your laughter, my friends; for no 
one knew how to stop this chorus 
of merriment, led by Anne's shrill 
treble, accompanied by Uncle Re
lay's deep bass.

(To be continued.)

1 What we like determines what we 
’ ~ and is the sign ot what we are.

5.

CIVIC AFFAIRS.-Just at pro- 
sent we are hearing a great deal 
about corruption in our city govern-* 
monts. In St. Louis they have actu
ally indicted a gang of wealthy cor
ruptionists, who put up $170,000 to 
buy the aldermen; in Milwaukee a 
brand jury lacked but one vote to 
bring in an indictment against a 
number of city officials; in Chicago 
a mayor and chief of police, who are 
above the average of their kind in 
official integrity, have been endeav
oring to clear the Augean stables of 
corrupt politics. A short time ago. 
Minneapolis bad a grand jury for 
tho same purpose. Tho people of 
New York in tho throes of a popu
lar election Inst November threw off 
the yoke of Tammany on account of - 
corruption and there was a similar 
effort in Philadelphia to down the 
Republican Tammany, but the effort 
was not successful.—Milwaukee Cath
olic Citizen.

A WORD TO THE GIRLS. — 
"There used to bo a time when a 
girl was not ashamed to bo seen in 
house dress and apron helping her 

■mother in the doing of the house
hold duties that have made our mo
thers tired and old long before their 
hair was touched with gray. The 
hands of girls in those days wore 
not as white and soft as they are 
now, but somehow the long winter 
evenings were not as wearisome for 
the old folks, nor were tl ey so com
pletely tired as to leave the little 
lamp-lit parlor entirely to the visit
ors of their children. But how many 
girls do not care to have any one 
think they have to help to do the 
work at home. All this is false 
refinement, mixing up tho facts of 
life with the opinions of foolish 
friends. Every one really respects 
the girl who is not afraid to do the 
work her mother docs. Every good 
girl believes that the work of her 
mother should be made less heavy 
as the years go by. To go on dress 
parade in tho morning is bad taste; 
to go on dress parade through life 
while somebody is Working hard at 
home is worse. There is need of 
more strength of character, more in
dependence and less regard for what 
others think. Nobody needs to be 
afraid of being considered eccentric 
or odd so long as he or she does 
what is right. And, after all, that 
is what avoiding shams meahs. It is 
simply doing what is right in our 
own position of life. Fine dresses, 
fine talk, finè feathers will never 
make a girl happy when she knows 
that there is some one at home who 
needs kind worde and cheerful as
sistance. Shams can never bring the 
sunshine into life.” —New World.

A QUEER TRIAL for breach of 
promise was decided at Onawa, 
Iowa, last week, tho plaintiff claim
ing $7,000 damages because the de
fendant had broken his promise of 
marriage by dying! The jury award
ed her $6,000 against the estate of 
the deceased defendant; the impossi
bility of his keeping the engage
ment having no weight with their 
alleged minds.—Boston Pilot,

Make life a ministry of love 
It will always be worth living.

A word and a note of song are 
often crystallized tears set to music. 
A word lightly spoken may fall 
heavily upon an already overburden
ed heart.

Make but few explanations. The 
character that cannot defend itself 
is not worth vindication.

Our devout beliefs are not built, 
as we suppose, upon the dry strand 
of reason, but rest upon the floods 
of our affection.

If we are well with God 
well with us. though the 
darkness of adversity «■
af>out. If we are not i

...


