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“ Please, papa," she said in a hesitat
ing voice as she twined her little arms 
about his neck. “ I have to ask you 
something else. You know this i^toy 
First Communion day, and all the lUTle 
girls are going to invite their papas and 
mammas to come to the Mass and see 
them receive their First Communion. 
Mamma is coming, and I invite you to 
come, too, papa. I know you don't like 
my Church,'' she said hastily, seeing the 
frown of disapproval on his face, “ but, 
oh, papa, if you would only come this

the little girls will be dressed in white 
like me, and the church will be decor
ated fine with flowers and lights. Oh, 
papa, it would make me so happy if you 
would only come," she said with fervor, 
as she kissed him.

“ But I have to go to work," urged 
Mr. Crane sheepishly.

It won't matter if you stay home 
just this once, papa," said Catherine. 
11 You know you stayed home to go to 
Uncle John's funeral. Mr. Kogan 
tell them at the shop. Please, dear 
papa, promise me you will come,” kiss
ing him again.

“ All right, I'll come just this once to 
please you,” said her father.

“ Oh, you dear, good papa !" cried 
Catherine as she rose from her knees. 
“ You don't know how happy I am. I'll 
pray for you every minute of the time," 
she said, running from the room.

True to his promise, Mr. Crane ac
companied his wife to the Mass. They 
found a seat where they could plainly 
see the altar and get a good view of the 
little ones. Mr. Crane was much in
terested in the ceremony of the Mass, 
and listened attentively to the short in
struction given by the good pastor to 
his little flock. Mr. Crane was much 
moved by the rapt attention of little 
Catherine, who scarcely took her eyes 
from the altar, and when the priest 
placed the Sacred Host on her little 
tongue her father almost unconsciously 
bent his head in reverence, and a tear 
stole down his cheek.

From that time forth he showed an in
terest in the children's attendance at 
Mass and Sunday school, and often heard 
them recite their catechism lesson. 
When the school term opened the fol
lowing September he suggested to his 
wife that the children might as well go 
to the parish school, much to the delight 
of little Catherine.

Mrs. Crane saw that the grace of God 
was working in her husband's heart, and 
she and the little ones redoubled their 
prayers in his behalf.

During the following winter there was 
a mission at the church, which Mrs. 
Crane attended. The children also were 
present at the exercises appointed for 
them, and their father listened to their 
childish prattle about the instructions. 
On the day of the opening of the men's 
mission he said to his wife :

“ I guess I will have to go and hear 
this wonderful preacher you all have so 
much to say about it."

44 MacDougal 1" said the priest in a 
voice that made an instant's silence. 
Then a voice from within said clearly:

“ Alec, Alec 1"
MacDougal of Snake River, went into 

the shack.
It seemed a long time before he came 

to the door, beckoning the doctor, and 
then he came out himself and put 
giving hand in Father Bourke's.

“ lie has a chance yet—now that he 
cares to live," he said. Then, stroking 
the brown shoulders near him.

“ The best race Oregon John ever 
won," be said.

44 Amen,” said Father Bourke.

to imitate them and which will prove <,( 
great advantage to the development of 
the nation in which the Germans live."

Motherhood was paid a high tribute 
by Mona. Diomede Falconio, the pupal 
delegate to America, at a woman’s 
meeting held in connection with the 
titty-sixth annual convention of the 
Central Verein, in Chicago.
“Motherhood is

THE LAST RACE OF 
ORECON JOHN

mation about the younger except that 
he was educated at Eton, matriculated 
at Trinity College, Oxford, In 1840, took 
a first-class in Classics in 1844, and was 
elected to a Fellowship in Oriel in 1845.

WELL ok JOHN HENRY NEWMAN 
That was Newman's College and both 

brothers fell under the spell of John 
Henry Newman, which neither of them 
ever threw off, though the practical con
sequences for each were very different.

Iiord Coleridge never got beyond the 
meagre profession of faith that he made 
in 1801 tv Mr. T. W. Allies who allowed 
me to print the letter in The Irish 
Monthly of January 1805.

Henry Coleridge carried his convic
tions to their logical consequences more 
courageously than his elder brother, as 
we shall see hereafter.

Writing home to his father, Novem
ber 12, 1841, John Coleridge reports: 
“Henry is doing very well and likely to 
get on capitally at Oxford.

But we have already mentioned that 
he did so well as to get an Oriel Fellow
ship at the end of his course in 1845, 
The quiet university life, however, 
which he laid out for himself, was not 
to be. His sympathy with the thelogi- 
cal views of Newman and Pusej was 
distasteful to the authorities of the 
college. Doctor Hawkins, Provost of 
the Oriel, refused to admit him as one of 
college tutors. This was in 1848.

CRISIS IN ANGLICAN CHURCH 

He received deacons nip (he never re
ceived Auglican ordination to the 
priesthood) and accepted the curacy of 
Alflngton about two miles from his 
birthplace at Ottery St. Mary's, where 
his father had built a church and resi
dence and provided an endowment. 
With congenial work, among the people 
whose respect and appreciation he 
gained quickly, surrounded by his 
friends and his beloved home circle, he 
could have settled down to a useful and 
happy life, but for his uncertainty as to 
the religious crisis then going on in the 
Anglican Church.

After anxious thought and study, he 
felt compelled to break through the 
ties that held him back and to seek ad
mission into the Catholic Church. 
What opposition he received, what dis
tressing remonstrances and entreaties 
were addressed to him, we may guess 
from the project entertained at this 
time by his father.

RECEIVED INTO CATHOLIC CHURCH 

We can imagine the bitter things the 
judge said to his convert-son when he 
could write afterwards: “The secessions 
to Rome, though not numerous and with 
very few exceptions little noteworthy 
or influential examples, yet produced in 
the families in which they occurred the 
deepest and most lasting sorrow. They, 
indeed, who then left father and brother 
and sister, and made great temporal 
sacrifices, were not in truth generally 
those who suffered the most or the 
longest."

,, .. . . „ , ... On Qainquageeima Sunday, February
He attended all the services, joined 22 1852i Henry Coleridge gave up his 

the class of instr.iot.on, and »t the close at AlCugtoü. Co the 22nd of the 
of the miaston was baptized. Thus was following April, Easter Monday, 1852, 
a hard heart brought to the true faith lfter a retrelt „ith the ltedemptorlst

Fathers at Clapham, he was received 
into the Catholic Church.

ORDAINED A PRIEST 
He went to Rome in the following 

October where in the Academia Dei 
Nobili he had as companions the future 
cardinals. Manning, Howard, and 
Vaughan, along with Robert Isaac Wil- 
berforce (who had been Protestant 
Archdeacon of York) and some of his 
old Oxford friends. After four years’ 
study of theology he was ordained priest 
in 1850 and too the degree of 1 >octor of 
Theology at the beginning of 1857. In 
May of that year he left Rome, and in 
the following September he entered the 
novitiate of the Society of Jesus at 
Beaumont Lodge, near Windsor, where 
the Master of Novices was an Irishman, 
Father Thomas Tracy Clarke.

THE SPELL OP OOLKRIDGE 

There was there at the time an Irish 
novice of six months' standing who had 
more of the hero-worshipping instinct 
than his unemotional young comrades. 
To pass from the third to the first per
son—I was still under the spell of “ The 
Ancient Mariner," the name of Coleridge 
had a sacred sound in my ears. And 
here was a live Coleridge, son of the 
nephew of Samuel Taylor Coleridge him
self 1

I considered it a precious privilege to 
talk with our new novice, especially 
when walking through Windsor Forest 
or along the plain of Runnymede. Father 
Coleridge was a most faithful and exact 
novice, conforming scrupulously to all 
duties and regulations ; but I remember 
that from the very first he felt drawn to 
the A postdate of the Press as his 
special mission.

He spoke of Stanley’s “Life of Arnold " 
as an excellent form ol biography, weav
ing together the letters of tiie subject 
of the book and making him tell bis own 
story ; and he wished that some saints' 
lives could be written on this plan. 
Well, he lived to apply it to Saint Fran
cis Xavier and Saint Teresa. Another 
thing that he sometimes spoke of as de
sirable was a Domus Scriptorum which 
he would place near the British Museum, 
perhaps in his old • ome in Montagu 
Place. This idea he practically carried 
into effect.

and something sang in the air above his 
soft hat. It seemed to Father Bourke 
that his early mission days were come 
back. Of late years there had been no
thing to remind him of these keen mis
sions he had made, and bis discovery 
now brought a little shock. Yet it was 
not of his own danger he thought, but of 
the chance of not icaching the injured 
one in time. He did not stop to con
sider why he, the priest, should be pur
sued in peaceful times. He tbfew loose 
the rein, his knees pressed the ribs of 
the horse, and leaning out he whispered 
as the lover of horses knows how to

There was a quick bunching of 
muscles beneath him, a heave of the 
long limbs, and then horse and rider 
shot forward.

Over the hollows, over the hills ; the 
silvery safebush, the buffalo grass, the 
whole country seemed to swim and rock, 
as Father Bourke, always practical, 
prayed now for grace to keep his mount. 
What manner of beast was this horse of 
Feeley's? The miles tied by him as rods 
only, it seemed. No need now to think 
of the pursuer behind, no need to specu
late on what mistake or chance of his 
own sent him on this whirlwind ride. 
Though a practiced horseman, he felt 
himself grow sick with the whirling 
c auges as the great, keen animal found 
the trail up the mountain side and went 
thundering down on the farther slope. 
On the crazy downward trail the wester
ing sun fell, gold and crimson. Its royal 
splendor, associated always with peace 
and beauty, now came discordantly upon 
the tumult of the priest’s heart. Why, 
there must be urgent need, or such a 
winged-footed horse should 
been given him. To Father Bourke a 
man meant only a soul at such times, 
and the sour old hermit of the hills thus 
rose to equality with his fellows. The 
loss of a soul was the great calamity of 
the Palouse mission. Why had the 
shepherd been so slow and cold to seek 
him out before. All the human pathos, 
too of the hermit loneliness lay in the 
sunset lights, 
spitting fire on the stones, should miss 
the trail 1

Ah, he must leave those thoughts and 
be calm.
fell hack on the reins and spoke again 
to the horse whose great bounds short
ened to a canter as the cabin passed. 
The missionary left him in the twilight, 
and reeled back to the rancher’s hut.

There was such a hush and awe about 
the place as makes itself visible or 
audible in the homeliest and most 
wretched surroundings when the spirit 
of death is lingering or has hovered 
upon the place. And now in the twi
light about the rancher's shack came 
stealing on silent feet angels of darkness 
and of light that gather about a death
bed. The man who had been the mock 
and scorn of his kind, for his chosen 
isolation and ill-fellowship, had now his 
hour, and became a soul to wrestle for, 
to snatch back from the shadows within 
and without his heart.

WRITER AND EDITOR
Father Coleridge had already much 

experience as a magazine writer and 
editor. Ilis father before him had been 
editor of the Quarterly Review for a 
abort time between Gifford and Lock
hart, and had given way to the latter 
not quite willingly.

Father Coleridge at Oxford had taken 
part in founding The Guardian and had 
edited for a time The Christian Remem
brancer. His work on The Month from 
18(15 to 1881 was enormous in quantity 
aud very various and often of high 
quality. Yet with all this he fouud 
time to do admirable work in the pulpit 
and the confessional and in many other 
outlets of zeal ; and he composed inde
pendent volumes so numerous and so 
solid as to seem suflicient labor for a 
lifetime.

In the catalogue of the library of 
Trinity College, Dublin, there are one 
hundred and eighteen items attached to 
the name “ Coleridge " and of these 
thirty-four enumerate the writings of 
the Reverend Henry James Coleridge, 
S. J.

Ellen E. McPartlin
When the westbound local crawled 

into Palouse, Father Bourke, In the 
coach behind the box-cars had just fin
ished reading his copy of Magnificat, 
and as his eyes turned outward upon the 
ugly little station and the alkali lands
cape that stretched forward to his ter
minal ride, he pondered which articles 
he would reread. Then bis eyes, some
what tired with the glare and dust of 
the stuffy coach, suddenly kindled as a 
friendly pair looked straight into bis 
from the platform outside. .1 im Thorpe 
had been gazing vacantly at the passing 
windows of the westbound as he waited 
for his outgoing train, and his eyes now 
lit with answering gleam :

“ Father Bourke 1 
want to see," he cried, coming to the 
edge of the platform. He pulled a card 
from his vest pocket, with the nimble 
dispatch of a travelling salesman, bub
bling his news the while. He bad heard 
by chance that morning of an accident 
to a queer character, one MacDougal, 
living twenty five miles beyond Camas 
Prairie, the terminus.

The hermit came within the radius of 
Father Bourke's mission, aud he re
called at once the somber-eyed rancher 
who had always repelled his cherry ad- 

There was a vague rumor of a

woman's highest 
crown," said the papal delegate. “You 
Catholic women have a noble mission 
before you. Stand for the home and 
against every canker which seeks to 
assail or destroy it. Work, and encour
age men in their work, and you will <],. 
more toward bringing upon earth the 
kingdom of heaven than you can realize.

“Without a home man is devoid of the 
vital principle of human happiness. It 
is the home which is essentially the 
nation’s strength and all assaults 
the home are assaults upon the very 
heart of the nation.

“In every real Christian home there 
should 'be a mother ; without a moth« r 
the place is empty and dreary. A 
mother should rule the place to make it 
a true home. The three pillars which 
hold up a happy home and consequently 
the nation’s vitality are a worthy lather, 
a pious mother and an obedient child.

“It is the duty of the Catholic mother 
to realize her God-given mission. If 
women will always display their noble 
faculties in presiding like queen» over 
Christian households and in ordering 
all things with their native talent of in
ventiveness, taste and refinement, horm-p 
will possess an attractiveness and bright
ness which will bring comfort to all wh 
dwell therein aud which will 
from the dangerous seductions of the 
world."

am sure you would like it. All

THE POWER OF THE WEAK
Sister Teresa Helen clicked her signal, 

and the children rose from their knees 
and quietly settled themselves in their 
seats. They are the First Communion 
class of St. Mary’s Sunday school, and 
on the morrow, the beautiful feast of the 
Sacred Heart, they will receive for the 
first time Him Who said : “ Suffer little 
ones to come unto Me."

“ Now, my good children," said good 
Sister Teresa Helen, “ the great day for 
which you have been so earnestly pre
paring is at hand. All who have seen 
you during your little retreat have been 
very much edified, 1 am sure, by your 
recollected conduct, your fervor at your 
prayers aud your attention to the in
structions. I hope that none of you will 
break the silence of the retreat until 
after Mass to-morrow."

“ Do not forget," continued the good 
Sister, “ that you must be in this room 
at (i o'clock to-morrow morning. We 
will then say the concluding prayers of 
the Novena before going into the church. 
To-morrow will be the greatest and 
happiest day of your lives, and you must 
be sure to invite your parents to be 
present at the Mass. Remember, too, 
what 1 have said about asking their for
giveness for your past faults, promising 
them to be better children in the future, 
and kneeling and asking their blessing 
before leaving home in the morning. 
You are dismissed now. Good after-

upon
Just the man

PARENTS RECONCILED

Though his conversion has caused 
such distress to his parents, they were 
afterwards reconciled to the inevitable 
and doubtless were proud of their son’s 
splendid work as a Jesuit. None of his 
relatives, I think, followed him into the 
Church except two cousins, daughters 
of his uncle Francis George Coleridge. 
One of these became a religious of the 
Order of our Lady of Reparation. Lord 
Coleridge and his brother were tenderly 
attached to each other from first to 
last.

vances.
“ story " in the man’s past—of a family 
quarrel, an estrangement from an only 
brother—the priest had hardly heeded 
the gossip. MacDougal had taken Gov
ernment land in the hills long before 
there had been a mission as Camas 
Prairie. The missionary had pitied the 
lonely, brooding man, yet he had bided 
calmly, knowing that the plans of God 
brood too in the alkali solitude.
“Queer old duck 1" |the “drummer' 

was saying, “ I guess he’ll have to hand 
in his aooounts^now. When 1 heard of 
him 1 hoped I'd have the luck to strike 
you here, Father, on your way back 
from the city. I guess it’s in your line 
all right—a sick call ?"

For a few moments, then there were 
two busy men in the quiet little place, 
for the salesman was fat, and the priest 
still and oldish, ana there was i eeiey, 
the livery man at Camas Prairie, to he 
’phoned, in order that a rig should 
ready for the priest at the end of the 
line.

save men
not have

What more shall be told here of that 
very holy and richly gifted man, Henry 
James Coleridge ? I hope to have an
other opportunity of proving that this 
grand nephew of the Ancient Mariner 
was far more a poet than has hitherto 
been suspected even by those who knew 
him best ; but at present I will hurry on 
to the end.

In 1881 Father Coleridge resigned 
the editorship of The Mouth in order to 
devote the remnant of his delining 
health to bis great and voluminous work, 
“ The Life of our Lord.” He continues 
courageously this great labor of love, 
even alter a paralytic seizure m iodv ; 
and he had the happiness of printing it 
before passing happily away in his 
seventieth year, April 13, 1893.

He had been a devout and laborious 
priest of the Society of Jesus for thirty- 
six years. On his mortuary card was 
very appropriately printed the cry of 
the Penitent Thief which he has placed 
as his motto on all his writings : “ Lord, 
remember me when Thou shalt come 
into Thy Kingdom."

He is at rest from his labors, but his 
works have followed him. To him also 
his mericiful Judge has said “ Bene 
scripsisti de me ; and in his full measure 
he has received St. Thomas’ reward.— 
Rev. Matthew Russell, S. J., in The 
Magnificat.

Woman suffrage was dealt a blow 
by the Central Verein.

The introduction of a resolution on 
the woman suffrage question was the 
signal for a heated discussion. The 
verein went on record as opposed to 
activity of women in social and econo
mic issues. In a resolution which 
adopted the members of the verein de
clared that the sphere- of woman is the

What if those hoofs,

noon, and God bless you."
In such an assemblage of children 

there are always two or three whom one 
uauaraliy siugiet* out iruui the real. No 
one could fail to notice the sweet little 
face of Catherine Crane as she filed with 
her companions into the street. She 
was the eldest of the five children of 
Charles Crane and Mary Kelly Crane.

Her father was not a Catholic, and 
while he manfully kept the promise he 
made at the time of his marriage, and 
permitted the children to be baptized 
and brought up in the Catholic faith he 
would not allow them to attend the 
parochial school, saying that he wished 
his “ children to be able to earn their 
living, and religion never earned bread 
for any one except the priests aud nuns.”

Like many others, when Mary Kelly 
married Charles Crane she hoped that in 
time he would embrace Catholicity, but 
thus far all her efforts to convert him 
had been in vain. Unlike many others 
in her position, ^however, she did not 
drift away from the Church herself. 
She was very faithful in the practice of 
her religions duties, and saw to it that 
the little ones were carefully brought 
up in their holy faith. She never ceased 
to pray for the conversion of her hus
band, and taught their children to pray 
for him, too.

MaoDong.1 bad been found unoon- , ™8’C™r8e' T"
scion, at the foot of the rocky ravine -structed m the rudiments o her relig- 
nearthe spring. It was evident that he ion'. and' ‘T”? ol a untie, loving dia
lled slipped and fallen upon the jagged p08ltlun.; »*'r“'6 er,el to ber
stones below. To reach the fountain young heart that her father was not a 
head of the spring needed careful pick- Ct Teresa Helen
ing of steps, and the rancher had been ? artfth® n.,,Tcna ,n tTor th®S“l?.re? 
fu‘ once too careless. Always before >leart a?d ,P/®P"a“on 
the accident however he had been Communion of the children, little Cath- surien^d6 remohv0edeT'spirit fri" hT. -touce determined to pray for the

fellows, and now one might not be sure “nTer,i™ ,h®r fa "or above all else, 
that it was the gash on the forehead that 8h«. oonflded h° ■m.ten‘i?n *? her S'1™1 
dulled and veiled his soul behind those m°kar' "h° a>8° °1?<* i.n‘he noy™a; 
staring eyes. MacDougal seemed con- har y n the morning of the eventful 
scions blit unresponsive. The doctor, day Mrs. Crane wakened Catherine, and 
who had been some hours with the man 8o0n hadher dr688®d ,n h” ht« ® wbl«e 
felt a keen professional interest in Sown “d ™>< a“d When she
arousing the patient, but to the ", “ °h,ar=h thJ'
priest there seemed just then nothing ?hlld kne!t f.heI, mother, feet and, 
whatever in the world to be desired haying asked her forgiveness for any 
more than to call intelligence back to paln 8h= h,d caU8ed her ln tlie pa8t- 
that face for a few moment,. bt*fd her bl«8'“B.

“ He talked a bit, when I tlrst got him . The p“r ™otber °.ould no‘fetaln b« 
in,” said the doctor, “ but he seems to g|, ‘ fan e™ h6 h?d of
sink it's not alt due to the injury. If tbS ™6' "be 8a‘d between sob, : 
you can't help him, I can't.” ‘ Rod bless an d keep my little girl."

He went outside and talked through , t,8,ne ffrMn ber kuees wUh a look of 
the little open easement as he spied the determination on her litt e face and 
drooping head of the tired horse, beyond ™"rro"rlne apra>'(‘r. Catherine ran from 
in the twilight : I tb« r00"'- a“d B°inS 8traiSbt >'■bed

“ The horse is old, I see-hum, hum- ] wbe™ ,h” !atbe.r lying asleep she
stood at the foot of it and called gently : 

“ Papa, papa ; please wake up."
Mr Crane opened his eyes and, look

ing in the direction whence the voice 
j came, thought an angel stood at the foot 
of ,his bed, so sweet and pure did the 
little girl look in her pretty white dress 
her golden curls hanging down her 
hack. Seeing that her father was awake, 
Catherine approached the side of the 
bed and knelt down.

The cabin was at hand. He THE MIRACLE OF IRELAND
“The other day,” said Cardinal Moran 

in a recent address, “I read in a discus
sion the remarks

be

made by an English
man, and a member of Parliament, who 
said: ‘Ireland is a miracle!' That was a 
short phrase: still it was very emphatic 
and one that could not be excelled, la 
the first place, Ireland was a miracle by 
the fact of the apostolate of St. Patrick, 
who in his short life gathered the whole 
of the country into the field of the Cath
olic Church. A second feature was the 
fact that Ireland was a sanctuary of 
enlightenment and divine truth, and its 
people became so enthusiastic in the 
paths of virtue that Ireland became 
known as the Isle of Saints. Another 
feature was the wonderful missionary 
spirit which led the sons o! Ireland to 
the various countries of Europe 
run by barbarians, aud there to spread 
the blessings of enlightenment and re
ligion, and to give to those nations true 
Christian civilization. Then came the 
miracle of Job. They had read of that 
great patriarch, who in the midst of 
his prosperity had been reduced to the 
greatest sufferings and humiliations, an 4 
yet submitted to God’s will. So, too, in 
Ireland, after three centuries of English 
invasion and persecution, Ireland re
tained its faith and devotion to God. 
That was its fourth feature. A fifth 
feature of the miracle was the heroism 
and devotion of the martyrs of Ireland 
which could not be surpassed. And the 
sixth feature was more remarkable. It 
was Ireland coming forth from the tomb. 
Daring the past hundred years, Ireland 
had laid aside its sorrows to rejoice in 
the path of piety and faith, to spread 
out in every country the blessings of 
religion. Any one who looked forward 
to the decay of the Irish race would 
look in vain. It was an old saying that 
St. Patrick had prayed that the Irish 
race would retain its faith to the last 
day of Judgment, and I may tell my good 
friends here that when they see the tra
ditions of the Irish race beginning to 
decay, they may look out for a safe 
spot, as the end of the world is coming."

From the strain of sudden hurry at a 
station where the natives were perish
ing of intertia, the missionary’s nerves 
were still in a flutter as he settled back 
in his coach just as it got under way. 
The voice of Feeley on the phone yet 
rang in his ears. The best horse life in 
the stable would await Father Bourke, 
saddled and bridled, at the curb. 
Feely had never yet failed Father 
Bourke, aud the priest had never yet 
lost a race with death. Already his 
mind went forward to the long rough 
stretch of uneven country between the 
terminal station and the hermit's cabin, 
while his coach bumped along behind 
the car of live stock and the locomotive. 
He lived through all the jolts of the 
trail, through the hills, and fretted at 
the unresponsive slowness of the local 
train service. Adding to the irritation 
of this enforced leisureliness of motion 
came the conversation of two men seat
ed before him who discussed speed, but 
with different outlook and motive. 
They were talking of the morrow's races 
at the carnival at Camas Prairie : “I’m 
putting mine on Marvin’s gray mare," 
one was saying.

The other winked wisely with both

There was a doctor beside the an
kempt cot— sent there by the same 
chance that brought the message to the 
priest. He had made MacDougal com
fortable in body, but for the deeper 
trouble he could devise nothing. Dr. 
Anderson commiserated the priest :

“ Too late, I'm afraid ! he doesn't 
seem to understand—or he doesn't care 
to live, perhaps. But I’ll make way for 
you."

MATERIALISM TIIE 
DANGERby the persevering use of prayer—the 

power of the weak.—Virginia Stone in 
the Messenger of the Sacred Heart.

ARCHBISHOP FALCONIO SAYS 
CIVILIZATION IS THREATENED. 
EXTOLS MOTHERHOOD. CON
VENTION AGAINST WOMEN 
SUFFRAGE

STORY OF FR. HENRY 
JAMESCOLERIGE, S. J.

GRAND NEPHEW OF AUTHOR OF 
THE TALE OF THE ANCIENT 
MARINER. CONVERSION TO 
FAITH AND LITERARY 
LABORS

Unrest and revolutionary tendencies 
in the industrial, political, educational 
and religious activities of many nations 
were condemned and the nations 
warned against future degraduation in 
an interview given by Diomede Falconio, 
papal delegate to the United States, 
upon his arrival in Chicago recently 
to attend the |flfty-sixth annual 
convention of the Federated German 
Catholic societies of the United States.

“The sense of unrest is the chief 
characteristic of our age," said the 
Archbishop. “It permeates the atmos
phere of our educational, political, in
dustrial and commercial world. The 
distrust prevailing among nations, 
which leads to revolutionary movements 
and wars, manifests the extent of the 
unrest as does the avidity for wealth 
which leads to the accumulation of 
colossal fortunes, to the detriment of 
rational distribution of goods, and as 
does also the abuse of personal liberty 
which leads men to disregard the rights 
of others and to neglect the duties con
nected with their own state.

“There seems to be a determination of 
our age not only to inherit the evils of 
all preceding times but to do away with 
the supernatural entirely. New sop
hisms of surprising ingenuinity 
added and new seductive arts are inven
ted to augment worn out arguments of 
assault which were a thousand times 
victoriously refuted, ail in the hope of 
bringing into submission the simplejand 
unwary.

“The efforts of enemies of religion and 
moral order have in some measure been 
successful in some Christian nations and 
there godless schools have been opened, 
religious practices discredited, monastic 
and religious institutions suppressed 
and a systematic persecution is going on 
even at present against whatever is 
allied with Christian teaching. What 
is to be the end of this un-Christian and 
ungodly movement ? If it be true that 
history repeats itself, what a terrible 
warning should he for us the downfall of 
those nations which, after having been 
enlightened by Christian religion aban
doned it 1

“As soon as Asia and Africa closed 
their eyes to the light of the gospel, 
which had civilized and made them 
great, they fell back to their primitive 
degradation and for centuries have re
mained engulfed in darkness into which 
they fell. Unfortunate nations, what 
lias become of their Christian glory. 
God forbid that such be the fate of any 
other Christian nations."

The Delegate gave out the following 
message to Germans :

“We take the same interest in the 
developemeut of the Federation of Ger 
man Catholic Societies as we do for all 
other similar Btsneiatiuns whose aim is 
the religious, moral and social ameliora
tion of t be people. As to the German 
people in particular I do believe that 
their inborn respect for authority and 
order, their love of domestic life, their 
strong religious sentiment and their 
earnestness and seriousness of character 
are traits which lead us 4o admire and

“ I tell yuh something," he volun
teered, “ the old favorite is good enough 
yet for me—what ? Mack wouldn’t 
bring Oregon John clear from the Snake 
River for nothing. There's ginger yet 
in old Oregon John."

Father Bourke, smiling patiently, 
again let his thoughts drift to the scene 
he could anticipate at Camas — the 
street carnival, the “ events,” the rural 
crowds, his recollection of the once- 
fauious race-horse Oregon John, from up 
river, now outrun by age. These turf- 

were disputing warmly the chances 
for a final show of the old power in the 
famous horse. Father Bourke was think
ing pensively of his own failing power, 
creeping age, as he felt still the shock 
of the unexpected sick call and the 
comical haste, and thought ol the sever
ity aud the doubtful results of his even
ing ride. Of course Feely knew a 
saduleborse—a good one at that—was 
better for the trail than a rig ; still— 

Tbe little priest edged out through a 
small mob when the train stopped. Pas
sengers hurried to alight as though the 
traiu or the terminus could not wait 
their leisure. Feeley was looking with 
ferret eyes for the priest, but Father 
Bourke uad slipped oil on a hide street 
to get his Hatchel from the house, and 
the stableman missed him. lie was at 
the barn before Feeley returned, and 
found a big brown horse, saddled 
bitted, aud held by a boy whose raiment 
seemed fitting to the rural carnival ol 
the streets. Father Bourke snatched 
the rein with a word of thanks to the 
astonished >outb, lluug himself into the 
saddle aud bore westward.

It seemed to him that as hejleftthe 
confines of the village behind him, a 
hubbub aud an outcry aud a repeated 
shout arose, borne brawling back at 
the carnival grounds, no doubt ; Father 
Bourke could uot now throw hit» atten
tion backward to the village when swift 
hoofs were beating beneath him aud his 
heart leaped with them.

“ Feeley’s the ne lad 1" murmured the 
rider gratefully.

The hills of southern Washington are 
treeless aud dusty. Where travel has 
woru away the buuch-grass the alkali 
dust rises like a flue white ash in clouds 
that envelop tbe hurrying horseman. 
Father B.»urke’s trail ran now in the 
draw between the hills where he saw 
nothing out the stunted sage hursh wall
ing him ni ou the slant sides ; anon it 
took him to the top of some gradual ele
vation from the height ot which he 
might catch a refreshing glimpse of dis
tance, aud the blue mountains on the 
Oregon side of the border.

On the summit of one such rise, he 
looked behind him on a sudden impulse. 
The frontiersman knows iutntitively of 
pursuit. Not far behind him a lone 
horseman came at a speed that rivaled 
his own, and that somehow boded trouble. 
And as he looked a pulling cloud of 
white smoke rose above the dust cloud

It is more than fifty years since I re
ceived one of the special graces of my 
life in being admitted to the friendship 
of Father Coleridge, and it is already 
eighteen years since his eminently use
ful life came to an end. It is full time, 
therefore, to fulfill a purpose that 1 have 
long cherished of paying an affectionate 
tribute to his memory.

Father Coleridge inherited a great 
name. His greatness is for most per
sons concentrated in the gifted but far 
from faultless man to whom DeQuincey, 
with amiable exaggeration, attributed 
the possession of “the most spacious in
tellect, the subtlest and most compre
hensive, that ever existed among men."

NOTEWORTHY HEARER OF NAME Would FallSamuel Taylor Coleridge, however, 
was not the first noteworthy bearer of 
the name, nor was he the last. His son 
Hartley was a true poet also aud almost in a Fainta man of genius ; and 

before
after him, were remarkable in 
various ways. The present (second) 
Lord Coleridge has published a very in
teresting book called “The Story of a 
Devonshire House" which might very 
well have been called “The Coleridges, 
by Lord Coleridge, K. C."

This King's Counsel was the first to 
continue practising at the Bar alter be
coming a peer. He is now a judge, like 
his father and grandfather before him. 
This portly volume gives an extremely 
interesting account of this remarkable 
family, beginning with the Rev. John 
Coleridge who was appointed headmaster 
of the King's School aud Vicar of Ottery 
St. Mary’s in the year 1700. He had 
eight sous, of whom the youngest was 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, whom his 
family considered a disgrace and an in
cumbrance. The real maker of the 
family was an elder brother, James, who 
managed on an income of 83,590 a year 
to send three of his six sons to Eaton, 
four to the universities, to train one for 
the army and another for the navy, and 
one for the profession of solicitor.

his kinsfolktoo late this time, 1 guess."
And within, Father Bourke was think-

. f

When She Attempted to Work, so 
Exhausted was the Nervous 

System

ing:
“ We are getting old, indeed—too late 

perhaps for once—
llis lips took on a weary line of age.

And presently it was not too late 
after all.

It was a sad confession, however, that 
the old missionary heard, with the hu
man plaint of a man weary with age 
and grief as well as soul-struggle. The 
last of the sunset light had strained 
through the window bars to rest ou the 
stick man’s face, before Father Bourke 
aud the Aid he brought had lulled hu
man longings to the background of a 
brighter hope. Yet the face on the cot 
showed no wish to rally back to life, the 
hermit, a child again, lay drifting with 
the sunset, calling for the brother who 
had never forgiven him, insisting that 
“ Alec" must come before he could de-

The Feeble. Wasted Nerves Were 
Restored and Revitalized by

“ Please, papa, forgive me for all the 
times 1 have been bad and made you 
cross, and I promise you I will try to be 
a better girl. A nd, papa, this is my 
First Communion day, and Sister said 
we must ask our father and mother for 
their blessing. Won’t you please give 
me your blessing, papa ?”

When Mr. Crane recovered from his 
surprise, he said with a little bitter-

“ You don’t want my blessing. Get 
your mother's. She’s a Catholic, and 
I’m not."

“ But you are my papa, and I want my 
papa's blessing," persisted the little 
one. “ Please, papa, be kind to-day and 
give me your blessing. Oh, papa, I’m so 
happy, amd it will make me sad if you 
do not bless me. Mamma did."

“ Well, ain’t that enough for you ? 
Besides, I don’t know how you Catholics 
bless," remonstrated Mr. Crane.

“ Oh, that is easy," said little 
Catherine, nothing daunted. “ Just put 
your hand on my head and say, ‘God 
bless my little girl,’ and then kiss me."

Mr. Crane was not prout against the 
pleadings of tbe little one. Tears rose 
to his eyes, and for perhaps the first 
time in his life he felt a respect for holy 
things as he placed his hand on his little 
girl’s head.

“ God bless you, my little one," he 
said iu a broken voice, and kissed the 
sweet lips.

Having gained so much, the little one 
was encouraged to dare more.

DR. CHASE S 
NERVE FOOD

Nervous prostration is a terrible 
disease to all who understand its 
symptoms. At times the sufferer feels 
comparatively well, but with slight ex
ertion the dreadful helplessness returns 
and all strength and vitality seems to 
leave the system.

This letter from Mrs. Martin very 
well describes the terrible condition in 
which many a sufferer finds herself. 
She also tells how she regained health 
and strength by using Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food after all other treatments had 
failed.

Mrs. Edwin Martin, Ayr’s Cliff, Que., 
writes:—"Before I began using Dr. 
Chase’s Nerve Food I was in a terrible 
condition from nervous exhaustion and 
prostration. Dizzy spells would come 
over me and I would fall to the floor. 
The weakness was so great that I could 
not so much as sweep the floor without 
fainting, but the nerve food helped me 
after the doctors failed. It has done 
wonders in building up ray nervous 
system.
imw and washing, and feel that this 
great medicine has been a God send to 
me. I think it is the best of medi
cines."

Dr. Chase’s Nervo Food, 50c a box, 
0 for 82 50, at. all dealers or Edmanson, 
Bates it Co., Limited, Toronto.

LITERARY LABORS

The few years which he spent as pro
fessor at St. Beuno’s near St. Asaph in 
North Wales, were a further preparation 
for his chief literary work ; for the chair 
entrusted to him was that of Sacred 
Scripture. Here after five years separa
tion I joined him again. He was already 
exercising his literary gifts in The 
Dublin Review. Besides many elabor
ate articles, such as a criticism of Re
nan's Vie de Jesus and another of the 
letters of Saint Teresa, he undertook 
the charge of the miscellaneous reviews 
which he made a most important depart-

But he did not sympathize with all 
the views of the editor and proprietor 
of the Review, Dr. W.G. Ward ; and he 
was no doubt glad to obtain the direc
tion of on independent literary organ 
belonging to the Society of .1 esus. Even 
during the first six months in which 
The Mouth was nominally edited by 
Miss Taylor (afterwards Mother Magda
len, Foundress of the Poor Servants of 
the Mother of God) Father Coleridge 
had a considerable share m it ; and the 
very first art «’le of No. 1 was his. The 
expenses of even those first six months 
were defrayed by the Society.

Outside came suddenly the thud of 
hoofs and an angry voice, so loud that 
the sick man rose on his elbow to listen, 
and the priest went to the door.

Mild Doctor Anderson fronted a very 
angry man in the dusk, whose hard- 
riddeu horse stood panting almost as the 
mysterious whirlwind steed had done.

The big browu horse came whinnying 
to the newcomer, aud the doctor ex
claimed with a shout :

“ Why, indeed it is Oregon John l"
And then he explained to the priest 

who joined them.
“I 'phoned Feeley for a horse, and this 

one was ready—” began Father Bourke, 
who was recalling the oddly dressed boy 
at the curb.

The newcomer snorted an angry laugh.
“ You borrowed the best racer entered 

for tomorrow."
"This," said the pacific doctor, “is 

MacDougal, of Snake River, the owner 
of Oregon John and Spider—"

JOHN TAYLOR COLERIDGE 

One of these six sons of Captain James 
Coleridge—was John Taylor Coleridge, 
nephew of Samuel Taylor Coleridge, and 
father of our Henry James Coleridge, who 
was thus the poet’s grandnephew.

He was one of the three who went to 
Eton and Oxford, and he worked strenu
ously in both places. Very slowly he 
made hist way at the Bar, eking out his 
scanty income by writing for the 
Quarterly Review. He was married to 
Mary Buchanan in 1818.

His first son was to be the first Ixird 
Coleridge. His second, Henry James 
Coleridge, was born September 20, 1822. 
The “Life and Letters" of jthe elder 
brother, written and edited admirably 
in two large volumes by Mr. Ernest 
Hartley Coleridge, gives us little infor-
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