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prisonment, he liy awake in pain,
tossing from side toside in great agony.
His mind was unusually active ; and the
sudden thought seized him to sketch &
visionary future for his country. founded
on this ideal of simplicity and seli-re-
punciation. As his thoughts worked
onwards, snd built up this airy com-
monwealth of Christ, the pain was com
pletely forgotten ; and he fell asleep
early in the morning. The doctor
fouad his temperature mnch higher on
bis morning call ; yet he declared him
somewhat better.

¢ Dootor, I want something badly,"”
said Luke. *‘ Caa I have it ?"’

¢ By all means,” said the doctor.
¢ What s it 2"

¢ Pon, ink, and plenty of foolscap
paper,” said Luke. * Not yet,” said
the doctor. *‘ I presume you have not
yet learned to write with your toes.’

It was so much the better, because
Luke had tire to think and develop his
ideas more fully, before he committed
them to paper.

Ther the pain and sacrifice met with

domonstration on his release from
prison. He was an unknown factor in
politics. Even in Rossmore there was
po ovation. It was felt that he was
above such things. But, during his
imprisonment, every kindness and at
tention was lavished on his father and
sister and her children, who had to be-
come his guests in his little home., And
the same silent, gentle sympathy flowed
around him when he returned. Mary
wept hysterically, and kissed his hands
passionately ; and wept still more when
she saw his face drawn and pale from
much suffering. Joha said:

« Bad luck to the Government and
the lendlords ! Wonder they let him
out alive !’

Every kind of shy, pathetic question
was paut to him by this sympathetic
people ; every kiad of geatle, unobtru
sive benevolence was shown him. They
could not presume too far upon this
grave, silent man ; but they spoke their
mute love and admiration in a hundred
ways. Yet things were a little tight-
ened in economical matters sometimes.
Will McNamara had gcne to America ;
but the father and Lizzie and the chil-
dren were there. And children must
bave bread, and meat, and clothes, tco.
Nature says 80, and must not be denied

One day Luke was walking down the
village street in his silent, abstracted
way, when he heard a voice challeng
ing him, and rather deflantly :

¢ What 8 the matther wid me mute,
yer reverence ?'’

He turned round, and came face to
face with the village batcher, Joe
Morrissey. Joe seemed to be avgry.
There had been for a long time a cer-
tain want of sympathy between Joe and
the ** Cojutor.”” ForJoe was a Nation
alist, and an eitreme one. He had
been out in 67 ; had cut the telegraph
wires between the Junction and Limer-
ick ; and had been one of the iast part
from the young Irishman who gave up
his life gallantly for h s country in the
woods near Snraharla. And he had

difference to yer reverence to call me
Joe, like all the nabours "'

**Certaloly not, Me, — Joe;'' said
Luke, deeply touched, and stretehiog
ou" l'nu haud. *‘God bless yon!'

" P

“'Tis dirty,” said Joa, hastily rub-
bing his hand on his breeches, ** but
tis the hand of an honest man.'’

And Joe had the reward of his gen-
erosity. It came quickly, and in its
most attractive form. That Is, the
little invident gave him the opportun-
ity—3he dearest that can fall to the
lot of an Irishwan in this world - of
making a good jrke. And so, when he
sat chat evening on the leaden ledge of
his open window, and lit his pipe, he
was & happy man.

/" Begor.' he said to the group that always
surrounded his establishment, ' 'tis the besy
thing that occurred for many & long day
‘Mind the pinnler,’ ez he, ‘an’ the pouns
will take care of theirselves,” Hal hal ha!
* Look out for a rainy day, sez he, ‘an' make
hay while the sun ehinee, Ha! ha! ha! bal
13 gor | the poor man wint to & bad sch ol
master whin he b gan to tache himself, For
faix. he hasn'y even a butcher's penny L0 bless
himself wid

« How could he have it 7 said & bystander,
i whin he gives it to this, that, and the other
wan, bogor, the .2ank of Eagland wouldn'l
athand 1t.

Look here, hoaes’ man, - sald Joe Morrissey,
taking the pipe out of his mouth, ! uhat's all
right ; and utien't me as is goin Lo flod fault
with him  But, what did he want talkin’ 1o
us sbout savio' money, whin he wasn't savin
it himself ; and sil sbout Knglish ways whin
the man has an Irieh hoart, 00 matter how he
consales it ¢ That's what kills me. Sure. the
ould sayin’ is thrue—Do what the pricsis Lell
ye; bu’ don't do what the priesls do theire
selves,

S0 public opinion surged around Luke in
these days of uisl. For now, lizzie and her
little childrep had to go away, I'he strong,
brave young farmer had gov & job io the
docks of New York ; and had paid their pas
sage, Aod with breaking hearis on both
sides they parted wi b all they held dear on
earth, and e¢xchanged the free, pure air, the
sweel walers, the rushing winds the rustling
rees, Lhe murmuring seas and freedom and
happiness, for a flatin the ten ment house in
the great city, and the fever and the frev of a
new life. Anh, me! will it ever cease—.his
dread transformation in lives that were never
created but for the sweelnees and purity, the
¢lience and the holiness of simple rural en-
vironments! And one day, old Mike Del.
mege, * neart-broke afiher the little childhre
bowed his head, and was gathered unwo his
fathers.

I'nen there came a great void in Luke's life
He shrank even more and more into himself ;
ani without being In the least degree
moody or reseived, he detached hime
self fiom all humao things; and w ought
in simple earncst love towards the Diviue,
But the few ties which circumslances had
created for him—spiritual ties that grew all
the stronger by reason of their unworldliness—
drew him from time o time from his hermit
age. and maintained for him that perfect
poise between the world and God, which would
ovher vise have b:en broken by & morose
ascelicism or & too greay leaning over Lo the
creature. And 8o he kept up a constant and
mutually edifying correspondence and inter
course with Fa her Tracey and- Father
Martin ; and cometimes ne found himself in &
closer and more intimate friendship with his
Bishop than he had ever dreamed of.

And one day. ne found himself the happy
intermediary in a lictle ecene in the Canon's
drawing room, which seemed to him a beauli
tul and divinely appointed denousment in the
little d rama in which he had been not always
a successful actor.

I'ne good Canon had had a relapse after
the exciting scens at the eviction, and had
sunk into a condiiion of extrems helplessness,
One tide was hopelessly paralyz.d; a d he had
10 b wheeled from room to room in a bath-
chair Tne tolerant legisiation of the Irish
Church reflects strongly the charitable bias of
the people 8 minds; and allows an aged pastor.
 who has borne the burden of the day and the
heat and wao is dizqualified for furtber
work, toretain his parish nd presbytery to
the end, in sturdy independence, Aund 1t was
very beautiful and edifying to see Lhe broken

taken it as granted that this polished,
well-dressed young priest, who was
always preaching the virtues of the
Anglo Saxon — their thrilt, punctual
ity, etc., and conse quently emphasiz
ing the defects of his own ccuntrymen
—could not be a Nationalist or a pa
triot. His opinions chaoged a little
after the sermon on Cremona ; and had
now eompletely veered round after the
scene at the eviction and the subse
quent knighthood of the jail.

I beg your pardon, Mr. Morrissey,’’
said Luke, bhumbly, for life's events
had made him very humble.

¢ | want to know, yer reverence,’’
sald Joe, clapping -his broad knife
across the palm of his hand, ¢ what's
the matther wid my maite that you're
reflectin’ on (v ?"

“I'm sure I'm quite unconscious,
Mr. Morrissey,” said Luke, quite puz
zled, * of baving aaid anything derog-
atory—"’

“ Look at that for mate,” said Joe,
unheeding, and slapping with the knife
the joints that hung in the open win-
dow. ‘“Is there the likes of that in
the County Limbrick? Look at that
for lane, red and juioy ; and that fat,
rich and cramey; and what's a poor
man to do whin his clergy and the
heads of his Church—" ;

“Don't mind him, yer reverence, 4
eaid Mrs. Morrissey, coming out, and
wiping away with her check apron the
tears that were streaming down her
face; ** he doesn't mane what he says,
yer reverence—'’ : i

* Will ye hold yer tongue, uman ?
said Joe, angrily ; ¢“goan’'t you let me
talk whin s gintieman comes into the
shop? [ say, yer reverence, 'tis a
shame that our clergy should be turanin
their backs on their dacent parishion
ers, and sindin’ for their mlt,‘e to Lim-
brick and elsewhere, whilst— !

¢« Never mind him agin, yer rever-
ence,” interposed Mrs. Morrissey,
still weeping. * What he manes lu‘,
that every Saturday, wid God's blessin’,
for the future, s leg and & line (loin)
will go down to you; and, sure, some
time or other, you can pay us. ﬁnd
sure it you never did, God is good.

Joe had gone ont in his indignation ;
and was looking up and down the street,
in a very determined msnner. Luke
came out, and was about u(; t;lxlpreu his

titude when Joe stopped him.
81““'l.‘nere'l jest wan favour I want to
ask yer reverence,’’ he said.

Mo be ture, Mr. Morrissey, if T can
possibly grant it," said Luke, in wonder

% Oh begor, you can,” said Joe,
cheerfully. * Since I was the height
of that,” he said, stooping down and
putting his open palm within six inches
of the ground, ** no oné ever called me
anything but Joe. Me father called
me Jve; me mother called me Joe ; me
brothers and sisters called me Joe: the
schoolmaster called we Joe, whin hg
didn’t call me, *You d—d ruffian!
Whin I grew up, and got married, me
wife called me Joe ; and whin God sint
the childre, wan be wan, begor ! they
never called me annything but Joe.
The youngster inside in the oradle
knows me as' well as yer reverence;
and faix! he never calls me ‘daddy,’
but Joe. And to tell you the truth,
yer reverence, whin you call me Mis-
ther Morrissey, don't know who

wnd enfeebled giant, rolled in and out to his
little church, where he spent the greater
pary of his decliniog days The littls chil
dren used fight for the honor of rolling back
across the gravelled walk their aged pastor.
I'ney had lost all fear of him now, «ven of the
Rreal snowy beard that swept down on his
breast. And sti!l the people came Lo cor sulu
him iu their troubles and Lo talk of the gol
den age that had been. And 8o calmly
and 80 peacefully his davs glided
on 1o the greav sea over which he
looked without fear, or terror, or Inis-
giving. One thing only troubled this calm
evening of lifo—ihe mystery thal hung around
his beloved niece. Her stravge hiswory had
been carefully concealed from him, until all
should be ripe for revelation

He was dozing calmly one summer afternoon,
when Luke was announced I'he latter had
often called to exchaoge ideas with his old
pastor, and to relieve the monotony of his ill
ness. The Canon was nousurprised, therefore,
cnly decply pleased al the announcement

 Ha, my dear young friend " he said, /' you
caught me—ha—nappiog. Take a chair, and
¢it down with me for a while Somebow, old
{imes seem to have come back most vividly
this—a—afiernoon .

He was silent for a tlme, his mind busily

athering up ‘he broken threads of the past.
iuko gought to divert his attention by telling
of his own experiences. .

' My sister and her husband sre doing well
in New York ' he said, I have had a levter
lately, asking had any one taken Lisnalee,

. That is not very likely,: said the Canon.
. Lisnalee remalns a monumeat. and forever—
well, we must not be resentful. But—the
events of tha’—ha—miserable day had one
good offect. The horror has not—ha—been re-
peated ; but tho people are anxious.frightened,
dispirited They know uot when vhe,evil 8pirit
will come again ¢

i Yes, said Luoke, mournfully; the golden
age of my poor parish is passed forever,

' Yet + he 9aid, brigh ening up, ' the world
is not all & hopeless and hel pless place ;.nor life
altogethar an {nsoluble problem.'!

“ You have heard—ha —something that might
excite your hopes, and—ha—sympathies 2

' Yes, air,'" said Luke. ° I have gemd.somer

that d-eply concerns me, and - ©
m-!"ixhapn my conjecture is correct,' said the
Canon, listlessly ; and that His Lordship has
ylelded to my repeated —ha—solicitations ; and.
consultiog for your “'{i"““nmf“'“"“"“ ad-
vanced you to a—ha—beneflce

%- Io lnyrlmn quite thag, sir,! sald Luke, feeling
his way nervously, For now the drawing-room
waa opened as gently as if only the summer
breezs had stolen in and touched it witha light
tioger It is & gomaething that also, it you
will pardon me, may also concern you.'

Luka was never 80 nervous before : not even
on his first student visit bo that dread presby-
tery. He thought the Rgroabt clock on the
mantelpiece quite impertinentin {tejnoisy tick-

DR.

sAluI'l said the old maa, foebly, ' very
little concerns me NOW eXxcept that one great
evenb. dld thiok, indeed — porhaps you
will esteem it—ha—| harmless vanity—that
the Bishop might have —well—offercd me tho
Arohdiaconate, before I died. Bub that was
not to be ! That was not, to be m

i The diocese thought he would have done
o, sald Luke, watching the door, intently §
i bub the Bishop looks mostly to the young.
He would, however, have given any honor to
our old friend. Father Traney. I believe ; bub
that great saint will have none of these

ngs
m'l‘ I“tsnvon'n always agreed with that excel-
lent but—ha—rather eccentric olergyman,’
gaid tha Canon ; ' bub 1 dare say he is right -
te right 11
i \anl 1 am reforring to. however, sir. said
Luke, now In a state of desperation. i3 some-
thing thay concerns you even more de:ply—
something !,lmvl»”hns been the thought and
our a it
dr"l:;:T ?‘\'Idy man ssemod sunk in & kind of
gtupor: bu’ som .rhing in Liuks’s words seemed
to wake him vp 0 A new Ifa; for he svarted,
and asked in an exotted whisper @

i Barbara !

I"lwm? the question he had been asking for
twelve woary{years. He now dreaded to hear
again the mu-rmlll nnsw'u"——:\lunl And his face

anded elcquontly agains: 1
le. You knn‘w something ' he said, And Luke

i Yealt
Ba-l‘"l'l {a a strange solncidence. ' said the Canon,
his face lighted up withs & new emotion, ! thah
just ag you were ann ‘unoed, this afternoor. I
was dreaming of Barbara, [ suppose iy ie
senile weaknees, °° the me: tal debility arising
trom my ccodition ; but in & half dore
t-ought I—ah—8aw my dear niece entering
just a3 long ARO she used —ha—sweep into this
drawing room with such easy RKrace and dig-
nity. Ahme! those were happy days, did we
bu' know it But you were about to say—ha
—my dear young friend, that you had some
news from Barbara. There is ul an—ha—ulnﬁ-
ular delusion again, I fear. my young friend,
thab my intellect i8 becoming weak. It's &

singular delusion. but mow I think. of course,
fri8 only wn hallucination, that there in that
doorway—ha -what—my Gd 1"

Ah, yes | dear oid soul this ‘me there wag
no delusfon ; for a figure of light did stand 1o
the dark framework of the door, clothed all in
white, save a tiny thread of blue; and that
figure of light did tremble allover under the
swoet, tremulous dread of shocking with too
sudden b 148 the frail «1d man, But now there
wasno time for further concealmant ; and with
a little glad cry of delight and pain, Barbara,
clothedjnow in the white, beau'iful hab't of the
Girod Shepherd Nuns, was at her uncle's feet,
swnd was Kissing his two withered hands pas
slonately amid her tears. Luke had done his
part wall ; und had quietly gone out, leaving
uncle and niece together

He went down (o the old hut by thelsea
shore to vigit his old friends, to say a kind
word to Moira, who was wasting away slowly
in consumpiion and to exchang the account
of his prison ¢xperiences with Mona his fel
low martyr, When hs returncd to the draw
ing-room, Barbara stili sat at ber uncle’s feet
tho old man, with a look of rapture on his face
was toying with her white scapulary, and
murmuring someshing that sounded like
“Sans tache !

Ah. yes! apotless and immaculate. and with
allthe purity of a fire-tried soul, she had passed
under the mighty yoke of Christ, who had pub
his own s'ole of suifaring around her. Bat,
gtrange to say 'hough now enrolled in the
glorious band o’ Virging, who follow the Lamb,
whithersoever He goeth, and s'ng the canticle
noneother can 8ing, there were hours and days
when the thought haunted her with a sense of
psin and fear that perhaps after all the day of
irinl was sweeter than that of victory ; and
that, like Alexis of old. it would have been
beLter, or more glorious, to have died are puted
Magdalen. For salntly souls, lik» this, are
ambitious, Chey want the hizhest and the
poblest. The martyrdom musycontinne to the
last breath ; nor do they ocare to yleld up their
souls bu! in a sigh of pain and the agony of
derelietion, But then, here too, the Supreme
Law, God’s will, was m snifested ; and beneath
it she sheltered herselfl when regrets for the
1nat nobility of perpetual pain reproached her
And hence when 1o the ecstasy of this reunion,
which was the one thing that nature demanded,
the thought recurred : Would It have been
better otherwise ; or if this meeting with he
beloved one had only taken place on the far,
eternal shore ! she hrusned sside the thought
a8 a4 temptation and gambolied around 'he
dear old presbs tery as a child, And she showed
her companion-sister all the wonders of the
place— ne dairy, where she had—~indeed the
had=made butter ; and the poultry—ihe same
old ideatical Ocpingtons and Dorkings which
had won 8o mary prizes for dear uacle ; the
flower-beds, alas ! now n )t 80 neat and parfery
a4 when her gentle hends had tended them.
And ' here ' she said .+ Father Delmege stoc d,
leaning on that mantclpiece the evening he
sang that flarce, rebel song ; and I.a Rgiddy
young girl, raced down after him along that
footpath that runs Lo the gate, and begged him
10 lock after Louis in England! Ah! poor
Louls ! if he were only here now !

Aod the happy Barbara wived away a tear
with her plain cotton handkerchief And
then,afier tea, these bi de shou'd shake out
all too prematurely their wiogs i1n the great
clock ; and the deep gong tolls out, like & bell
of doom the hour of 6 —and th 'n—the parting.
as « f all things else on earth, for Lnke had to
drive the nuns to the evening traln for L mer-
ick, waere they would get one night's lodging
before going back to the novitiate.

CHAPTER XLI.
A PROFESSION SERMON.

Then, after another brief interval, the great
day arrived. the day thal wae 1o wilness the
consnmmalion of great hopes,afar foreshdow
iog of the final V ni, spogsa mea ! It is doubt-
ful whether there is any mom: nt in the life cf
mortals 8o full of pure and perfect bliss as that
which marks the tsking of the final vows of
profession. Around he ma riage feast there
nangs some shadow of foar and anxiety for &
future which at baat is preblematic 1l; and the
eyes that waloh the happy couple,stepplog out,
hand in hand from their f Lows, to wals Lhe
ways of life in 4 new parine rship 80 exclusive
and 8o responsible, are filled with a vague an-
xiety ana foreboding; and the sunlight is
broken in the prism cf tears. Butauva profes-
sion ceremony Lhere is ueither parting, nor tor-
row. nor freiful fear; oaly the calm intoxica«
tion of a too great joy, for the gpouse is given
into the arn s, not of man. but of God. And
her ce the profession morning of Barbara Wil
son broke with a promise of a glorious day:
and the very atmosphere seemed 1o hum with
Halleluiahé—:he glad echoes of all the music
thao filled the hearts of Sisters priests, and
penitents. For ihe latter knew now all the
pathe.ic heroi:m of their former sister ; and if
they regre fully parted with the assumption
that the grea! Mother of God had been amongst
them, they comforted themsclves in the assur-
ance thab at least one of her saints had been
their gentle companion during ten sventful
years. And it mitig wted their shame and re
morse to think that a pure soul had shared
their lot, Her heroism had been a second ab
golution.

That littla chapel, then, {0 thalefbof the
altar, was filled that morning with acur
happy, loving. eager LWrong of p ten d
the very idea that one of their pumber was
about to bz raised to the glory of the white
habit, and a glace of honor in the choir stalls.
filled all with & kind of personal pride and ¢x-
altation. Aond o they whispered and watched
and pointed and con) sctured, until the great
organ ro'led ous its mighty volumes of sound
and the opening hymn announced the advent
of the Bishop and his assistante. Then after
the preliminary ceremonies, Mass commenced;
and, after 1he Gospel, Luke Dalmege knelt for
the eplscopal blessing, and ascended the pre
della of the altar,

Luke was by no means nervous. He had
long since acquired 0 thorough and perfect a
command of thoughi and utterance, that he
knew a breakdown to be impossible. Yet, he
folt all the solemnity of the occasion ; and he
waa about to depart from the usual style of
pulptt utterances, and pass from abstractions
to he concrete facts of his own life and the
workinge of his own consclence. For, although
that life was immsculate and that conscience
unrebuking he felt that an amende was due
to God and his own soul for the one taulo—that
he had faiied tograsp his vocation to sour unte
the highest ; snd a8 a penalty of that iufldeli:
that his life had been dragged ' along on
broken wing.” Now. such an unveiliog is &
all times embarrassing ; and, eapccially, as 1t
now broke through the thick folds of a reserve
that was almost haugnty, and showed the
world, who only deemed him an unappioach-
able and coldly perfec  character, an estimate
of self that shrunk into the smalles: dimen
gions under the light of great humillty and
sublime contrasta, He felt, also, thav he had o
enunciate principlee that would seem 8o large
for human effort as to apopear affected and ex-
treme by their very difficulty ; and he had to
syntheeize and compare religion and philogo
phy in & manner that would seem to ordinary
underscandings the o itcome of pedaniry and
vanity.

He took for his text :—

high
18,

‘It any man will come after me, let him deny
himself, take up his cross, and follow me,
W hosoever shall save his life. shall lose it : and
he Lhan”shall lose his lite tor My sake, shall
find 1t.'

“ The divine peremptoriness and the seem-«
tng contradiction in chese woris.”’ continved
Luke, “would yield another proof if proof were
peeded, of Carist'edivinity Never man spake
like thisman,’ Anearthly philosopher, a Grec-
ian sophis; would either gromi«s vast things to
his followers, as the advereary temptred the
hungry and weary One in the desert ;or, if he
affocted truth, he would teach it in abstrac-
tions. and leave nature to cub ite easiest path
toward happiness, But the great Divioe
Teacher 1aid down the minimum condition of
being His disoiple in that stern command,
Deny thyself ; and He appended the vague, and
apparently contradictory, promisa, that ‘who-
soever shall lose his life, shall flod it.” Ivis
strange, that men not only were noh acandall
7ed at His words, but readily acéepted them as
doctrinal truth and infallible promise ; and the
half educated publican and the totally illiter=
ate flaherman rose up hastily to follow a
Teacher who demanded 8o great a gacriflce for
go problemaical & reward, And stranger atiil
it is that. generabion after genoration, souls
are to be found who, tascinated by the very
arbitrariness of this command, rise swiftly to
the high levels of sanctlly which i1 connotes ;
ana, pPAssIng beyord the dicta es of a protest-
i g self love. or the still more dangerous plati-
tudes of a compromising world. find them:
g» ves suddenly in that desert where the Hand
of their Master is as a shelter of a rock and
the sound of His voice as.ths murmur of run
ning wa'ers, Such a aacrifice wo are witness
ing o day. such relinquishmen' of youthful
desires and ambitions, such a calm severing of
ties thab bind as closely as the silvar cord of
lite such a renunclation and gelf-abandon
ment, such sacrificial vows written and sealed
on parchment in the presence of the King, yeb
more truly written and gealed with ths heart's
blood. as if to meet the theological condition of
destruction and consump’ion. Bub there is a
peculiar and (ndividual feature in the circum
stances of to-day's immolation thai lends to it
a sprolal sgnificance, and from which I shail
be pardoned if I deduce a speclal meaning, and

arhaps a wider and far reaching applioation.
gou will have noticed that my text implies,
nob only the idea of Renunciation, bub also the
idea of Saorifice, ‘Denv thyself !’ ‘Lose thy.

“ At that time, Jes"s sald to His disciples. ‘|

selt !' This 18 the command. In the great
generality of religious profsssions, the frst
precept slone is insisted upon | the Iat er idea
of sacrifice, particularly vicarious sacrifice, sel
dom enters. The Church eems the absolu
tencss of the former as embracing and con
taining the latter, But, in the present in
stanc -, 1t i3 at least a peculiar feature that he
life of viearious saciifice should be terminated
by vows of renunclation ; and that the lafter,
which gonerally dsnobe the inelplence of a lifo
of s 1t-denial, should, in this case. ma K o ter
mination of & sucrifice 8o € eat thav like the
command to the patrisrch of old, oaly the
HSupreme Will could tmpose it on one of its
1 beloved creaturcs. 10 happened thus.
I'he good Sister will pardon the deails. be
wuss they show how steadily and invisibly
Gd’s hand 18 ever moving through His crea
Lon

Here Luke narrated all.the details of Louls'
crrors, and his 8isy rs devotion, and contioued:
“ Then that soulof the beloved one was in
peril. His life was do med. Tae danger of
oternal damnation from being remote, be-
came proximate, Nothing but Omnipotrnce
was bet ween thatsoul and hell, Ta the mighty
wony of & sister's soul whica alose seemed to
yearn after the losy ove a sudden ioepiration
1o wned. That soul had justshuddered. In1he
involuntary shrinking of pure minds, from the
very name that, if symbolical of love, is also
suggestive of forgiven sin. Aond the Most
High, in His secret nnd incffable designs, de
cided thag this should be the sacrifice The
price of the brother's soul wss 10 bo the sinless
shame of the sister; h> was L0 be saved
through the voluotary (goominy of an immace
ulate and spotless viciim, Ivis the rfl:ction
n miniature of that mighty oblation made by
our great Brother, Christ ; just as this Iatter
vae foreshadowed, almost in the words I am
Jing, by he grestest of the Hebrew prophets
In-re was, of course, the dread. the human
re mbling before the altar; bul then the soul
spoke through the firm will; the sacr flce was
wccepted, the brother's soul was miraculously |
snatched from the flunes. and the sister. un
known toall but God, passed from the bright
world into the hiddenness of this asylum ; and
here lived. to all outer appea ance a Mag
dalen, with all (he outer marks of numiiaiion,
her sinlessness only kuwown o God wnd iln-‘
kood priest who represen ed Him

*Whilst all this was in progress. another
life ran on in parallel lines; but alas ! with
what a chaos butween them ! A young priesi
had rejscted a similar inspiration to a hfs of
absoute sacrifice, communicated —at the
mom -nt of his ordination. had descended from
the heroic Lo the commonplace ; and there, his
instincts, still active and alive, were fascin
aled by the very watch words on the lips of the
world, which were the daily maxims reduced
to daily pracues of the ealns I onuacts
tion.’ sacrifize abando iment of selt * the
interests of the race,’ the eacred calls of
Humanity, here were woids forever ringing
10 his ears, and calling, crlling Lo gome high
yystic life, far removed from selflsh ease or
e cravings of ambition, Alas! it tock
many years 10 teach him how hollow was il
all—Lhat there was no God in Humanity, ex
cept the God Who embraced Humanily
{0 raise (v almost to ths Godnead;
por were the sublime doctrines of renunclatloo
and sacrifice practised except by ‘he lowly fol
lo wers of the one Divine Man. Yet this was
he eternsl craviog of the buman soul ; and A8
the youog priess moved alovg in the painful
pathof wisdom, he saw how human philusopny,
with & dark lantern in his hand. went psicfally
grooping along the tortuous muzes of th~»
human mind, to emerge in the full hght of the
Gospel, yet with darkened eyes: for the sub
lime word ‘ Renunciation’ he found in  he last
note in the music of the greatee  of modern
poets ; aud the divine contradiction, * He that
will lose his life shall saveit,’ he found Lo be
the ultimate of one of the greatest of modera
philogophers. But what have ideas, nowever
sub.ime todo with the conductof modern life !
Action, and o en of action, rule the modern
w.rid Ideas ruled tha vast worlas of Oriental
mysticism until they culminated in the sub
lime realities cf the Christian religion: but the
Occid »ntal bias is toward materialism, and it8
one great dogma—tne ETETNAL 1. But that
whizh was 8o familiar o the siges of old.
which is found in labor and much pain by the
great moderns, who agonize in the birth throes
of monsters, is easily grasp+d by the little ones
who seck wisdom in simplicity ; and are fain
to follow as guides those who. divinely or
dained, teach, not in the persussive words of
buman wisdom but in the direct interpreta
ion of plain langusg? more than philosophy
A0 Giscert, or learning fathom, or fancy con
ceive.

}

And #o, the young p-iest, coming back to
to his natlve land, dream-d he had a message
o hig race. He would inaugu abte a new era;
he would bring his generation into touch with
all modern ideas of progress : he weuld iniro
duce a new civiliztion in place of an old and
eflete system. The idea was a generous one
ouly iv rested on a wrong principle  Or rather
it sought to build withou principle—the great
underiying principle of man’s dualism—ideas
and action master and form, soul apd body :
each with its interesis each with ite desiiny.
He had neard it said, and said with gome 330w
of authority; ' Scek men's souls through their
bodies ! Sincrity follows earthly prosperity ;
and in riches are 1o be found the secrs t
great grace !’ He hardly betieved It
would make the experiment  He was warned:
This people must create their own civiliz ation,
There {8 no use in appealing (o purely material
and morcenary principles. If thespiritual air-
ship of Irish aspira ions must be anchored in
a kiod of mild materialism, remember always
that the lavter is but an adjunct And 8o tha
people rejected at once his suggestion Lo move
on to happiness in the lines of modern progress.
To his ploa for prudencs they answered, Prov-
idence ; for human foresight, they placed div
ine omniscience; for thrif:, charity; for ad
vancement, humility ; for eelfishness &2nerocs
i'y : until he began to feel he was clipping the
wings of epirits, and bringing down to the
gross earth souls destin 1 for the empyrean,
Ho then found himselt face to face with the
problem, How to conserve his race, and thelr
o d-fashioned ideals at the same time!

i In searching for this, he stumbled into an
error, and found a eolution. He thought iy
was & first principle that nations work out
their own destinies. and that character forces
its way to conqu:st. He made no allowance
for a nation’s environments, for dread sur
roundings through which no purely human
energy can cut a path to long-deferred, «ver

@ducational.
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this long eycle of saffering i3 to close even now
is as certain as that our young postulant has
put off the robes of penance and humiliation,
and put on the garments of gladness, Her
future it is easy to forscast, She will move
down the valleys of life with an eternal song ¢ f
love and gratitude in her heart. passing from
hour to hour, from thought to thought, f.om
devd to deed, and gathering from each som

gweetness that will be dropped in the bibterness
of chalicea which some have yet to drink. It
1a a3 easy bvo forecast the destiny of Ireland

She will never adopt the modern idea of plac
ing all buman hsppin ss, and therefore all
human effort, in the desire of purely natural
splendor, and sink down into a nation of
money grubbers and pleasurs-seekers, bocom
ing at last not an island of s'rength and sor

row, but a Cyprus for voluptuousaess, and a
Lydia for effaminacy. Buo she will strike the
happy mean and evolve her own clvilization
by conserving her ideals, whilst seeking after
the practical  For it i certain that vhe vradi

tions the thoughts the instincts, the desires,
the very passions, of this people tend towards
the supernatural. And this must be the |
germinal idea ~the prim .ry and pslmary prin
ciple in her future development the corner-
gtone ¢ he mighty building which the hands
of her children are tioglieg to raise, the key -« |
stone in that arch of triumph beneath waich
her crowned and garland heroes will pass unto
the jubilee of her resurrection.

Sister Burbara, I make no apology for hav
ing made your life a eymbol ¢f your country’s
destiny, and merely asubjsct of a barren dis
eourse, I make bold to continue the parasliel
to the end. I interpret your thoughis very
faintly, if 1 do not perceive that now and |
again. whilst acceptiog the decision of the
Suapreme Will, your thoug ts revesv to and
linger lovingly. the hours you spent with your
erucifixion, I neverdoub ed thal. evenon the
sunlit morning of vhe Il surrection, such gen
erous souls as John and Magdalen did reverd
with some tender longing to the darkness and |
gloom and sorrow «f Calvary. and vhe love |
that went forth to the agoniz:d One, and
fl ywed back into astream of sanciity to their
nearts Perhaps, indeed, you have somotimes |
dreamed that it might have been greater and
maore noble, if you had borue your sh
unto the eternal gates and allowed ne hands |
of Chrisu alone to take from your head the |
crown of thorns, and place ‘nereon the golden
flllet of His love. Such ideas are the heritago
of your race. 1 100, shared them once But.
led by purely w'ilitarian ideas 1 flupg aside
the call 1o heroism, snd descended to the com
monplace Lot wise teachers beware of
bringing lown the mind of the entire nation
to & common level of puraly na'nral ambition
and purely materialisiic success However

ossary for the mass: s euch eiforts may be

0 save the race from extinction, it is nov the
apecific geniug of our people That soa's
highe and marerial prosperi y must not b

he ultimate goil of our race: but only the
basi# of the higher life. Thab world was never
80 much in nced of thinkers and saints as at
present Lt never needed g0 much to ane the
embodiment of the positiveteaching of Christ,
not the nebulous reflaction of that teaching in
the wisdom of latter-day philosophy, a8 now
One such example as that which we have be-
fore us to-day would beapowerful lever in lift
ing up theideas of he world from the rab into
which they have fallen ; and you might have

e, ) »
. v‘ 0 = nonth as Brakeman
s "

| coan, ealled over Sister

AR N~ s Ay O [, AN
. v oy pv
Earn $75 to ‘::1'70 per

ireman.,

ay Correspondence School
WINNIFPEG, MANITOBA.

-—— A

s

SANDWICH, ONT,

The idies th 8s

St. Jerome’s College, "*%&ivaoa

Commaercial course — latest businsss college
tostures, High School o oparation
for matriculs ion and professional studies.

preparation for degreed
tural Soclence course
exvarimental labora
h Literature receives
Inss bonrd and tultion
Send for catalogue

r annum

icular
REV. A, L. ZINGER. C. R . PRES,

the emotion under which hoe had labored. He

cared little what verdict would be passed on
that sermon, Heonly know that he wished to
reveal hims o make a clear, noble confes
gion of nis own shortecomings ; and hs felt he
had only half succeeded. Heo knew he dared
not have spoken more plainly, lest he should
shock sensibilities o delioais and tender nod
10 be respeeted ; yet he also felt that he had

wrrpped up his thoughis so well in a clond of
words that his foclings were but half revealed.

And this was really the case, Kor at the de-

uner, very various were the opinious ex
pressed about the sermon. One sald ib was all

rhetorie,” n word that has come 10 mean un-
utterable things tn Ire 1 Father Tracey,
who looked quite sprv the newly dyed
ualie, whose eyes
wore rec from woeeping, and asked her in a
whisper :

“r'hat was a grand sermon, my dear, Bus
my poor braing could not follow it. What was
itall about | Why. my child, you have been
erying! God bless my soul, erylog, and on
such a day 1"

St or Kalalle answered not; but went away
weoping all the v ore,

Matthew O'sShaughnessy who, a8 a greab
benefactor 1o the conven', had always the priv-
ilege of an invitation to these ceromonies, said
10 & priest across the table :

“That was the grandest dlscoorse 1 ever
hard, by the friend, Fathor Luke.”

“ What was it all about !’ sald tho priess,
without a amile

Kn! About?” siid Matthew. bewildered.

*Tell hom what 'twis about, Mary. I'm &
little hard of hearing.”

But Mary, with ner woman's quick intui-
tion divined how maitersstood ; and said, with
a good deal of dignity @

“What would it be about, but the young
Iady's profeesion !

+Of course,” sald Matthew, who, as the
Bishop entertd, stood up in an attitude of
adoration, and sought, in & most humble, de-
precatory manner, Lo catch the Bishop's eye.

I'hon 13abara came in, led Ly the Mistress
of Novices, and passed up along the ranks of
visitors to kiss the episcopal ring, and get once
more vhe episcepal hlessing, Then, turning

| swiftly snround, she saw, for the firat time in

twelva long yeara, her father’s face. 1v was
now framed in white, and deeply farrowcd by
care and the labors that are needed for ambi-
tion 1t was stern, too; for all the explana-
tiong mde by the Mother Provincial and vhe
pricsis falled to convinee the man of the world

that there was not & terrible oruelty and in-
justice inflicted upon his child But some
thir he swish of her white habit, the rautle
of boaads, the swift grace of her move

ments, or ‘he radiance that shone from her
features, unnerved him ; and, with a livtie sob
of pleasure, he clasped his ebild Lo his hearl,
and Kissed her face before all the people.  Liady
Wilson was more conventional and reserved
Snue felt she had been ill used ; buy, in a apiriy
of Onristian meekness, sho was willing to for-
give. Kach priest stood up, as Barbara ap-
prosched. and touched her hand reverently.
Sne sal for & long time near Father Tracey.
who was muoh embarraseed at the honor, and
gaid, ** God bless mo 1" several times.

W the sta wore dispersing In the greas
hall outside, the Bishop ssid aloud 1

*Where is Fither . Delmege !
Father Dolmege !’

Luke was fonud with some diffisulty, and

I missed

a thousand such examples amongst 80 ensr

ous a people if the higher life, witk its
s'ruzgles and glories were placed b sfore them.
Nor have I the ieast doubt, thatJiks the geniln
regrots after her oross that miogle with
happier feelings in the heart of the profassed
Sigter of to day, when the Rosurrection day
ahall have dawned for Ireland, when her val

leys are ringing with music and her exile

children have coma back. bearing the many
and baau iful sh-aves garnere!in thh harvests
of the world, many of her chosen souls will
lock back with regretful eyeion the days of
her gloom and marvyrdom; and escaping from
the Hosannas and the palms, will ascend her
lofty mountaing and create there once more
Golgothas of vicarious suffering for the entire
race Forunto the end of time there will be
sin, and sins demand retribution and atone-
meot, and it i8 not the sinner but the saint
that makes it. And men, to he end of time,
will bs consumed with selfish desires : and
selfishness must find 118 constant corrective in
Renanciatlon, And where n all the wide
earth, can this sublime philosophy ot Christ be

vapishing. yeb stiil realizable ideals Hasaw
the confirmation of this idea, he thonght
under his own eyes, in his own pative place
the Ireland whica peets have d'eamed of. and
for which patriote have died. Under the viv-
ifylog power of a great pereonality, the people
rose up to seiz: the possibilitios within their
reach; and moving on to greab spiritualivy,
they seized at the same time every opportunity
ofadvancing themselves materially. And they
sucoeeded. Whilsy all around was a desert,
was a land flowing with milkand woney ; and
the dwellers on the birren mountains looked
down with envy on the smiling plains of Ar-
cady. Alas! the elementof permainency the
element of security was abgent; and one day,
under a touch of avil, all the beauty and happi
ness vanished in smoke and flime and ruin.
And, as the tw» illusione disapp ared—that of
Ireland built from ite ruinson purely material
and selflsh principles: and thau of an Ire'and,
built without the toundation and security and
independence, the young priest woka up sud-
denly to the vision of his country, developing
under new and svable conditions her tradition-
al ideas ; and becoming in the face of a spuri
ous and unstable civilization rocked to its
foundations by tevolution a new ocommon
wealth of Christ. The poesibility of such an
event had b.en vaguely hinted ab by priests,
who evidently were struggling to evolve co-
herent ideas from a mass of sensations and in-
stincte, ighteous and just, buv yet unformed
It wa~ foreshadowed by the manner in which
the people, untrained and illiterate, greped
after and grasped the highest principlea of
Christian civiliz tion ; 1t wue foretold by the
energy with which men contemned the mere
acquisition of wealth, and felt ashamed of
possessing it ; it was outlined in the simple.
human lives, wita all their Spartan severity
toward themselves and all their divine benefl
cence toward others It took shape in the
gharp and violent con rasta pregented by the
flarco rivalry for wealth that anim vtes the
citizons f the world's great matropolis and
the milder, yet not less epergoetic, emu ation
for grace that was witnessed inour Own capi-
tal—a contrast a8 g-eat as ihat which disvin
guished 'he baundit of the Apennines, sur
rounded with barbario pomp f om tha poor
man of Assisi * And finally, 1t was personified
in the ex smple of a humble and hidd n priest
wholong o had denu 1rd himself of all thines
for Christ's cake.and chosen all that wislowly
and hard to human nature, before all that was
p easant and attractive; a d the g!ill more
picturesque example of a young wirl who
voluatarily embraced humility and suffering.
and found in her cross the satisfaction of ail
earthly desire, the perfection of ail earthly
happinesa, It was the old story, which we
read 80 often, of days far distanced from ours
by time and chang ~of souls who brushed
with the tip of their wings the fire of hell, and
then soarea aloft even unto Paradisa,

“There can be no queation continued Luke,
ibu that such a lifs of heroism and aelf sacrl
flce is closely symboliosl of our b loved coun-
try. [targues a aisbelief in the divine eoon
omy Uo suppose thab our martyrdom of seven
buncred years was the accident of human
events, unoontrolled except by thelr intrinsio
possibilivies and ultimate developments, That

you're talking to. Would it make soy

practised. if not here? And where shall the
divine contradiction Lose thatyou may gain;
@Give. that you may get; Die. that all may
Itve ;—ba yerifi+d, if nov amongas the peopls
thathasheld ity handas to heaven (n an agonyof
guppllcation for twice three hundrad years !
Where shall the fatal sin of self bs extin
guished, if not amongst the raca which has
ziven to the world in its aposities and martyrs
the higheat examplesof divine altrulsm ! And
where shall the final law of love by es ablished
if not where all that fa holy and most pure
atoops to all that ia sordid and stained ; and
blends, in the alchemy of charity, ¢in and
parity.shams and pity. eo porfectly, that, as in
the example bafore us to day, men fatl to diws
cern bennath the outward shows of life the
ginner and the gfint. the fallen and the un
fallen the lamb3 that never wandered from
the fold and the sheep that strayed in the for-
lorn and unlighted teserts of sin and dea'h I

When the ceremony was over Luke sought
the solitude of the convent grounds, to calm

consumption.
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came forward.

“That was a flne sermon, Luke,” sald the
Bishop,

I'hank you, my Lord,” sald Luk2 Then,

with a littla malice ;

“ 1 hope thore was no latent heresy in ivin

“ No. Bub don' print it; or soms fellow
will ferret oub somathing heterndox by the
aid of a dictionary. By the way here's a leb-
ter for you, You needn v read v till you re-
varn home. Goodday! Comos see me when-
ever you are in the city."
“ o ll be in St. John'sin & week,! said Mat-
thew. winklog at Mary. ** That's his appiab-
ment,

“And 8, John's 1sn't half good enough for
him, said Mary

Bat Ma thew for once was wrong. It was
nov to & curacy but to a beneflce thay Luke
was was now Aappointed—io the neab. com-
pact listle parish where he spent the remain-
ing years of his life. Haro, divesting himself
of all things, he lived the life of an anchorite—
a grave « nila, loving man ; and happy in
having nothing and possessing all things.
ftsvered and bsloved by his own people. 1t 18
nnt aurpriring that he acquired the character
bsing somewhat eccentric among his brethren.
But this ho did not mind He had found
peace by abatrac!ing himaself from passing and
fading thiogs, and fixing his thoughts on the
vufading and eternal.  One little luxury, as
wo have ssen, he allowed himself--thab of
looking out, as a disinterested, if perplexed.
gpectator, over * the besutiful madhouse of
the eatrh  and

Musing the woes of men,

The ways of fate. the doctrines of the books
Tha lessons of the creatures of the brake,
Thesacrets of the allence whenoe all come,
T e secrets of the glaom wh reto all go,

Ine life which lies basween, llke thav arch

ung
From cloud to cloud across the sky, whick

Al
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