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g In Memoriam
OF.MRS. M’GRATH, MATHEW M'GRATH, AND
MIS8 E. BLAKE, WHO WERE KILLE
¢ DEC. 25, 1880.

Lay the sod gently upon the fresh mould.
For b«en;guh lie our loved ones silent and
co 2
Breathe a sad requiem over each grave—
That lgncloscﬂ the heart of the faithful and
rave. .

A fond, noble husband,'
young wife,

Have been snatched from this earth in the
springtime of life,

In the midst of their pleasure—to be robed in

; the shroud,

#Oh ' why should the spirit of mortal be

proud ?”?

andf,hls gentle

Two other dear friends have been hurrled
away
Bre the ‘morn of their young lives had
_ flushedinto day,
8till is thy heart, Matt : hushed is thy mirth,
Never again shall we see you on earth.

And ;till there’s anot.her, a s2hoolmate so
ear,
‘Who in memory’s fond wanderings will ever
be near.
@one from this earth, gone, and so soon,
AS a b?‘ylm-mm that fadeth ere it reaches its
yloom.

May God in his pity comfort this day,

Those w'io weep broken-hearted for friends
called away;

May they look up to Heaven, far above the
cold rod,

Where in happiness ever they reign with
heir God. M.

‘Wardsville, Jan. 10th, 1880.

WOMEN OF FRANCE.

The ‘“Eldest Daughter of the Chureh”
the Mighty Mother of *‘Yaliant
Women.”

THE AMAZONS OF BELLEVILLE.

In many ways and woids it has well and
often been said that women’s best excels
man’s best and becomes more angelic
than "human, and that woman’s worst
sinks below man’s worst in a correspond-
ing degree, and may reach a depth of
cruelty and evil where human nature is
almost;lost for something lower. In a
géneral manmner, the women of a nation
collectively are apt to showfthe world the
same extiemes of good and evil, when a
critical time throws out in strong relief
the lights and shades. They divide into
factions with the men of their day, show
throuch a more delicate and easily-influ-
enced’medium the spirit of the time, and
probably, if events become sufficiently ex-
citing, some individuals are found to mark
their course by action in either extreme,
At this moment, while the Republic of
France. is divided against itself and falling,
while it plungzes the nation more and more
into a war of persecutivn, we see in that
country the division of the time strongly
marked by the opposite extremes reached
by the women of Frauce—the old France
whose hope is rooted in faith and suffer-
ing, and that new-fangled Fiance whose
dream is Commuuism. On the one hand,
we see the petroleuses of 1871 again muster-
ing in the light—the amazons who, jas
any one who knows the streets of Paris at
the time can vouch, were more terrible
of aspect and more ruthless in deeds than
the men of the barricades. The Com-
munist citoyennes must by this time share
the common dishonor with them, for they
have become an undistinguishable crowd;
and the large part tasen by women in
every public demonstration of French
Radicalism is one of the most confirmed
and most repulsive features of the grow-
ing Communist agitation. Last mouth wit-
nessed one of those now frequent demon-
strations, when,  on Sunday, Dec. 5,
some

FOUR THOUSAND COMMUNISTS

at Moutmartre assembled te weleome the
notorious Louis Michel, late of the con-
viet setilenent, New Caledonia, and for-
merly of Paris. The bust of the Republic
wearing the Phrygain cap, and the dis-
plav of red and black banners, dated 1871,
were prominent characteristics of this, as
of so many other meetings called together
to fan the smouldering fires of that evil
year. With the nltra-Radicals of such as-
semblages M. Gambetta has long been a
condemued Reactionist, the war-cry in a
public hall and in the open streets, is Vave
la Commune! Vive la Revolution Sociale!
The Communarda of’ 71 are martyrs, and
the womeu of the strong-armed and strong-
minded type like Louis Michel are exalted
a8 heroines. The woman of the Commune
is one of the most unnatural monstrosities
that the Revolution has yet brought into
being. The ordinary typical specimen of
the race begins in her cwn person “the
social revolution.” It is well if, like the
wife of the Communist Humbert, she
mates “under the majesty of the civil law,
united in its name to some red-handed
hero of her choice after a chapter or two
of the Civil Code has been read aloud in
the mairie. The typical citoyenne is a
woman who despises even such a contract;
who makes platform speeches and wrongs
hkersex b advocating unwomanly “right;”
who becomes a mother, and gives up her
children to be henccforth public property
educated in common, the children not of
her but of State; who, finally, shouts the
“Marseillaise’” in the streets, is abroad in
a moment at the smell of blood and the
noise of musketry, and literally helps, rifle
in“hand, to man the barricade. Itisa
hideous picture. On the other hand, side
by side with them in the crush of life, and
yet at extremest distance, are the wonien
of the France of faith and suffering.
That

“ELDEST DAUGHTER OF THE CHURCH”

is "stiil what she has always been—the
mighty mother of generations of “valiant
women.” rrom her have sprung the
majority of those orders that have sought
out with compassion every depth of hu-
man suffering; and if from France had
arisenl no other religions sisterhood than
that of the Sisters of St Vincent de Paul,
that vast army banded together iu world-
wide charity would alone be suflicient to
lace beyond all human praise the woman-
inod of Firance, and the heroic spirit of
the country whenee so magnificent an or-
ganization arose. It would furnish abun-
dant foud for thought and for sorrow if
any one was to contrast the present posi-
tion of the sisterhoods of France, and the
freedom of the speechifying women of the
Social Revolution, whom it is almost an
indignity to name in the same breath
with them. Bult it is not our intention to
do more than suggest that painful con-
trast. Rather we would point out what
hopeful lights we ean trace in so dark a
picture. Itisnot only those bound by
religious ‘vows who form the extreme
opposite ¢ e Wiet repulsive proviict of

the revolution. As every one knows,
frivolity, half-heartedness and worldliness
are words but too characteristic of a great

‘number of even well-meaning Freuch-

women. But—some standing firmly
among the glittering crowd, and many
more hidden in thousands behind 1t—there
are the true danghters of the grand old
Catholic nation, the mothers and guar-
dians of generationsthat will learn wisdom
from the miseries of this. The mother’s
character too purely admirable to be known
or appreciated abroad, her natural gifts
held uncousciously a d undeveloped; the
strength of soul that made her a “valiant
wom n”’ in untold warfare of prayer, toil
and suffering—all these gifts are the birth-
right of her sous, and there are few of the
world’s ‘master minds that have not ac-
knowledged a debt of gratitude to the un-
conscious mother in whom all that was
best and greatest' began for ‘them. The
trials of the present hour are precisely of
the kind that strengtheus aud develops all
that is noblest in those prayerful daughters
of France. Devotedness is never at its
strongest till some form of sorrow has
touched what she loves. We can imagine
a hero who has not suffered; but there
was never yet a heroic character in woman
without

THE HEROISM OF SUFFERING AND COMPAS-

SION.

There can be no doubt, then, that how-
ever much the present times may increase
the number of Amazons of Belleville, on
the other hand, the opposite extreme, the
true heroines of Frunce, will infallibly
gather in greater numbers for the present
rescue and the future glory of their coun-
try; and many a Frenchwoman will be
startled out of half-heartedness and apathy
by the shock of open persecution leveled
against the Church, which hitherto she had
scarcely recoguized as a reality in the
world. “Among the many types of the
noble extreme of Christian womanhood,
there is one that recurs to our mind as

especially refreshing after our g ance at
the un-Christian type. Last Swmmer,

when the churches of the Society of Jesus
were closed before the feast of the founder,
there were some good hands who, when
the day came, honored even the deserted
homes whence the Master had been
exiled. They heaped flowers and wove
chaplets to Le hung against the sealed
doors; and, that the labor of love might
not be undone by impious hands, some
humble work woman sat all day close by,
working and keeping watch. What an
exquisite ideal of womanhood rises to
mind with that picture—the closed portal
loaded with branches and blossoms, the
patient sorrowful workers, waiting oat
the daylight by the barred doors whence
“they have taken Him away!”

It is of such material as this that the
great heroines of France were made. The
shepherdess Genevieve, feeding the starv-
ing city from her virgin hands, saving its
inhabitants from the barbarian horde by
the might of penance—she was only in
outward aspect another such as these, a
humble, faithful “daughter of the people.”
And in after days the Maid of Domremy,
who became the glory of her nation, was,
as her crowning glorv, no Amazon, but a
veritable woman. The old chroniclers
tell us of Jeanue, “moult belle, de grande
force et puissance;” they describe her
splendor, mounted and e¢lad in white
armor, wearing at her side the sword
found mysteriously in St. Catherine de
Fierdo’s. But they also tell us it wasnot
the sword, but her bauner, that she loved
—the standard whereon was typified the
Almighty holding the world, and on the
other side the virgin ot virgins; and her
contemporaries who saw aud heard her re-
cord that her appearance, strong and
“moult belle,” was perfectly feminine,
and that the voice that moved armies w s
the simple voice of a woman. The maid-
en-warrior who delivered France from
peril had nothing whatever in common
with the mhsculine heroines of these days;
but she had much in common with thuse
humble women, working aud praying in
the street beside their flower offerings,
and silently taking to heart their country’s
sorrow, and with the illustrious Duchess
whose words, uttered before one of her
count.y’s tribunals, we record this week:
“Ten years ago I was able to give the life
of my sons for France; to-day they would
tear from us the souls of our children; as
a mother, as a Christian and as a French-
woman, I protest against these odious
acts.” Well might her eloquent advocate
say of this noble lady, “Her sons were
worthy of her—she is worthy of her sons.”
—London Tablet, Dec. 11.

THE NUN OF KENMARE.

A STIRRING LETTER ON THE IRISH QUES-
TION.

Messrs. Editors:—I write to ask those of
your readers who wish for shamrocks from
Ireland for St. Patrick’s Day to give me
timely notice. Dean Swift said that the
only thing in Ireland not taxed in his day
was the air. Well, that is taxed now as
far as possible, for an attempt has been
made by our paternal Government to pre-
vent meetings in the open wir for the dis-
cussion of Irish grievances, but the sh m-
rocks as yet are tree. let me add that
even this may not continue, since peri-
winkles have been taxed by an i)l ish
landlord. Possibly you may counsider this
an exaggeration, but the statement is not
mine. It was published in the English
Daily News by the special correspondent of
that paper, which, as you {)robztbly know,
is the London organ of the English Lib-
eral party. He says these Irish landlords
cared very little so long as he found fault
with the people, or described them as dirty
or lazy; but the mowment he says one word
of a landlord they stick up their bristles
like hedge hogs. And it is true, as [ know
to my bitter cost. What a judgment there
will be one day on thes: miserable men,
who have though% of nothing bat their
own gain and greed, and have left God’s

oor to live or die like dogs—like dogs, I

ave said, but, alas, no. Euglish dogs
have comforts and luxuries that are utterty
denied to the poor Inish,

I am suffering now for my defence of
the poor, but I am content to suffer, still T
am begiuning to be well-nigh worn out
with 1t. I would need strong men to
bear the brunt of sueh a battle. I have
been ' bitterly attacked in the English
papers becausé' I fed and clothed "the
poor in the famine with your munificent
&I, ) :

Yet in the very same paper where Lord
Lansdowne’s vrother so bisterly attacks me

for feeding the poor, Vietor Hugo is
praised for doing the same thing in Eng-
land. 8o I have asked, is there on law of
charity in Eugland and another for Ire-
land ? I have said, it may seem uncharit-
able, but there are times when truth is the
most
lieve Irish landlords, Catholic and Protes-
tant, would rather their tenants had died
in the famine than to have had them fed.
Next, I am threatened with assassination,
the reason being plainiy told in the threat-
ening letters I have received. They say
it i3 because "I have written so much
against Irish land agents. Well, I have
only one life to'give, and excépt for the
sin of which the assassins would be_guilvy,
I would rejoice to give that life for Ire-
land. But when there is so much said
about threatening letters being sent to
Irelaud, it should be remembered that it
remained. for Euglish people to. send
threatening letters to a woman and a nun.

But there'is, if possible, still more to be
told, and if I write for true things it is
simply the think such matters cannot be
known too publicly and widely as they
show the true state of Euglish opinion
about Ireland, and how hopeless, how al-
most impossible, it is to get jusiice from
England. My books have hitherto sold
very largely in England, but yesterday I
received a letter from an Engltsh publisher
to say a number of gentlemen, some of
them I regret to say English Catholies, had
called on%:im and insisted that my books.
should not be kept on sale. So I am
“Boy:otted.” I needscarcely sa that this
is a heavy loss, both to theconvent aud to
the poor, bus what do these people care.
The bitterness that exists against Ireland
in England to-day, is beyond all that you
could possibly imagine, and I am made to
bear the full torrent of it.

I beg you prayers, Ged knows I need
them, 1t is hard for a weak woman to stem
such a torront. I ask your alms, God
knows I need them, for all English sources
of charity are closed to me aund the poor,
Gods own dear poor,whom [ love so dearly,
must be che sufferers,

I dread the coming of the post morning
after morning, for oue day letters arc more
bitter than another, aud I awm daily get-
ting appeals for help from the poor who
are living on what Enylish dogs would not
live on, and yet I have nothing to give
them. In ope of the great famines after
Cromwell desolated Ireland, our poor peo-
ple were obliged to live on grass and
shamrocks. This is stated by an Eoglish
authority. Wellif the great Irishsozieties
and the great benevolent American sucie-
ties would sexd me a dollar from each
member, I would send them al rge box of
shamrocks, and so we could live on sham-
rocks again ! I hope for the last time, for
England must no longer be allowed to
keep the Irish living on public charty.
To-day I have a letter from -an Eunglish
Protestant gentleman, who ~aid he admired
my works of benevolence, and who gave
me large and generous help, especially av
Christmag, for ears, but now he will
give no more because he says I am shoot-
ing poisoncd arrows from Kenware at
Englind, aud yet I have tried to be studi-
ously moderate in what I have said of
landlords and land agents. To-day, also,
I have had a most bitter letter from a most

influential English Catholie, one of those
who are tryivg to bave my booKks *“Boy-
cotted” in England. He is furious be-
cause I wrote an article in the great French
Catholic paper the Univers on the state of
Ireland and told the truth. Your authority,
hesays,wiilgo outallover the Continent,
that Lrish landlords arve treating their ten-
ants unjustly, and that, of course, what I
say will be believed.

Icannot conclude without a mast urgent
entreaty to the American people to sup-
port the Land Lea.ue. If America knew
the tyranny to which Ireland is subject, T
believe there is not in Ametica mau, wo-
man orchild who wouid not support this
orgamization. One thing is certain—that
the Irish in America should suppors it
even as a national benefit. Every d)llar
sent to the Land League will save five
hundred dollars in years to come. If Ire-
land is made free and independent, and 1f
her people are allowed to exist in their
own country, there will be no more fam-
ines, and no more claims ¢n America for
support in famine years, nor wiil the
pockets of the Irish in America be taxed
and money taken by the Irish landlords
to foreign countries. I am amazed that
the great Americans do not see this and do
not demand justice for Ireland as an act
of justice to themselves and from their
own glorious love of liberty.

As this letter can scarcely be published
in the: American papers before the end of
Jauuary, I would ask those who seeit and
who wish shamrocks to write at once for
them, that they may reach America in good
time ; and those who will kindly help me
to get over the losses | have suffered and
that the poor have suffered from this
English unmanly “Boycotting” to which
I have been subjected, can send me help
either by post-office orders or in dollar
bills in a registered letter. Your grateful
Sister in Christ,

S1sTER MARY FrRANCIS CLARE.

THE CoNVENT, KENMARE,

Christmnas, 1850.
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A BRAVE DOCTOR.

Queen Victoria has conferred on Mr,
Gier, an Irishman and a surgeon in the
British army, the first Al ert medal ever
acco-ded to a thedical man. It was given
for an act of singular heroism. Lieut.
Graham, an officer in the seme regiment,
was attacked with diphtheria so fiercely
that the tube through whica breaihing
was effected was chocked up, and s
throat was cut to allow air to pass, but
the deadly miembrane grew so fast over
the weund that suffocation was imminent,
aud to prevent it Dr. Gier for three days
sucked out the poison with his tongue to
keep the passage clear. His efforts were
ineffectual. It wiil be remembered that
Princess Alice caught this ‘earful com-
pla int, of which she died, from kissing on
of her sick children.

Cardinal Regneir, Archbishop of Cam-
brai, Frauce, died on the 3rd inst. He
was born in Saint-Quentin on the 17th of
July, 1794. Hé was made Bishop of An-
gouleme in 1842, In May, 1850, he was
archbishop of Cambrai. He was proclaim-
‘ed cardinal in the consistory of December,
1873, and was madea commander in the
Legion of Honor in Febrnary, 1875. ' He
published a treatise,  Pastoral §Instruc-

tions and Mandstes,” in 1567,

{)erfect charity, I have said that I be-.

THE BANSHEE.

THE REMARKABLE STORY RELATED BY MR,
CROFiON CROKER,

Very remarkable was the skill—I Jeave
others to decide whether it Wwas instinct or
genius—with which Walter Scott seized
upon traditions aud popular superstitions
and wove them into his romances iu verse
and prose. He was by no means scrupu-
lous, when he stretched out his hand, as to
what he grasped;; so that-he  could make
use of it aslan-anthor. Jn this manner he
seized the Irish Bunshes; and, in “ Waver-
ley,” adopted it »s a family tradition of
the Scottish Hizhlands. It will be remem-
bered that Scott rejiesents Fergus Mac-
Ivor, after the retreat ol the youug cheva-
lier’s adherents from Derby; as under the
influence of some depressing mental agony.
His eye, we are told, had Iost much of its
fire, his cheek w=s hollow; his vuice was
languid; even his gait seemed less' firm
and elastic than it was wont, aud his dress,
to which he used to be particularly atten-
tive, was now carelessly flung about him.
When challenged by Waverley to explam
this depression of spirits and change of ap-
pearance, he answered

“I HAVE SEEN THE BODACH GLAS,”
and states that this is the spirit, or appari-
tion, of one of his aucestors, slain in bat-
tle, which always crosses the path of:the;
chief of the MacIvor clan when any great
disaster was impending, but especially be-
foreapproaching death. “My father,” he
added, ‘“saw him twice: once before he
was made prisoner at Sherrifmuir, another
time on the moruing of the day on which
he died.” On the evening before he
made this statement Fergus Maclvor had
seen this ghostly visitor—described isa“tall
figure, in a gray plaid, such as the shep-
herds wear in the South of Scotland”—
which moved at what pace the chief took,
kept regularly about four yards before
him;and finally, when solemnly adjured,
with the sign of the cross' and a ' direct
challenge in the name of God, solemnuly
auswered * Vich Ian Vohr” (beware of to-
morrow) and then vanished into thin air.
On the morrow the doomed and warned
mall is taken prisoner; on the eve of his
execution the Bodach Glas again visits
him.

This apparition, as I have said, is of
Irish rather than Scottish origin. = Miss
Edgeworth, when she wrote to Scott about
“ W iverley,” praising the introduction of
the Bodach Gias as ‘a Highland supersti-
tion, might have remembered that it was
so ouly by adoption,

THE BANSHEE
really being peculiar to Ireland, though
something like it has obtained some de-
gree of credence in France and other
European countries. The Banshees, or
spirits of women attached to families, who,
by their bitter cries at night, announce
the approach of death, are almost ex-
clusively Irish. Moore alludes to it in one
of his melodies, and Mr. John Banim, in
his “Tales by the O’Hara Family,” has a
story called ¢ The Banshee.” = In the
¢ Memoirs of Lady Fanshawe,” she relates
how, when in Ireland “with her husband
in the middle of the seventeenth c/ntury,
she Was a guest in an old barouial castle

th7, and was
% AWAKENED AT MIDNIGHT g
by a terrible and supernatural scream.

On looking out of the bed she beheld in
the moonlight a female face and part of
the form hovering at the window. The
face was that of a young and rather haud-
sowe  woman, but pale, and thé hair,
which— alas ! for romance—was red, loose
and dishevelled. The dress, as far as
could be judged, was thai of the ancient
Irish. Tais figure remained visible
for some time, aud finally vanished
after giving two farewell = shrieks.
On teliing her host next  day what
she had seen he gave full credit to
her story, de-laring that a near relation of
his had died in the castle on the preceding
night, and that the Baushee had given the
usual warning. She was believed to be
the spinit of a woman of inferior rank
whom ene of his ancestors had manied,
and afterwards thinking the union dis-
graceful to his ancient lineage, had dis-
solved it, much faster than ever has been

;| aside with some noise, and then a low

moaning was heard, and a clapping of
hands, asiin amentation. Oune' of the
young ladies went into the next room,
ud asked: “Have you heard the Ban-
shee 77" “Two gentlemen, very sceptical,
then heard the wailing sounds, and reshed
out'te uetect the person who they pre-
sumed 1nust -have made them. ~ They
walked all round the house and saw no-
thing. Under the window, where the
rose-tree grew, the bed of earth had been
dug that afternoon, and a footprint would
have shown on it if'the ree' lad been
moved »side by mortal hands; but there
was none. They went out on the road to
ascertain if any person lurked about—still
they found none; but were told when they
returned thae all thic time they were out
of the bouse the moaning and hand-clap-
ping continued louder and more distinet
than before. Every hour after this the
sick man became worse, and died at sun-
rise. 1t is said that this strange story was
well authenticated. ;
———— e —

THE ENGLISH RITUALISTS.

CHRISTMAS TROUBLES OF ENGLAND— THE
RITUALIST “MARTYRS.” \

Lo~pox, December 25.—%“On earth peace
to men of good will” for this is Christmas
day. But how do the sworn ministers of
‘the established church celebrate the biith of
the Saviour? Peaceand good will forsooth!
Where are they? Perhaps the clergy who
have been driven from their churches and
cast into prison can tell. Mr. Dale, Mr.
Euraght, Mr. De La Bere, and a few others
who have felt the hard hand of the eccle
siastical law presumably have their own
opiuions on the subject.

Next t Ireland, the Ritualists and their
suffering are what one .at present hears
most about. The decision of the Court of
Queen’s Benen that Lord Penzance did
Just right in sending Mr. Dale to prison
has called forth all manner of opinion. It
has also ‘driven the Ritualist faction into a
corner where they must fight ordie. The
Axchbishop of Canterbury and Co. who,
together with the Bishop of Richester, are
largely respousiole for the present unchari-
table strife, are getting as good as they
give—or better—if not in deeds, at least in
words. It must be said to the cre it of the
Ritualists that they do not show the least
sign of being cowed by the energetie action
of their opponents. - They seem to have
something of the martyr spirit in them,
aud the fiercer the happily, purely, meta-
phorical flames roar, the more uncompro-
mising becomes their larguage. . Even the
usually cautious Canon Liddon has lately
said some very sharp things in his sermons
at St. Paul’s, and if he were not so distin-
guished a person: he might possibly be
brought up by his very Low-Church Bishor.
The difficulties in the way of removing him
would, however, be found too much for
Dr. Jackson’s abilities, and as the Canon
has so far contented hinizelf with holding
his peculiar Ritualistic services in a litte
side chapel instead of in the main chancel

s s ! iy
WHY GERMANS EMIGRATE.

The Milwaukee Wisconsin prints the fol-
lowing letter from a Bavarian to a gentle-
man in Milwaunkee who shows why Ger-
mans are anxious to emigrate to America.
Itis dated Karlstadt, Bavaria, November
1st; 1580: :

To an agent in Copeuhagen I thank the
honor of your address. [ wish to emi-
grate to America, bur, sad to relate, it is
hard to sell anything, and then ouly at a
heavy foss. Our Germany has become a
poor. country. . Its unity brought poverty
in itstrain. Everythiuge groans under the
pressure of military, State offitials, and
police.  Whoever has the means, goes his
way and lets Germany-be. Before two
years have passed by the whipping-post
will be infrouced among us again. In the
Bundesrath the question is already being
discussed. Aud then the citizen who does
not bow and lick the *spit” is no longer
safe.. Some beautiful and fine mornisg
he will arise, only to lay himselt down *
again at nm‘i’hc with twenty-five stripes on
his back. What a disgrace to us Germans!
This is our reward for the year 1870. Be--
lieve me, I do not take a gloomy view of
things. In two years we will have the
whipping-post.

R e e oo

¢“THE LIVING CHRIST.”

Those who bave read the beautiful and
most interesting Life of St. Catherine of
Siena, which was“published a short time
ago, will remember the expression which -
the saint frequently uses, when speaking
of the Pope; shecalls him “The living
Christ.” Tosome who do not fully under-
stand the position of the Pope in the
Church, the expression may appear strange
and forced. But when we rightly con-
sider the greatness of the office which he
bears, and its Divine institution,such words
explain most accurately and foreibly the
trae nature of his charge, aud the :acred-
ness of his powers and chara ter. For when
our Lord Himself retuined to the glory of
the Father, and withdrew His personal
presence from the Church, which he had
founded, He woul | not ieave it without a
visible head, who should represent Him in
its midst, and who should govern it by His
immediate authority. When He gave to
Peter and to his successors the “ keys of
the kingdom of Heaven,” He entrusted
to them a power which is truly Diviie,
and when He declared that ' what they
should “bind on earth should be bound in
Heaven. and what they should loose on
earth should be loosed in Heaven,” He
constituted them His vicegerents, and gave
to them a dominion over earth-and Heaven
which no; ereature could possess of mere
human right, or exercise by the mere will
of man. Therefore, thus appointed and
empowered, our Lord Himself lives on in
them; and they may be, 1n thissense, truly .
called “ The living Christ.”” When, there-
fore, we manifest our love or our devoted-
ness for the Holy Father, we, truly, and in-
deed, mauifest. onr dutiful homage to our

of the cathedral, he has not even been re-
monstrated with on the score of his preach-

ing.
That the law and the bulk of public

opinion are with Dr. Tait and the establish-
ment, there is no doubt at all, but at the
same time it is equally certaiu that the

present prosecutions are not approved of

in the political world, and for the very
cogentreason that it is feared that if they
beyond a certain length, a very 1 rge num-
ber of people who are utterly indifferent
about the matter now, will take sides with
the ¢ itualists as the under dog in the fight,
and that then, should the Low Chwrch
party win, asit would be most apt to any-
way, the bulk of the really conscientious
on the defeated side would h.ve but one
refuge left, — they would seek for
admission into the Roman Church.

The truth, therefore, isthat the present
uncharitableness  which scandalizes the
Church of England, has the syiipathy of
very few persons outside of the clerical
body. Parliamentis moreindifferent than
the public in the matter. It does not care
whatis preached from the pulpits so long
as everything is done with decency and in
order. It does notcare to have anybody

Lord Himself. For, however gieat may
be the personal elaims of the Pontiff to
our regard and veneration, and great and
manifold they certainly are, yet the real
motives which should move us above all
others to the discharge of our duty, and -
should be that we are performing that i
duty towards Him who is the supreme
Head of the Church, to whom we are all
united through His Viear upon earth.—
Bishop of Shrewsbury.

THE ALB.

The second vestment the priest clothes
himself with is the Alb, so called from its
white colour—albusin Latin me wming white.
It is an ample, loosely-fiting gaiment of
pure linen, entirely envelopiug the body,
and fastening at the neck by means of
strings. i

The use of a vestment of this kind is
of the highest antiquity, for we find it
employed by all nations in their religious
services. Itis the same as the linen gar-
ment ordered to be worn"by the priests of
the Old Law (Exod. xxviil; Levit. viii.)
King David wore a linen Alb when trans-
lating the Ark of the Covenant from the

prosecated and cast into prison for con-

done in any of our divorce courts, by
causing her to be drowned in the moat
which surrounded the castle.

The Irish Banshee has been described
thus by one who said that he saw and
heard her: “ We saw the figure of a tall
thin woman, with uncovered head and
long hair that floated around her shoulders,
attired in something which seemed either
a loose white cloak or a sheet hasiily
thrown about her, uttering piercing cries.”
1t is co sidered a mark of dignity in an
Irish family to have a Banshee attached to
it, the ordinar; belief being that none but
the very ancient families are thus at-
tended.

MR. CROFTON CROKER,
the well-known collector of Irish legendary
lore, has devoted some space to the Ban-
shee in his entertaining and instructive
“Fapy Legends and Traditions of the
South of Ireland,” published in 1525. In
particular, he relates a remarkable story
of what occurred, in one iustauce, where
the event appears to have been well au-
thenticated. When aboy, long before Mr.
Croker’s book appeared, I heard the tale
in various quaiters. About the middle of
the last century the rector of Butteyant,
an old town in the Couunty of Cork, was
Rev. Charles Bunworth. At that time
the national instrument (the harp) was
more common than it is now. Mr. Bun-
worth was an admirable performer upon
it, and was fond of exercising liberal hos-
pitality to the minstrels who, after the
fashion described b Scott in his * Lay,”
wandered about the country from house
to house. Mr. Bunworth possessed as
wany as fifteen harps, bequeathed to him
by these members of a tuneful race -which
has almost passed away from Ireland. One
evening one of Mr. Buuwurth’s shepherds
heard the Banshee
MOANING AND CLAPPING HER HANDS

under a lightning-struck tree near the ree-
tory house. At that time its cccupant
was apparentl in good heslth. Immedi-
ately after he sickened, and, on the eve of
his death, his two daughters watched by
his bed, which had been removed to the
drawing-room. The night was silent,
serene and moonlit, and scarcely a tree
rustied in the stillness. Suddenly the two
‘watchers—who were in the opening spring
of womanhood—heard a sound at the win-
dow nearest to the bed. Outside, so close
to this window that it touched the: glass,

grew a rose-tree.  This they saw forced

cience’s sake,and it is very probable that
some alteration inthe law will be made
which shall make such treatment as has
been meted out to ministers of Ritualistic
proclivitiesan impossibility. - Low church-
men will fight such a proposal, but they
are apt to get few people not of their own
particular meutal cast to listen t~ them,
for while most people are inclined to think
that the courts are right, they at the same
sime blame the Archbishop and his ilk for
a set of intermeddling fools in ever raising
these questions at all. PierRO.
—Catholic Review.

WaaT did the Duke of Wellington say
of the Irish soldiéry who served under
him 2  “It is well known,” said ‘his'Grace
in a speech which is too often suppressed
by the compilers of “history,” “that of the
troops which our gracious sovereign did
me the honor to entrust to m: command,

Your lordships are aware for what length
of peried and under what difficult circum-
stances they maintained the Einpire bouy-
ant »pon the flood which overwhelmed the
thrones and wrecked the institutions of
every other people—how they kept alive
the only spark of freedom which was left
unextinguished in Europe. It is mainly
to the Irish Catholics that we all owe our
proud predominence in our milit:ry ca-
reer, and that I am personal y indebted
for toe laurels with wﬁich you have been
pleascd to decorate my brow. We must
confess, my Lords, that without Catholie
yalor no victory could ever have been ob-
tained, and the fir-t military talents might
have been exerted in vain.” It is because
the sons of soldiers who won this splendid
eulogium from the Iron Duke, are enlist-
ing in fewer numbers year by year that
Colonel Butler raises on behalf of the
peasant his earnest and eloquent plea.

If you are suddenly attacked by Pain
or Inflammation, Colds, Burns, Cuts,
Bruises and Wounds, or suffer from .ny
painful or inflammatory disease, or from ac-
cidents or emergencies, “don’t delay tiil
the doctor comes, but use Hagyard’s Yel-
low Oil acoordinﬁo special directions, and
the chances are that you will find relief be-
fore you could find a dostor. Every

household should keep this well known
and valuahie remedy af hand, :

house of Obededom to Jerusalem (Paral.
XV, 27&. ]

We have said that the Alb is made of
linen; this, is the present discipliue in
regard to it, but formerly it was often
made of silk and ornamented with gold
King Ethelwolf, of Anglo-Saxon times,
and father of Alfred the Great, presented
the Church of St. Peter’s at Rome, in
A. D. 855, with a number of silken Albs
richly ornamented in this way (Chureh of.
Our Fathers, Dr. Rock, vol 1. p. 426)
An aneient Roman ordo, published by
Huttorp, prescribes silken Albs for Holy
Thursday and Holy =aturday (@bid).

The Alb, too, chauged in color to suit
particular occasions. The monks of
Cluny used to wear one of pure cloth of
gold in the High Masses of the greater
festivals; and we find some of green, blue
and red in an old inventory of the cele-
brated monastery of Peterborongh, in
England (bid., pp. 430-433 et passim).

Pope Benedict X1V, De Sacr. Misse, is

at least one-half were Roman Cat,holics.'r.gur authority for saying thata garment

of this kind, but ef a black color, used to
be formerly woin on Gocd Friday.
According to Pope Innocent LLE{(De Saer.
Altaris Mysterio, 57) the Alb,. from the pur-
ity of its color, denotes newness of life,
and reminds us of St. Paul’s admonition
to the Ephesians, chap. iv: “Put off the
t old man with all his acts, and clothe your--
selves with the new man, whae, according:
to God, is cxeated in justice and holiness.
of truth.” This beautiful idea of a new
life, as sigmified by the Alby is very fon..
cibly presented to us in Holy Baptism,
where the newly-regenerated receives. a
white gaxment with. these significant wonds:
“Recerve: this white and spotless garment
which yeu are to bear before the tribunal
of our Lord Jesus Chaist, that you may

ossess eternal life. Awmen.”’—Father
O’Brien’s History, of the Mass,

In reference to the last purchase of Bax-
dock Blood Bitters, I have sold medicine
for over twenty-five years, and in that
time never sold a medicine that gave as
goud satisfaction. Taken for the diseases
recommended, it has always helped the
patient to such a degree, that, warranting
the medicine, everg person is satisiied to
pay forit. 1 could get you any quintity
of testimonials if Lhad time to aee p .cties,
but we are very much drove in our buai-
ness. - ~ Yours with respect,

H. LasaLy, Elgiu.



