
The great National Pilgrimage of 
France to Lourdes takes place every 
year a few days after the Assump
tion. This year it was larger and 
more imposing than ever, with the 
exception perhaps of the national 
pilgrimage of the jübileo year, 1897.

No less than forty thousand pil
grims and eight hundred sick came 
from every corner of France, and 
met under the direction of Mon
seigneur Proterat.

At dawn on the morning of August 
21 the “white train" coming from 
Paris and bringing all those who are 
most sick, those for whom science 
and human skill can do nothing, ar
rives at Lourdes. Some are already 
in an apparent agony, some cannot 
move from their bed of sickness, and 
it seems as if it were impossible for 
them to have arrived at their jour
ney’s end—thirty hours in the train 
and thirty-tiwo more for a stop at 
Poitiers to visit the shrine of St. 
R&degonde.

Oh! the suffering, the misery, the 
hopes, the anticipations, the “white 
train" brings with its pilgrims.

I do not think I have ever seen 
such Faith, such Hope, and such 
Charity. The service of charity is 
all admirably organized. The men 
and women who hax-e offered them
selves to care for the sick and there.

The men, the “Brancardiers," all 
have their straps on, ready with 
their stretchers and invalid chairs to 
convey the sick to the hospitals. 
These men are volunteers of all ages, 
recruited mostly from the aristocra
cy, with the Marquis of Laurens Cas- 
telet at their head. They carry the ' 
sick to the hospital, to the grotto, ( 
to the piscines. Their devotion to 
the sick, and their self-sacrifice dur
ing those hot August days, were 
wonderfully edifying.

The nuns and the women volun
teers, or hospitalières, held the 
Brancardiers to get their charges 
down from the train. All those who 
can, walk. Others arc wheeled away 
in their châirs. Then comes the 
rturn of the very sick. All is done 
with care and precaution, but the 

-cries of pain mingle here and there 
with the noise and bustle of the st

A reporter next me asks a young 
girl of nineteen, who is in the last 
stage of consumption:

“ You hope that our Lady of 
Lourdes will cure you?"

"Oh, yes! monsieur," she exclaims, 
with her hands joined. “It is so 
beautiful at my age to contemplate 
the blue sky, to smell the perfume of 
the flowers! Though," she added, 
with a smile, “If the Blessed Virgin 
wants to take my life for that of 
my poor companion, who is suffering 
more than I am"—designating an old 

■woman with a cancer, evidently un
able to keep from moaning with pain 
—then she hesitated a minute — “I 
accept!"

“But I don’t wish it," said the old 
woman. “It is not for youth like 
yours to depart first."

Nearly everywhere the same resign
ation. the same hope of a possibil
ity of a cure.

During the entire day the pilgrim 
trains continue to arrive from Paris, 
Orleans, Lyons, Arras, Toulouse.
They are called the white, the blue, 
the violet, the green," the orange

Up to midday, Masses are said at 
the sixty altars of the three^hurches 
built one under the other; the Basil
ica, the Crypt, and the Rosary 
Chapel.

At the Grotto the sick assemble 
each morning for early Mass and 
Communion. The space comprised 
between the Grotto and the river 
Gave-de-Pau—a mere torrent with its 
perpetual murmur blending with the 
prayers—is thronged with people 
from five o’clock on.

Lourdes never seems to sleep dur
ing pilgrimage time. Even in the 
dead of night—midnight—a Mass is 
sung in the Rosary Chapel that at
tracts great numbers.

A lonely sight was the Grotto in 
the early morning of the 15th of 
August, only a few days before the 
arrival of the National. The Bishop 
of Tarbes said six o’clock Mass there.
It was raining, but the crowd was 
just as large and the umbrellas 
seemed to. cover the space from the 
Grotto to the water’s edge. Inside 
the rails twenty little choir boys, all 
in light blue, sang the Mass, and 
two little Portuguese boys made 
their First Communion.

During the National everything is 
particularly given over to the sick, 
and the priest comes down amongst 
them to distribute Holy Communion 
to those who cannot move from 
their bed or invalid chair.

It is three o’clock. Already the

great place in front of the Rosary 
Chapel is black with people. In an 
hour the most imposing ceremony of 
all is to take place—the procession 
of the Blessed Sacrament.

The sick are brought from the 
piscines, and form a double line in 
front of the people, on their stretch
ers and in their chairs. The Ave, 
Ave, Ave Maria rises from thousands 
of mouths—perhaps I should say 
souls, for the whole soul goes into 
that one refrain that your hear 
morning, noon, and night. It is the 
favorite hymn of the people. There 
are many verses to it, but the pro
cession, starting from the Grotto 
and going up around the statue of 
Our Lady at the far end of the place, 
then on and up nearly to the bridge 
across the river and back again, gra
dually falls into different groups — 
some singing the refrain, some the 
verses. The consequence is that the 
refrain dominates like a great cas
cade of Aves from many thousand 
voices.

The Bishop of Tarbes and Cardinal 
Netto of Lisbon (at Lourdes with 
the Portuguese pilgrimage) are pre
sent on the first day. It is the OarT 
dinal who carries the Blessed Sacra
ment, and stops in front of each of 
the very sick in turn and blesses 
them before returning to the steps of 
the Rosary Chapel and giving gener
al Benediction of the Blessed Sacra-

During the procession and blessing 
the people repeat the prayers and 
ejaculations of the priest in charge, 
joining in with the sick in their sup
plications: “Lord, make me walk!

Lord, make me see! . . Lord, 
hear us! . . . Lord, grant our 
prayers! . . . Lord, save us; we 
are perishing! . . .Lord, he whom 
you love is sick! ... Lbrd, if 
you wish you can cure me!
Hosanna! O Son of David!"

I never expect to see a more beau
tiful sight than the faces of those 
poor sick men and women and chil
dren, waiting for their turn to be 
blessed; hands joined, or arms out 
in a cross, each and every one in an 
attitude of profound devotion—faith, 
expectation, hope, resignation.

It is during the procession of the 
miracles take place. I shall never 
forget the first one I saw. It seems 
nearly incredible that in this day of 
unbelief such things are really to be 
witnessed.

It occurred after the procession. 
Suddenly a small crowd gathered. It 
grew larger and largter. A voice cried 
aloud that a miracle had taken 
piace. We were pressed in, fairly car
ried on with the others. There be
fore years—unable, in fact to put her 
foot to the ground without greab 
pain. And now she walked with 
ease, and was cured!

The people pressed around her, kiss
ed her hands, deluged her with ques
tions. (It seemed a second miracle 
for her not to be smothered!)

Finally her husband, who wheeled 
her chair, made a passage through 
t^e crowd, and arising from her 
chair, she walked up the steps of the 
Rosary Chapel, while the crowd 
clapped loudly and followed her, run
ning over the benches in the chapel, 
filling up the sanctuary, going 
everywhere to have a glimpse of la 
miraculae.

She recited a decade of the rosary 
aloud, and the crowd answered. Then 
the Brancardiers made room for her, 
formed a cordon of their straps, and 
she walked over to the Bureau des 
Constatations, followed by masses of 
people.

It is there the doctors verify the 
miracles.

This woman was Madame Petit- 
pierre, wife of a doctor from Givors.
She had been operated upon unsuc
cessfully twice in 1895 for an inter
nal malady. Peritonitis followed, 
and finally paralysis. She remained 
paralyzed for eight successive years, 
and was given up as incurable by the 
different doctors and surgeons to 
whom she had had recourse. She 
came to Lourdes on the 25th of 
June of this year, and already at the 
end of the no vena on July 2, could 
take a few steps. The cure was com
pleted on the 15th of August and 
verified at the Bureau des Constata
tions as being a miracle.

And hope are still deeply rooted in 
the hearts of the children of 
France. So rooted, indeed, that the 
present persecutions will but make 
its growth the stronger and its blos
soming the more glorious when the 
days of suffering are over. — L. R.
Lynch, in the Catholic World.

A NOBLE LIFE 
T» CE,

In the course of a sermon in the 
Cathedral, Baltimore, on the occa
sion of the celebration of the Feast 
of All Saints, Cardinal Gibbons said:

We celebrate tonlay the festival of 
All Saints and we honor that “great 
multitude" described by St. John 

whom no man could number of all 
nations and tribes and peoples and 
tongues standing before, the throne 
and in the light of the Lamb, cloth
ed in white robes and palms in their 
hands, crying with a loud voice 'Sal
vation to our God Who sitteth on 
the throne and to the Lamb.’ "

Of this bright company of gloried 
spirits some are, I trust, bound to us 
by the ties of kindred and friendship 
and all of them are bound to us by 
the ties of a common humanity. 
They were all subject to the same 
passions, frailties and infirmities un
der which we labor. But they fought 
tho good fight, they finished their 
course and leapt the faith and now 
they possess the crown of glory, in | 
the reward of their victory. This 
cloud of witnesses look down on us 
to-day and say sursum corda—lift uk 
your hearts and share our thrones. 
Let our example and victory stimu
late you to follow the narrow path 
marked out for you by our common 
Saviour.

surely they would not have done If 
they (bought these honors In no way 
affected them; or that of those who 
once lived in this country and en
lightened by their institutions and 
instructors Magna Gracia which is 
now indeed destroyed, but then was 
flourishing; or of him who was pro
nounced by the oracle of Delphi to be 

I the wisest of men, who did not ex
press first one opinion and then an
other on most questions, but always 
maintained the same, namely, that 
the souls of men are divine, and that 
when they have departed a return to 
heaven is open to thèm, the more 
speedy in proportion as each has 
been virtuous and Just."

These eloquent words convey the 
sentiments of not only Cicero him
self but also of the great sages of 
Greece and Rome. Let us take up 
one by one the various sources of hu
man etojoyment. Can earthly goods 
adequately satisfy the cravings of 
the human heart, fill up tho measures 
of its desires? Experience proves the 
contrary. Can honors fully gratify 
the aspirations of the soul? No. For 
though the highest dignities were 
lavished upon a man still like „ 
man, the minister of King Ahasuerus 
he would be discontented so long as 
there was in the republic one that 
refused to bend the knee to him.
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There are three important and con
soling truths underlying the festival 
of to-day. There is but one Being 
that is absolutely immortal, and a- 
lone that is everlasting, that had no 

eiginning, that will have no end, and 
that Being is God.

Go back in spirit to the twilight 
of time, contemplate the early dawn 
of creation before this earth assumed 
its present form when all was chaos. 
Even then God was in the fullness of 
life “and the spirit of God moved 
over the waters.” Look forward 
through the vista of ages to come 
when the heavens and earth shall 
have passed away. Even then God 
shall live. He will survive the uni
versal wreck of matter. Let us now 
look at man. What a strange con- 
rast is presented by his physical 

and spiritual natures. What a mys
terious compound of corruption and 
incorruption, of ignominy and glory 
of weakness and strength, of matter 
and mind. He has a body that must 
be nourished twice or thrice a day 
lest it grow weak and languid. It is 
subject to infirmities and sickness 
and disease and it must finally yield 
to the inevitable law of death. What 

each one or us but a vapor that
rises and melts away, a shadow that 
suddenly vanishes. A hundred years 
ago we had no existence and one 
hundred years hence we shall prob
ably be forgotten.

SYMINGTON'S
IMWBUMl

COFFEE ESSENCE

Let us now contemplate man’s 
spiritual nature. In a mortal body 
he carries an immortal sdul. In this 
perishable body there resides an im
perishable soul. Within this frail 
tottering temple shines a light that 
will always burn, that will never be 
extinguished. As to the past we are 
creatures of yesterday, as to the fu
ture we are everlasting. When this 
house of clay shall have crumbled to 
dust, when this earth shall have 
passed away and when the sun and 
moon and stars shall grow dim with 
years, even then our souls will live 
and think. For God has breathed in
to us a living spirit and that spirit 
like Himself is clothed with immor
tality.

All nations, moreover, both an
cient and modern, whether professing 
a true or a false religion, have be
lieved in the immortality of the 
soul. Howsoever they have differed 
as to the nature of future rewards 
and punishments or the modes of fu
ture existence, such was the faith of 
the people of ancient Greece and 
Rome, as wo have from the writings 
of Homer, Virgil and Ovid, who pic
ture the blessed in the next world as 
dwelling in the Elysian fields and 
consign the wicked to Tartarus and 
Hades. This belief in a future, life 
was not confined to the uncultivated 
masses. It was taught by the most 
eminent writers and philosophers of 
those polished nations, Socrates, 
Plato, Cicero. Aristotle, Plutarch 
and Seneca and other sages of pagan 
antiquity guided only by the light 
of reason proclaimed this belief in 
the soul's Immortality.

have seen tmd observed two of the 
greatest rulers on the face of the 
earth—one the ruler of 65,000,000, 
and the other the spiritual ruler of 
250,000,000. I have conversed with 
the President and with the Pope in 
their private apartments and I am 
convinced that their exalted posi
tions were far from satisfying their 
souls and did but fill them with a 
profound sense of their grave re
sponsibilities. Can earthly pleasures 
make one so happy as to leave noth
ing to be desired? Assuredly not. 
They that indulge in sensual gratifi
cation are forced to acknowledge 
that the deeper they plunge the more 
they are enslaved, and the less they 
are satisfied by them. The keen edge 
of delight soon becomes blunted.

It is only an unclouded faith in a 
nobler life to come that can give 
man an adequate sense of his digni
ty and moral responsibility. It is 
this belief alone that satisfies the 
loftiest inspiration of the human soul 
and that gratifies the legitimate 
cravings of the heart. It is the 
thought “there is a life to come" 
that fills him with hope and the dis
appointments of life, that cheers him 
in adversity and that gives him an 
unalterable patience in trials. It is 
this thought that makes life worth 
living. Let us therefore glory in our 
tribulations, “knowing that tribula
tion worketh patience, and patience 
trials, and trials hope, and hope 
comfort."

Let us not be disheartened by la
bors, remembering that the suffer
ings of this life are not to be com
pared with the glory to come and 
which shall be revealed to us.

OUR PAVEMENTS.
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"Nor do I agree," said Cicero, 
"with those who have lately begun 
to advance that the soul dies toge
ther with the body and that all 
things are annihilated with death. 
The authority of these ancients has 
more weight with me; either that af 
our own ancestors who paid such 
sacred honors to the dead, which

Any person who will take the trou
ble of watching one of our paved 
streets for a six month, and of care
fully noting down how frequently 
that street is cut up and the pave
ment removed will be able to appre
ciate a few verses, written tor tne 
Chicago "Inter-Ocean" atm signed 
'D. T. L." At the same time it 

cannot fail to strike the reader how 
very similar are conditions in all 
great cities. Wo are hard on Mont
real, because we live here, and we 
experience the inconveniences; but 

^ve must remember that in other cit
ies the corporations do almost the 
same things. Here are the verses:—

Faith is one of the greatest of 
God’s gifts, and no sEicrifice is too 
great to obtain it.” Such were the 
words uttered by a stately, white- 
haired priest from the pulpit in the
grand old cathedral in N-----, which
so deeply impressed themselves upon 
many of the congregation. It was 
last Mass, “the fashionable Mass,” 
somebody had named it, due to the 
fact that so many of the aristocracy 
of the large city were represented at 
it, and as this well-dressed crowd 
passed slewly down the aisle one 
could easily see by the thoughtful 
look on many of their faces that 
these last words of the preacher had 
called forth more than a passing 
thought from «hem. Noticeable am
ong these was a very handsome gen
tleman, who supported a lady on his 
arm, whese perfect, although serious 
features attracted a great deal of 
attention. Mr. Matthews was not a 
Catholic, and alt&>ugh having the 
example of a good, pious wife before 
him for twenty years he could never 
be persuaded to look into the doc
trines of the Catholic Church, even 
for his own gratification, find only 
accompanied his wife, to church oc
casionally "for the look of the 
thing,” as he himself said.

To-day the solemnity of the scene, 
the venerable priest, the marble al
tar decked with fleftrers, the red-rob
ed Eicolytes, the whole .sanctuary lit 
up by the beautiful stained glass 
windows all around, impressed him 
as it had never done before, and he 
was still pondering over the closing 
words of the prelate on the way 
down the avenue.

'Do you believe what you have 
just heard, Annette?" he suddenly 
asked.#

“Yes, Herbert, and to prove what 
I say, I would willingly sacrifice 
Bert for your conversion, dear."

“Sacrifice our only child! Do you 
mean that, Annette?" 0

I do," was the simple answer.
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"Annette, do you remember th. 
words of the preacher. -Faith is Î 
greatest of God's gifts, and no 7 
flee is too great to obtain it - 
what you promised on the 
the avenue?" w°

"Yes, dear, very distinctly." , 
"And do you Stilt promise it?"
"I most certainly do."
"Ood has evidently been pl,,M9d 

with your sacriflce, Annette, for 1 Z 
lieve moat firmly."

“Oh, my God, I thank Thee' tr0 
one will ever know how glad I am 
Herbert dear!"

"Come, then, and let us pray toge. 
ther that since God has tried yotl 
and you have not been found want, 
ing. He may still see best to spare 
us our ^Bort.”

After six hours of weary watching 
and praying, a change came—for the 
beat. Their boy was saved.—L. a 
D., in the Rosary Magazine.

They tooki a little gravel.
And they took a little tar.

With various ingredients 
Imported from afar,

They hammered it find rolled it, 
And when they went away 
They said they had a pavement 

That would letst for many a day.

But they came with picks and smote 
it

To lay a water main;
And then they called the workmen 

To put it back again.
To run a railway cable 

They took it up some more;
And then they put it back, again 

Just where it was before.,.

To run the telephone.
The took it up for conducts.

And then they put it back again 
As hard as any stone,

They took it up for wires 
To feed the 'lectric light,

And then they put it back again, 
Which was no more than night.

Oh, the pavement's full of furrows;
There are patches everywhere; 

You'd like to ride upon it.
Bet it's seldom that you dare, 

It’e a very handsome pavement,
A credit to the town;

They’re always diggin» of it up 
Or puttin’ of it down.

“Do let me go, mother; I’m six 
teen and fully able to take care of 
myself, and anyhow Jack will look 
after me. Just think what fun it'll 
be. Three weekà of camp life on that 
dandy little lake! Just to think of 
it makes me feel like hollering."

"I know it would be fun, Bert, but 
there are many dangers which you, 
never having been camping, know 
nothing about. The lakes although 
beautiful are very treacherous and 
you don't know what night you 
might be visited by some strange an
imal."

That s just like mothers, Imagin
ing all sorts of dangers. Ten boys 
together ought to be able to take 
care of each other. I'll promise I 
won't go on the lake alone, won't 
stay out after dark, will write to 
you e<ery day, tell you what kind of 
messes we fellows have been able to 
concoct, and—oh! everything, if 
you’ll only let me go, mother dar
ling/»

“Well, we'll see what Dad says 
about it."

“You dear old motherkdns," cried 
the boy, hugging her frantically. 
For he knew well that the fight was 
won when it was left for “Dad."

The above conversation took place 
about two months after the forego
ing emphatic words of the preacher, 
and resulted in Bert's joining his 
friends for their outing ip the Adir- 
ondacks.

Just two weeks from the day he 
left, the only child of these Idolizing 
parents weis brought home very ill 
with typhoid fever, contreicted by 
drinking water from a mountain 
brook which did «not run very freely. 
God only knows the grief of that 
stricken mother during all those 
weeks while^ he/darling lay so sick 
upstairs. But she was a true Chris
tian, tmd suffered the cross sent her 
with true Christian fortitude. The 
first night the boy was home her 
husband asked:

“Do you remember what you said 
coming home from church a few* 
months ago?"

“Yes, dev," was the reply, and 
there the conversation dropped.

The disease was a treacherous one, 
and had to run its course, the doc
tor said. It was during one of these
wqglcs of waiting that Father D----- ,
an old friend of the family, weis sur
prised one day to have Mr. Mat
thews visit him etnd request to be in
structed in the religion of hie wife 
and son “not that I promise to be
come a Catholic but just that some
thing prompted me to come to 3 
to-day and ask you that q

Our Guardian Angels,
If it be true, as the Church teaches 

us, that there is no moment of our 
lives spent without the unceasing 
presence of our guardian angel, then 
surely we must, in St. Bernard’s 
words, have reverence for the angelic 
presence, devotion for the angelic 
goodness, confidence in the angelic 
protection. First of all, there must 
be a profound respect. For who is 
our God-given companion? Nothing 
less than a prince of heaven, a court
ier of the Eternal King. No stain of 
sin has ever Allied his spiritual pur
ity; he has stood from the morning 
of creation in the presence of the All- 
Holy whom he obeys in his ministry 
on our behalf. The practical test of 
this outward reverence is thus elo
quently expressed by St. Bernard: 
“Do not hear in his (thy guardian 
angel's) unseen but most real com
pany, what seeing me present thou 
wouldst not hear; nor do alone what 
thou wouldst not dare to do if thou 
couldst see the tingel guardian who 
is watching thee."

Next, there must be real devotion 
—the devotion that has its root in 
heartfelt Eiffection. Our guardian an
gel’s care is untiring, his loving 
watchfulness lifelong. In life he nova- 
leaves us for a moment; in death his 
tender arms embrace us as we enter 
the chill waters.- Though he acts in 
obedience to God, yet he serves us 
with a true personal unwearied love. 
We should indeed be heartless in
grates if we did not show hfm a cor
responding devotion day by day.

Lastly, we must have confidence in 
our angelic protectors. They are 
strong in the pure virtue of unsullied 
spiritual strength, strong in the pow
er that they have from God whom 
they serve with inflexible will and 
whole-hearted love. “Wherefore," ex- 
cladms St. Bernard, “should we fear 
on our pilgrimage and weary jour
neying jvith such guards as these to 
protect us? They can neither be 
conquered nor deceived, much less 
can they deceive us, who are to keep 
us in all our ways. They are faith
ful they are prudent, they are power
ful. Why should we fear?"— W. R. 
Carson, in The Dolphin.
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DEATH OF MONTANA’S BISHOP

Less than three weeks ago Bishop 
Brondel preached a sermon at the re
ligious festival at Victoria, B.C. An 
account of that event, in honor of 
Archbishop Orth, was printed in this 
paper at the time. The next we 
heard of Bishop Brondel, ho appear
ed at the funeral of his old friend, 
John Oaplice, at Butte. He was seen 
no more in public.

There is something pathetic sur
rounding this last Incident in the 
Ufa of the Montana Bishop. Joim 
Caplioe and Bishop Brondel had much 
in common. Both aided materially
in the making of the commonwealth,
both were powers for good In the 
atate; both were pioneers of Mon
tana; both led lives that were exam-
<e . a - ■ - for the younger gen-
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