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CHAPTER XII
A CHALLENGE AND 178 ANSWER

“The Duggans are not stirring to-
night !" said Kerins ; and he was right. |
Down there in the hollow where the
house nestled in its clump of trees, no
Ohristmas lights were visible, like those
in the houses, scattered here and there,
in the vicinity, It was a sad Christmas |
there, and the reasons were these. |

No sooner did Diek Duoggan and his |
comrades, ill-disposed fellows from the |
neighborhood, realize that they had
gained a triumph over the parish priest
through the terrorism they exercised
over the tenantry, than they also real-
jzed that they had gained a Pyrrhic
vietory. They adjourned to a public-
house in the village immediate
Mass, and spent the afternoon drinking

" o

thope nt evor

y alter

on their way thiths
they were passed by silently by group
after group of peasants, who with head
hung down, and sulky
to acknowledge their own shame

visages, seemed
, and at
the same time, to be enraged against
the men who had led

These had all the e
great erime ; and the
drown it.

Late in the afternoon, when the night
was just falling, Dick Duggan made his
way home, having parted with his com-
rades just outside the village. All that
day, since Mass time, there were storms
raging in the household. Oane of the
bo, defended Dick's aetion, #nd the
sister, with the usual illogical prejudices
and temper, was bitter against the par-
ish priest. She seemed to take it as a
special offence that he had come to |
church that morning, accompanied by a
young lady, whom no on
be his niece. The father was silent as
all these men are, taking no sides, and
seeming to regard the wiole discussion
as a neutral who had no interest in it.
But the old woman was overwhelmed
with shame and sorrow ; and the whole
afternoon she passed from paroxysms of
tears to paroxysms of anger ; and it was
difficult to say which of these it was most
harrowing to witness,

When Dick with somewhal
feet crossed the thre
that Christmas night, it
that his senses were more or less dulled
by drink; for he could hardly have
borue the torrent of contempt and anger
which his mother poured forth. For a
few moments she was siler
to allow the spectacle of his
drink to sink into the

them into it.
usciousness ol a

drank heavily to

unsteady
Id of his liome
was well for him

as if wishing
rradatic

souls of
audience, and then she let
floods of rer and hate.

* Wisha, thin,” she said, facing him,
as lie sat insecarely ou the settle in the
kitehen, * isn't this nice business I'm
after hearing about you this morning

She spoke calmly, but it was an en-
forced calmness, as if she were storing
up her wrath for the final explosio

“ What 2" said Dick, open-mout
and with v tryi
attention on his mother,

“ What ?" she replied. You don't
know, I suppose. You don't kn
, what the
nessed to day
be ringing wid'
gl"‘l\v'm

lovse the

whole parish wit

and w the parish wil

we are in our
talkin® al
Dick, trying to be angry in

o ‘ nt I‘;\Hl'
an’ thim that
whin you insulted the minister of God
To think that a child of
ever lift his hand again God's priesnt
vlvw hink that I rared ar
disgraced us

“ Wali'r yon said

rn.
vhout you, you blagard

wr wid you this mornin

mine should

iffian that has
How can  we

ever lilt our he Or face the

daocent people wor always re

spected in the parish ? Where did the
bla drop come in, I wondher, for the
Duggans and Kellys wor a clane
and dacent people I'he ould boy m

have somethin' to say you, you bia
gard : and shlipped in the black
somehow or other ; for 'twas neve

blood

in our family
the prieshts
“The prieshts must be

that we wint again

lesson too,” said Dick
little. * We're not goin
nor anybody «

* And who

and v
1 of amad
re pa

\ josht
wnd tur

1 the
¢ vid the
al

and

d w n
) Ve

"
wmd
ediv

v
e old a1l
terior s ha e and
a this Chr s night, at a ¢
’ 't 'm < rhin er T
John Da A, d his fe, *but thi
that's brought in this hous
Oh, wirra ! wirra he er 1 n

down on the sugan chair near the fire,

and bending herself backward and for
ward, opening out her hands in an atti
tudae of sorrow and despair, ** to think
that I should see the day whin a son of
mine would di ce me ! To think
that for two hundred years, no one could
pint a fiuger at the Kellys, until now |
Manny and manny a time I hard my
mother say, God rest her sowl! that no
wan ever could lay a wet finger on a
Kelly, or thrace anny maneness to the
family. An' sure the Duggans, too,
were dacent people enough. But now,
oh! wirra! wirra! ‘'tis a sore and
sorrowful day for us; an'a day that 'ull

be remimbered. For sure, every@wan |

knows that nayther luck nor grace ever
followed a family that had hand, act, |
or part again a priesht. An' 'tisn't |
to-day, nor to-morra, we'll know it.
Whin I'm in my cowld grave, an' the
sooner God takes'me to Himself now, the
betther, praised be His Holy Name !
there'll be trouble an'sorrow on thim
that come afther me—"

“ There, there, Nance!"” said her
husband, who was more deeply affected
by his wife's sorrow than anger, “ what
do you want makin’ yersel' sick in that |
way ? Sure, what's done, is done, an’
there's no remedyin’ it now 1"

“ That's just what throubles me, John
Duggan,” she replied, not looking
around, but still continuing her solilo-
quy before the fire, * that's just what's
throublin’ me. There's no rimidy,
th s npo rimidy, as you
The curse of the Almighty will|
fall on us, and there's no hand to
put His back. Look at the Mullanys.
| remimber when they wor the finest
family in the parish—fine

boys and

bouncing girls ; an’ look at 'em now.
| Wan dying of deeline, another up in
Cork madhouse wther across the

her! Look at
I remimber whin they
twenty
they're glad to get a sup of milk in
from the naybors. And th
d-—d blagard,”

says, and on tidings of
thim Condons !
war milkin' COWS ; ind now

charity

she eried, her sorrow ris-
snatched
up a burning stick, and flew at him,
o wid all thim examples before his face

Git out of my house, you rufian, and
pever set foot inside my dureagin, Git
out, and go to them that are betther
company for you than your ould mother,
and never let me see yer face agin!” |

She would have struek him with the
lighted brand, and he would have never
resented it, so deep and awful is the
reverence in which these Irish mothers
are held by their children, but the old
man interfered, and dragged away the
boy from his mother's fury, he said :

“ Come out, Dick, and lave some pace
here this blessed night. Come out into
the haggard, I say!”

The young man seemed to hesitate,
but his mother said :

“ (Go out, as yer father bids you,” she
says, * or we'll have bl d spilt on the
flure to-night. Go out, an’ take with

ing into a sudden fury, as she

you, if you « an, the curse you've b
on this dacent house. An'sure wid wan
like you widin the walls, 'tis no place

for the ble

sed Christmas candle to be
lighting.

And going over, she blew out the
Christmas candle, that had been burn-
ing since midnight. It seeme g0 like
mony of public execommunicati
from the { yeasantry
retaln very

the cer

mret
vivid, if sometim
ous traditions, that great awe fellon the

of which the

8 erro

entire hotv 3

r wick fared, and sank and died

wld circle; and, as t
smokir

wway, a darkness, as of death, or some-
thing worse than death, fell on the
place. The girl fell o her knees t
pray, and the men file d out, one by one,
into tl iight.

I little party of three, thered
Ar d the pastor’s fire alter tea, wa 1

morning, the spirits of the

had risen joyously

his youth had been
y!d man. It might e
©1 f his e tl
| faith in
o ) 4 t the
fre GEL " 1
ldhood the ingenuous charms «
¢ y , a8 Ve spoiled | el
es 1 150 of t lead
rils ol ile
Lea Ve - 1 ¥ had drawn
their chairs close AT 1 the fire, for
th arm, the Id
« vir, and there
fire apart al
Dr. William
G d. BSeated
i handker
[ nees, and with
' his fingers, he

wnd narrated

scene after scene | lege days,
told quaint stories about professors,
)se names, once famous, ha S
nenea tl wLers ( V wand
8 prie life, witl

ric he told story

e more | 8y

tragic, than

listened 1
hu into
A of
‘ I « 1 ‘
ple 1§ 1
| t ) 1 dre 1 in
X ¢ wced
s of ! 1 n I
H 1 v tl 1in n
meann at erta
1t et t ¢ ibes, and
fr ¢ t ery ¢ { « 1
I rge . t then And
face izh 1 were placed
' « ed a € \
lerbu ' b A1
ed e ¢ er
leat I ¥ 1
\ ‘ o fn
i1 W e s
1 vl
th sundry cal 1 "
e. And | or
r wnd al wonder ‘
essed i COUTSE !
AT 1 or st manife
< tert powers t ¢
eiled 1t ence f Immensity
wnd t , but indubitably, breal
hi h the close veil and mask that
le the faces of spirits f he eyes of
1, and muflle the sound of voices that
we would give worlds to hear. A h, yes!

\ priest doesn't reach his three-score

voars and more without experiencing
witnesses to the
Uunsesn—that awful world, that lies so

wround us, and envelops us in its

the pre sence ol many
close
mvstorions folds, but which we in vaio try
to penetrate by the eye of intelleet or
the eve of sense, until we pass fiom the
«hadow and the symbol unto the Truth.

o spoke of all such things with a cer-
| tain awe and mysteriousness in his voice,

that deeply impre ssed his hearers, not
| with a erecpy feeling of dread for jab-
“lu-rlng and gibing spectres, but with

that reverential sensation of holy fear

which such things have a right to de-
mand, And his curate, listening with
all his ears to these interesting narra-
tives, epoken so calmly, almost s0 indif-
ferently, by this great man, caught him-
self wondering, again and again, whether |
this fascinating and delightful old priest |
could be the same as he who was shunnad |
and dreaded by the priests of half the |
diocese as an unreasonable and intract- |
able old autocrat, and whose name was a |
synonym of terror in hall the parishes |
around,

Henry Liston was sinking into a state |
of blissful seepticism about human opin- |
ions in general, so amply refuted by the |
common estimate of this man, when a
loud, single knock was heard at the hall-
door.

There was instant silence in the group
by the fire-side.

“ A sick-call!” said Henry Liston.
“ N Christmas night was ever known to
pass without a sick-call.’ The pastor
looked serious.

There was the sound of
the hall, and then the timid knock at
the door.

The old housekeeper came in and an-

antad $ }

footsteps in

NOUBCSU Lial o al t
parish priest.

% (Get his name !” said the latter,

“1 think 'tis Duggan, sir!” she said,
closing the parlor door gently behind
her, and speaking in a whisper, “Dick
Duggan—and he has the sign of drink
on him !"”

“ That's the scoundrel that kept the
people back from the collection this
morning said Henry Liston, * and that
mocked and jeered at you."

It was an unhappy word, The pastor's |
forehead, a moment ago calm and un-

| rufiled, drew down into an angry frown ;

his eyebrows bent in, and his thin lips,
on which a minute ago was a smile and
a laugh, now grew thinner and closed
together in a firm, rigid line of deter-
mination. After a moment's pause, he
rose up and went out.

It was Dick Duggan. When he had
left his father's house under the sting of
his mother’s tongue, he had jwandered
wildly up and down the haggart behind
the plantation t skirted their bound-

aries. The scene with his mother had
almost sobered him ; but he wi or-
tured with misgivings about his own

eonduet and with hate for everyc
rebuked him. One

t

that

moment, his t

per
» furious storm of wrath as he
ad falle

broke i

rds that

recalled the bitter w
from his ips ; the next, |
inz of dreadful terror, that caused
perspiration to burst out in cold beads

sther's |

on his forehead, came down on
and degraded spirit, when o remems-

bered the pr

as to the curse that was sure to fal

AN YOI 10 had opposed or insulted the
minister of God. It was in such a mood
of agony s tather found hiwm H d
man, althe 1 equally bitter abe the

loss of Cr Jid not sympathize

¢ had taken. Yet he

but especially D

had a latent feeling of gratitude toward
him, for so zealously espousing the
family cause against the stranger.
[ am thinkin', Dick,” said the old
mouth, hen he [ rec ‘4 1 b
in the darkness, * that we'd betther nd
this.”
“ Ind what ?" said Dick sullenly.
“Iud all this dissinsi ' said hi
fathe “ We've got enon f it.”
“'Twill never 1," said Di SAVEgZe
ly, “till the grabber goes out of Cross
fields.’

'hat's wan thing said father
sententiously, * “a I t 1810¢
for the presc I'n I our dis

with the priesht. Betther ind
that

¢ "'wast I begi t said Dick,
“Let him that begin it shtop it, an' 1
Dt in agin ti ¢

“You mane ab the teacher?"” said
h r.
him sind Car-
v 1y i e pace in the
fther all,” said his father,
what has the bh done Shure
there's nothin’ agin hi
“Nothin'?" said Dick, in utter amaze-
ment it s father's perversion.
N it Isn't he ins’s nephew be
the swher's side n't that gh,
an’ too muct
“'Tis bad er said his father
“hut how can th oy help that? Sure,
‘tisn't his fault, if his uncle is a grab
ber?"

Yerra, what's over yot said

1, irreve ‘1 never hard
1 intimen

I misbed said his f or

1t er I Al y ( ¢

1 and led 1aKe your pace

the priest n ith God. Yo
dw r mother said.'

it . atly with D ‘

N e was notat fever-y

4 silent After some e
¢ 1, he said

Vhat woul oun want me to d

| your | witl riesht, 1

vd a r rou s elin
A 1

Y€ ymt  how | o face hinm
Begor, I'd rather e a mad by

“They sa he i ! h f
. take n ais vid  hi

i 1 irly ayet He %
his CF \ dinner i ve
rra t ght said 1)
“A bt rof € ht I
1 thre ¢ 1 1. He'sa
AT 1k Look
him f {f the Comerfor hat
o dhru \merica last year; an' t
O rl of t Clancys t died «
ht in her confinemes He has ar
v | tongne; an' the divil mind him
he tting it back now."
Clearly, Dic temper was running

up to fever-point again.

“Thin,” he

tinued, “he can't lave
even his eurates alone. There, vothin
will do him but to get poor Father Con
way removed, wnd bring that caushtheen
here, who ought be under his mother's
r ayet."”

This uncomplimentary allusion to ou
young curate did not please his father
who at once eut short the diseusssion,

wit

“Very well,'” he said,  “You won't be
anid, nor led by me or your mother,
Thin you'd betther be lookin' for your
night's lodgings elsewhere; for, be this
an' be that, you'll not sleep undher my

| roof till you make your pace with the
| priesht.”

And he turned away abruptly.

Thus driven unexpectedly into a
corner,d Dick Duggan began to reflect.
Clearly things were turning against
him. The hero of the chapel-yard in the \
morning was the beaten coward in the
haggart at night. He shivered as he |
thought for the first time that he was
homeless, and under the awful shadow
of a curse. But then the dread and
shame of facing his parish priest became
overpowering. Agitated and nervous, |
but driven by some secret and involun-
tary emotion, he found himself on the |
high road leading down to Doonvarragh. |
He strode on, not with any direct
object, least of all with the wish to com-
ply with hisfather's orders. Then, after |
walking a couple of miles, and meeting
no one, for the people never venture
from their own hearthsides on Christmas
Night, he found himselfsuddenly in front
of the public house, where he had been
drinking all the morning. He knocked
rather timidlyy and, when invited to
enter, refused, because it always seems
an intrusion to trespass on the privacy
of families on Christmas Night. He
asked for a glass of whiskey and got it,
drinking it hastily outside the door.
He then asked the hour of night; and
was told it was just past eight o'clock.
He then strode forwar
spirits was a comple

The glass of
nock-down blow
to reason, just like the sharp blow of a
powerfal athlete when his beaten adver
sary is rising helplessly from the ground.
Before he could realize his position, he
was standing in the hall of the presby-
tery, the great flgure of his parish priest
towering over him, and the sharp voice
piercing his ears

“Well? What do you want?"

Dick shuflled from one foot to another,
and looked dambly st the priest.

Again came the sharp question, like a
pistol shot in his ear:

“Well, well. Come,
vant?”

“l kem to

what do you

shay—" said Dick, and

stopped there, paralyzed in utterance.
\

em to shay,” he repeated, awed by
the ominous siience, “that we wants no
more dissinsions in par'sh.”

“Go on,” said the voice above his
head,

“If you diminish Carmody, we're g in'
to forgive you—ever thin'!

I'he next

moment, he felt his ne

gripped by a giant, and he sprawling in

an instant, on t gravel itside the
door.

yom then came down on the

d the fire. enry

said he sh get

es were no joke at

Annie [luttered
into er face white with
alarm, on he hills, John
Juggan was walking to and fro the
thick darkness, it waiting, until

he should welc repentant and

son, and tak

absolved from all sin and malediction.
But a lonely figure, with soiled clothes,
wd face and h

rn ar Diecding,

vas wending it slowly up the hill,
hate and fear, fear and ite, playing
havoe with the soul within, And the
idnight hour stroe n the hall-clock,
and the Pastor Doonvarragh was stil
striding up down, ind down
g strip of carpet it .

dining-room, his hands tightly c

b and his brain on fire
th ghts, t rst and bes
S e of ¢ ling humilia-

I ISTER IO

t. Stephe g 1
frosty, for during © mists
had eleared, and the ¢ 3 grew
cold an in the winter starlig
Dr. William Gray had to go to his
church to celebrate early Mass, as this

was one of I ays of obligation; but he

arranged to be back to breakfast. As
usual with | 10w in his old age, it was
pot the pleasant things of the day be-
fore that recurred to his me on
waking, but it last act which, hos

ever

was yet the occasion of
row and humility to him.
get it, to shake it off, but
. He was not self dis-
h to keep his anger in
nor to dismiss the
7as its invariable accom-
necessary attention and
Mass reiieved his mind

strain ; and it was in 8
returned home, and sat
wt wi I his niece, 1f he

the deepest
He tried to |
iy would re
ciplined er

check when a
remorse that

used ;

paniment,
recollection a
somewhat of
better mooc
down to brea
had not bee

so proud and self-con
tained a man, he would have alluded to
the unhapy event that had closed tne
simple fest es of the night before ;

and this w have been the happiest
wyne for his painful
thoughts, 1 this was not his
Neverthel he was

and surest

way.

comparitiv

cheerful, zh anxious; and, strang
of Janxiety now was the
impression  would that
de on the young Ameri-
18 now under his protec
n Ireland have a curious

to say, his
thought, v
have
can girl, whe

event

tion. For
reverence |
and a nerv
ure badly it

Not a

1e opinion of outsiders :
dread lest we should fig-
sir sight.

jowever, was said abont
subject ; but toward the
close ol bre ast some remark passed
by his niece

the unpleas

e the old man put aside
his plate an p and say

“ By the way, you haven't told me as
yet about y« father, and
not curic

your life in

America. |

15, Annie,” he

said, v taking on a gentleness
that 1 more allecting beecause
SO apparet oreign to his character,

but, if 1a » be your guardian now,
we must o no mistakes ; and you
know the pa ways throws light on the
future.

I'he tears rted at once to the girl's
3 just entering that time

sything becomes wonder-

eyes, for she

of life when «
ful and myster
just under ti
gently brushec
with just the shadow of a sob :

“There is so little to tell, Uncle, Tt
has all passed so swiftly that my life ap-
pears to have been bunched togetlier in

| a few short fa &

She stopped for a moment, and then

| said simply :

* You konow father was an engineer—
not a mere engine-driver, you know, but
a civil eungineer, or architect. The
i truth is, I hardly remember him, for

during my childhood he was so taken up
1 with bis work that we never saw him,

s, and the feelings are
mich of speech ; but she
them aside, and said,

8.

from some long journey. He appeared
to like to come home ; but he losked al- | s
ways anxious and fretful. The lives of
men in America are pretty strenuous,
uncle.”

“ S0 I've heard,” her uncle replied.

“Hm!” said her uncle, beginning to
ce dimly how the tables were turned

against him, * very good | we'll see
about it. Of course, you young ladies
are like unfledged curates — everything
is wrong, and you are the celestial and

“ Nervous energy is caleulated there by | heavenly-appointed messengers to make

tons, not pounds.” | everything right.
continued, | Meanwhile, what I want to know is this:

“ Somehow,” the girl
“ there seems to be no rest, no lying-
down, you know, and not bothering about
things, but letting them take their way.

I

is done, another turns up to be done.

However, poor father had no rest, no

home. And dear mother shared the un- |
rest. Often and often, 1 caught her |
looking at me and my little brother-
you know I had a little brother, Billy—
the dearest, sweetest, little chap that |
ever lived. All gone—all gone now

oh ! uncle dear,” she cried in a suaden
paroxysm of grief, “Where are they |r
gone ? What is it all—what is it all 2" | t

Her uncle made no reply.
time for theological disquisitions—only | t
for the lonely heart to sob itself into | i
After a few minutes, the girl | «
composed herself and went on :

“ After Billy's death I was sent on to
school., 1 suppose 1 was fretting too
much about Billy, Or, perhaps they
thought I was getting old enough for
but 1 was sent on to the 1 tto | r
Convent at Niagara Falls : and re |
nt three years."” f
¢ Is the eonvent at the Falls 2" said
her unecl rather to give her time to |t
think than through any euriosity.

“ Yes, practically, right over the Fall,
Apd do you know uncle, 1 think the |*
place has as much to do with my
cation, or what shall I call it ?
tion, as even my
was very coustant, and, I think, very
select and high, you know ! «

Her uncle nodded.

“ You know, uncle,” the girl went on, | t
“when you are face to face with awful |t
things, you grow small yourse 1f, or you | «
shrink and become humble, Someh
the girls at Niagara were not at all like | ¢
the girls you meet in a city, although |
like myself they wereall eity girls, We
used to go around with 2 certain awe, or
as if we were living in an |1
enchanted place. And you know, if you
stood over the Falls, you conldn’t speak.
when loc

silence.

school

8]

edu- |y
- forma~
class-work, and that |

one speaks, zing at the | i

\ the Commentaries of Ct
"P'is all rush, rush; and when one thing \ five books of Virgil."

|

|

|

said. |
a vengeance,” |
|

rising up and going to his booke:

It was no | gil, and after dusting it, he handed it

saw the g

replied.

water-stained

¢ The ess's are all effs;

“ Ceetee,”

we'll see |

Well,

r learn Latin ?”
“Oh, dear, yes | shesaid. “I ean read
sar and the first

Jid you ¢

“What 2" he eried. * Are you seri-
y

ous, Anuie 7"

“ Quite,” she said, simply.

“ 1 don't believe one word of it,” he
“This is American boasting, with
“ Well, you ecan

try me,” she said.

“ Have you the books in the house ?”

said, reluctantly, |

se. He
ook down an old Delphin edition of Vir- |

“1 think so,” he

She took the ugly volume
n her hands gingerly, and then laid it
n the table, as if it were infected. He

o his niece.

wture,
# Youdon't like Virgil 2" }

said, with

a smile.

“1 don't like dirt,” she replied.

“ Oh, a little dust doesn’t matter,” he

* Open anywhere, and resd,
She took up a paper-knife, and care

ully opened up the pages, They were

wind brown from age ; and

he type was archaie, She read on, wnd

stopped.

“\What a funny old book,"” she said.
and there ap
Jears to be no regard for punctuation—"

“No matter,” he interrupted,

mn §"”
She read slowly, but perfectly, with-
yut one false quantity and to his as

read

tonishment, she read as if she followed

he meaning, with emphasis, and also
yringing out the beantiful color-sounds

f the great Mantuan,
“ That will do !” he said. *“But why
lo you say, viri and not ‘yirce ;' citi,

and not * ceetee 2"

Then his niece laug

ed irreverently.
she ‘1.4\11,‘ ( \4'0'(-.. There's
10 such word here. * S te vela 4
that's what Virgil says
“ Very good,"” replied, a

pg under the correction.

Falls. It is only when you come away, now."”

ind the awful thunder dies away into a And Annie did, fluently and in excell

distant rumbling, that you recover the | ent Kn without enervating the
» of spes Of cot e first nights | L « n

But then

was no sl

no sleeping.

t home there | ¢

bit, the worst and | €

in the morni

ally in

winter,

e river is full, wnd listened to

I'hen he nded the meaning and

nstruetic the sentences,t

and conjo

the girl answered without flinching, and

awwen with ea
“Put d

whers are to be ¢

ratulate Mhis is solid education, and

when tl said, and j r av @
he awful rush of waters in the dark- | * God s¢ u e

ness, was alm too much. You got u The y¢ ¢ girl was filled v emo-
tunned ; and it was only after tion at the ords, they sounded
fast, you could face real work. For the | strar after his brusqueness and sar-

ears, and the
and you went
trance. You

Some or

should see
e says that

kes America what it

the tri t! b of
It
na.
wide-awake and re
» "Pwvouldn’t do, "two
us,” &aid her uncle, *
Grod that we have such skies and
v drooping atmosphere. We Irist
would turn the world t
had the conditions ol
midst.’
“Would you ?' said his niece, with

* Yes, indeed,” she added
vely, “loften heard mother say
that father was burning
brain-work and anxiet

1 eyes.

nself out witk
it
was his Irish temperament, Bot Lalways

She sa

heard, uncle, that the Irish were so lazy
at home.”

“So they are!
grimly.

so they are !"” he said
“Thanks be to God for that.
If they ever become aective, you may be
sure it is always on the side of mischief.
If tie Lord shall ever direct the Guif
Stream from our coasts, we shall have
the prettiest asylum in the
world; and you know, the werld itself is
the lunatic ward of the universe.”

* Well, now,” said Annie thoughtfully,
* that does surprise me,"”

lunatic

And the surprise was sooverwhelming
that she forgot her narrative, until her
uncle recalled her to it,

“ But wnat did you learn ? what were
vour studies? I see you have learned
cooking, although my curate
headache this morning

has a bad

Oh, now, uncle, that's eruel ; wait
till I see Father I'm sure he'll
admit that—well, | mustn't boast, 1 be-
lieve it is thought here that we Ameri-

Liston,

cans never cease hoasting

w80 it is,” he said. * Everything is
almighty in America—from the almighty
Niagara to the almighty Mississippi; to
say nothing of the wlmighty dollar.’

* Well, now,” said the girl musing,
“that is strange. You see one must
travel to see things rightly at home.”

“Quite so,” he said, with his usual |
sarcasm, * and that is why I am giving
you the opportunity flrst, of boasting of
your accomplishments ( that's the word,
I believe), and t en—"

* Uncle, you're really unkind, Why,
I always thought old priests were gentle
and compassionate,

And young priests 2" he said.

“Well, you know, young priests have
not seen things; and you make allow
ances for them.”
“That is good. I must tell

Liston how compassionate you are,

there, we are getting no
guestion, what have you les
promoting dyspepsia 2"
“ Well, a little musie, some Euclid and
Algebra—"
“ Good " said her unele,
“Some knowledge of Ttalian—'
He shrugged his shoulders,
| % English literature and composition ;
ueedlework—"
| *Can you knit stockings 2" he broke |

| in.
“ N—no," she said. * But I can make |
Look, Uuncle, 1|

| lovely things in silk. ‘
|
i

Father
But,

nearer the
‘ned, besides

noticed yesterday that your vestments |
were rather worn here in front — would |
you let me mend them ? And the
| altar-cloth was very poor. I shall work
| an I H S on the front, it you will allow
me. And do you know—of course you
don't—men never see things—the finger-
towels looked dirty. If you have no ob-

he repeat “ God sent you
me ut before wxplain, one ques
tion more. You haven't told me how you
e circamstanced alter r father’s
ath, and how your mother died
He leaned s head on one hand, and
put up his handkerhief to iide his face.
“ Oh she said, * we were not too
ell off, T believe You k father
vd not much time to pu y capita
that's the word, I believe—and once |
g to mother
) when he died
» and | iture,
in a flat I'hen I went back t«
[ spent a few vacations wit

companions, Once 1
ther

I'nen 1 was suddenl

returned home to

find o very ill and wort
summoned to her
bedside in Chicag

Here tl
drew his t

fac

zirl stopped. The priest
of

closer around his

“ It was in a public hospital,” the
went on, although her voice was br

ing into little sobs, * and mother had

t even—a private room. She cou d
not afford it, I believe. She suffered
much—'twas tuberculosis in the throat

1 believe and that is bad and

When I saw her
vas sunken and blue ;
turned around
me—I
grief.”

dangerous. her face
and when—she
and rested her eyes on

thought I should go mad-—with

She stopped again, partly with emo
tion, and partly in great wonde
silence.of the man, whose face was turned
wway from her.

at the

Her silence made her

g0 on,

“ [ wasn't allowed to remain—they
said the place was dangerous—nor even
to kiss dear mother. Father Falvey

dragged me away, and took me to a c¢on-

vent, wi ere I remained, till all was over,
and | was sent here,”

Her uncle's face was still averted from
her ; and he listened in silence, but God
t
tened to the narrative the sad life
ending in the lonely death of that sister
from whom he had parted in anger so
many years ago. The sorrow of tbe
thing overwhelmed him ; and he now felt
grateful to the good priest who had sent
him this young girl, to whom he could
make reparation for any undue harsh-
ness or injustice he might have done t
her mother. And then he started at the
thought of how near he had been to the
mistake, or erime, of repudiating this

great chance of reparation.

vone knew with whe

wtion he lis

ne
“ You heard me say,” he replied at
length, removing the handkerehief from
his face, * that I thavked God you had
come hither., There are many reasons
for it ; but I may mention one now.
notice my sight is growing dim ; and
perhaps, after some years, I may not be
able to read with any pleasure. Now,
all my reading is in Latin—in fact, it is
theology ; and I have a hope that y
may be able to read for me, after many
years—after many years, if I should be
come—" he dared not say * blind,"—
“ unable to read myself.”

“ But, Unele, how could I read theolo-
gical words? [ guess they are quite
different from Virgil—"

pleasure it is to have some one near

me who ean understand such things,'

“ I'm sure if I can help youo, Unel

she said, “ I shall be very happy. Aud
it will keep up my own kunowledge,

never know when you may require

“ Quite so!” he said, * And

Knowledge is always useful. bu

st keep up your studies. You

join my evening-class now !”

“ Kvening-elass 2" she eried,

Unele, do you keep sehool

“ Yes !" hesaid smiling. * At

have had for some time tw

scholars, whom [ am prepariug for my
culation in the Queen's College, «

she asked in a tone of alar

“ Then they are young gentle

“ Yes !" he replied. * 'Two

Wycherlys, sons of a benevolent d
who is very kind to the poor her
to whom I owe a little return.”

this ; and she didn't

She was silent. She did not «

like it,

wished to be candid.

Pro

 Furthermore,” he said, *

stants, and 1 want to show

people here, that if they ¢ho

me, 1 can ¢
for them, and how muech I car
t

ring of defian
was strack silent,

ually show how little |
and manliness
1 so suddenl

s and battle, that
Strange t

being revealed to her during the

days of her Irish life,
ous things, which v

strange

[uite the

1
of all she had heard from he

about
dreamed, even in her young
ing but peace and holin

Ireland, Here, wher

ence and tenderness, behold t

comes

tumult and anger

and the sadnes
mistrust and suos

from

raised by hot passion to the inte
mutual hate,

She had yet to lea

behind all this were to be found

faith, and even the * Love that ¢
Fear,”
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»f that which for
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PIUS X. AGAINST THI
IST PROPAGANDA

I1.
( ACRED ¥
Since long exper
that lie oal t I
z for the pr
d ha rodug I
10t, We :
¢ of the hearers, but
the vanity achers whose
words of men rather
We deem it well to rey
Latin, and to recommend to
aries, the d ent issued s

mand of Our Predecessor, |L¢

[ hapg memory by he S
gregati f Bishops and ¢
1 1, 18014 d sent t b
¢ f Italy and to the Super
amilies and ( re
1. And in the firat place

1l distinguisi

rk to ti
and love «
does not s
rs of Ca

trine be Jacking in these qua
will ever be
sounding

anythir
brass and a tink

it is, zeal for t

piety, 80 necessa for
rators, must shine forth «

external conduet in ore

their lives may not be in o}

with the Christian precepts a

tutions which they extol in the

courses and that they may not

by their acts
their Again, there

nothing profane in their piet
rather let it be instinet with ti

ity which reveals them as ™ the

ters of Christ and the dispenser
Divine mysteries. For otherw

the Angelic Doctor well says, ™ il the
doctrine is good and the preacher

what they build
words.

the latter is an ocecasion of blasy
against the doetrine of God,

¢ But piety and she other Christ
virtues must have knowledge a
inseparable companion, since it 1s
vious, and eclearly proved by |
perience, that the word car t be
ably sud fruitfully preached by me
titute of knowledge, especially
knowl s, who, trusting to a cer
natural facility in elocutlon,
cend the pulpit without any prej
tion, Such as they beat the air
all unconsciously, expose Divine reveld

tion to derision and contempt, and
themselves on a
whom the Divine words were spoit
* Becanse t rejected

level with those

those ha

edge, | will reject thee, that thou

not do the oflice of priesthood to me
). “ Therefore Bishops and S
iors of Religious communities u
cotrust the ministry of the Divine
to any priest 0 has not proved |

self to be sufliciently endowed
piety and knowledge. They are to
great care too, that only sul

worthy of sacred eloquence be treals
in the pulpit. These have
dieted by Our Lord when He said
* Preach the gospel.
observe all things whatsoever 1 have
commanded you ;" words which are
thus suitably explained by St. Th
“ Preachers must enlighten in faith dit

heen

Teaching them t

ect in works, point out what is to

avoided, and by threats and promises
lead men to truth and goodness. A
the Council of Trent adds : ** Let them

| preach the extirpation of vice ar d the

* Not so much as you think,” he said. | practice of virtue to avoid eternal pun

“] gee that you have acqnired a wonder-
ful knowledge of Latin for a girl—won
derful ! I never thought that nuns
could teach Latin and Greek—do you
know any Greek 2" "

* Not much !" she replied.
the Gospel of St. John "

“ Only the Gospel of St. John !" he
echoed. * It is astonishing !

“ Only

I won't

except peihaps| once s mouth, when he | jeetion, I'll overhaul the whole place | doubt your word again, by putting you

would come back, worn and haggard,

soon—""

to the test, But you have no idea what

[

| in development of which Pius IX. ol

hment and gain the glory of heaven

happy memory has written : “ They
must preach not themselves but (Christ
crucified ; let them, then, announce t©
the people, clearly and simply, with
grave and p«-rmmsivn eloquence, and ::1‘-
cording to the doetrine of the (Catholic
Church and of the Fathers, the dogmas
and precepts of our most holy religion

let them carefully explain to the people
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the special duties of e
from vic and kindle th
g0 that the faithful, hea
ened by the word of Gog
vice, practice virtue, a
abled to avoid eternal |
win the glory of heaven,
« Krom all this it wi
the proper subjects for
the Apostles’ Cre d, the
ments, the precepts of t
Sacraments, the virtues
duties of one's state i
last things, and other e
the same kind.
3. “ But to-day the
Divine word only too
small attention to this
tant mine of subjects
and almost reject it ass
and superanuated.
as they do, that the
just enumerated are litf
win popular applause,
are so eager, and poekis

terests and not those
they thrust aside these
ing Lent and the mos
{ the year. And c¢
well as things they

Id instructions a new

telligible kind of dis

sell more

ently inculecating
of heart, obediencs
the Church, would tl
prejudices against th
the light of truth wi
tions. For if
jally in Catholic co
false ideas regarding
is attributed
passions of the heart
erration of the mind
Divine sentence :
forth evil th
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ring to the words
“The fool hath si
¢ There is no God'
jeart not the mind t
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