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THE PRIOR 0F HOLY CROSS ABBEY.
Tim had been " making the Mission,"

and we found him on the Sunday even-
ing following its conclusion on bis knees
beside bis little cot, eaying the rosary on
an immense pair of beads, from which
hung a brass crucifix of unusual propor-
tions. He quietly waved us away with
a flourieh of the beads, which was not
lost on any of the company.

"He wante us to know he bas a new
rosary," whispered Hugh, as we tiptoed
out of the room to wait until hbe should
bave finished.

"Sh1" answered Mary, the guardian
angel of the group. "Even if he does,
it is something to be quite proud of.
Mamma says those Mission beade have
a special blesing."

Further remarks were silenced by
Tim's voice bidding us to return, as ha
had finishe d nis prayers.

" You have a new rosary, Tim," said
Hugb, as we quietly arranged ourselves
-two on the cot, two on the floor, Mary,
by reason of ber advanced age, in the
rocking chair, and the baby on Tim's

aYen, and 'Lis a âne one," was the re-
ply • "and the crucifix beats all. If I'd
happen to be in a strange place, and I
dying, or among Protestants-which God
forbid 1-I'd bave al the indulgences on
this.,

"That's nice," said Mary. "Bat don't
you think itis a little large to carry
about, Tim ?"

' One can't have too mach of a good
thing, avourneen,» said Tim. IThere'll
be lashins of room for it in my left pants
pocket. I always carry my little one in
the rght, and l'l do it stil--not to be
making myself vain-glorious dragging
this out and I walking along of a night."

"Do you say the rosary sometimes
walking along the etreet, Tim ?" asked
Mary, admiration in lier voice.

"Sure, I do," answered Tim, simply.
Where would be a pleasanter or more

profitable occupation ?"
We allexchanged lanoes. Tim wa

even a better Christian than we had
thought, and we certainly had given
him credit for a large share of virtue.
- After kissing the crucifix with great

reverence, and making us ai do the sane,
Timra placed. the beada 'n his pocket
and assumed the retrospective look he
always wore when about to relate a
story.

"Now, what'll you have this evening ?"
be nused. "Of a Sunday one should be
recollected. 1aybe you'd like some of
the examples the Paulist Fathers told us
at the Mission?"

"Were they funny ?" inquired Hugh,
quite innocently.

" Funuy 1" indignantly replied Tim.
"Was it a place for fun, think you, and

ha drawing down ail the horrora of hell
fire?"

" Mamma said ha spoke beautifully of
heaven," ventured Mary.

"So hedid, child, in the proper place,"
said Tim. adding cheerfully. after a short
pause, "I'm thinking you're Loo young
for them kind of ancedotes, anyhow.
Whisti I have a story that'll please
you."

We sat in an attitude of expectancy,
while Tim ran his fingers through bis
sparse locks, cleared hie throat, and be.
gan .

" Did you ever hear tell of Holy Cross
Abbey ?"

" Io it in Kentucky ?" ventured Hugb,
though the quick, scornfal glance of
Tim's eye in hie direction made the boy
repent bis temerity as aon as the words
were spoken.

"IKentucky! The original part of itt
was a mass of ruine before there was any
talk of Kentucky. Where would it be
but in Tipperary ?"

" I might have known it was in Ire-t
land," murmured Hugh, by way of
apology.1

"Well, that's where it le, anyhow,t
whetber you knew it or not ; and ae
beautiful place it was long agowhen1
'twas full of boly monks, and the whole 1
country side for miles around it a para-
dise of verdure and content and happi- 1
nase. Quite convenient to it there livedy
Pr r e riterna w h two rons-twini-
by the w. tLhd. wre so' wrapnd in

h yr hvy wr' '- onet suil ad a,
like eaich other in f"iture tbat they
seemed to be on body. When they1

camne te tbe yeau on eeasd twenty. the
father and mothar wore for sending thoe
te foreigu parts; sud everything waa in
readinea for the journey when one of the
boys fell il], and in less than twenty-four
heurs siter he was dead. Greatly as the
fater and mothar grieved, their sorrow
wsm joy beside that et tb. ramaxnîng
twin. They had gret fears of bis going
mad ; and the wont feature of al was
that he gavi up praying entirely, and
would have nothing t say te the holy
men that had taur t him all he knew,
both reading and religion. The parents
were in despair ; but the Abbot of Holy
Cross, a devout and sensible man, said t
thea: 'Let him have hie fling of-grief,
and dou'lt mind him,enor take notice of
his vagaries. Whatever he may have
againat the God that gave and took his
brother, the Lord can't cast him off ; for
He never forgets His own. And the
angels and the Blessed Mother wil be
watcbing over him in spite of himuelf.'

" So after that they said ne more to
him, but only kept on proying them-
selves and bad the monks pranyig. They
were good, solid Christians, the two of
them ; and knew well that the God who
made snd died for us aIl never tried any.
one, saint or sinner, beyond hie strength.
As for the poor young man, he did noth.
ing from moring til night but walk up
and down, up and down, with his two
eyes on the floor. So it went on for a
twelvemonth, and they feared his wits
were leaving him.

"But of a fine pring morning he
walked in te his father and mother, it-
ting in the drawing-room, and said he :

'"Father, do you think there's such a
thing as happiness for mein this world ?'

" 'I do, my son,' said the father. 'Yeu
are young yet ; and if you'll ouly give
youraelf a lift, yeu wili nd there's a
happy life before you, instead of always
moping tbi.-a-way, and making ducks
and drakes of your fresh youth as yen
are.'

"With that the boy turned te the
mother.

" 'MLher,' said he, 'P. been a bad
son to yeu of late ; but if yeu will give
me leave te go eut into the world in
searon of happness I wil be grateful to
yen, for bere I can never find it. Father
and mother both, I ask yeu will yen give
me leave te go, with your blessing.'

"After consulting together, thinking
the diversion of travel would be the
best way of bringing him back to
hie proper state, they gave him
leave and their heart's blessing.
'And,' says the old tale, 'he wenth forth
the same hour.' He spoke te no one
until after ha lad passed the Abbey
lands, and that was a day's travel.
Night was falling when be caught up ta
an old man, tru.dging along like himaelf,
with a stick in bis hand.

"' God save you, sir 1" said the boy,
with due respect Le thea croaked shoul.-
dors and white hairs eof the man beside
him.,

"'God save you kindly t" returned
the old man, lifting up his head and
looking at him very friendly.

"'May the smile of the Virgin Mary
light You te test this Dight,' said the
young fellow. ' And ean you tel me
the road that leade te happiness ?"2

"The old man shook his head with
great sadnase, and said he: "The smile
of the Biessed Mother of God be your
lamp three times over, my son; but the
road to happinessa I can net show you.
Old as I am, and often as I have sought
it, I have never yet found it.'

" With that he passed on his way; and
the yonth, looking up at the ky, saw
the firet star, and bathought himi it was
time te eat and drink. Unstrapping the
bag from bis back, he took out bread
and meat and wine; sud after that, with
his knapsack for a.pillow, he lay under a
tree for the night.

"All the next day ha continued to
walk, without opening . hie mouth to
those he met on the road; looking
straight ahead, with his head bent and
his oyes ceat down, till they ail thought
him witless. When it came twilight
again he made bold to glance about
him, and thon he saw one coming to.
wa'rd him; and who should it be but a
poor, -a41-o -king woman.
\"'God ave you, sir.' she said.

f' 'G id - y youi ktndly,' airi he.
'Ad c.n you tell me in what direction
I'd fud the road te happiness "

She stood looking at him, with a tear
in her eye.

"'Young man' she sad, 'you muet
aak another; for I have neyer known it.1

"She passed on; and, after eating and
drinking the same as the day before, he
s1ept undor ea bm.rick til the morning.
The net eday, in the evaning, iL wa
young fellow like himself he met, a pack
on hie back and a stick in hie hand.

"' God save you, friendl' said the
man.

'QeGd aya yon kindly t' aid ha.
nd coan yoa direct me to the road that

leads to happiness1
"Said the other, gazing at him with

great gravity: 'Once I knew the way,
but Vow I have forgotten it; and the
only road I know leads through the
Valley of Sorrow.'

"dAnd he passaed on likewise.
" The following evening the stars were

shining in the sky when he met a
'colleen' about his own age,, and she
leading a little child by the band.

"'dGod save you, airIl' said @he, drop-
ping ber eyes modestly, and curtsying
for him tO pas.

"'God Save you kindly, my pretty
maid I' said he. 'And will you tell me
-for you surely muet know ît-where is
the road that leads to happinesa?,

• "But when h. saw ber let go the
child, and bnry her face in ber two
hands with the dint of crying, ha wished
he badn't asked her.

IThat night the wanderer mlept under
a willow by thea ide of a Stream; and
the sighing of the wind through
the branches was like the. echo
of sadness in his heart. The
next evening he foll in with a number
of teamters going home; some of their
wives had beau in the fields along with
them, and two or three little children
were dancing and skipping behind them.
One, a bright little ' colleen ' with eyes
like the corn flowers, looked up at him
laughing, and said he:

" 'Tell me, innocent child, where I can
fnd the road to giappiness?'

" 'Happineas ?'aaid the child. 'What
is that, your honor? 'Tis a word I neyer
heard in my life, and I am six yeara old
and over.'

"'And you? And yoi?' ha asked of
the othere, one by one, and they all
gathering round about hirm.

"'He's crazy said one. 'Come away, or
he'Jl burt us,' said another. And they
ran like a fiock of young deer to their
mothers.

" That night ha lay on the beach, and
the wavEs sung hlim t sleep as one might
a child in the cradle. Eveningfell again
and hae still walking, ever walking. The
sun was setting when he came to a
ch urchyard-a weary old churchyard
filled with graves. A woman mat beside
one newly made, crying and lamenting.

"'God save you, my good womanI!'
said ha; 'and I'm sorry for your trouble.'

"'God save you kindly, air!1' said she ;
'and thankful I arn for your sympathy.
But for my corrow there's no cure but
death, that may unite me again to him
that made my happiness on earth.'

"'Happness!1' said ha, stepping for-
ward brisker than ever since ha started
out. 'Happinmess Then it's not unbe-
known to you? Whera shall I fnd it ?"

" The poor woman, rocring to and fro
in her grief, cried out, 'Hare, by the
band of death, it has been buried for-
ever.'

"With that ho flung himself out of the
place, threw hie knapsack on the ground,
and hie stick after it, and tore hie hair
like one demented.

"'Oh 1 ohl' ho cried, and that's my
case exactly. In the grave only can 1
find what I'm looking for, and 'tis only
through death it can corne tome. There's
nothing left for me but to kill myself
some way or ot.her, for I'm i no way
ailing.'

"The moon was fiooding the grave-
atones with a golden light when be camei
back from hie mad race along the road.
It looked so quiet and holy that ha open-
ed the gate and stepped softly through
the tal graes till ha came to the newly-
made grave once more. The woman
was gone. There was a clump of larches
near by, and the poor boy flaung himself
on the ground behind them.

"'Here lIl lie, and here l'il die,' said1
ha ; ' and maybe they'll give me a gravei
yonder a-near tas willows.'

" With that ha lay down and stretched
himself out for death, like one that«
would ba all ready. The scent of the
bay from the newly mown meadows put
him in mind of the fieldasat home ; the.
breathi of the sw, e'-brier was liko that in
his mnothier's garden. Oh, but his wasa

the sore heart as ho lay there in the
moonlight 1 It might have been an heur,
or two or three--he never knew-when
he heard the ocink of the gate, and thon
a stop creeping softly, softly through the
path batween the graves. With that ho
lesned upon hie elbow, forgetting that
ha hsd etretched himef for good aud al
te die, and peeped out from behind the
low-hanging boughs. At firt he thought
it was a spirit ha saw, it looked se
white in the moonbeams. B2t it waan't
long ttLUIhoeuw iL for a fair young
girl, with a face se kind tht ho thought
it must have been the Virgin Mary. An-
other look told him ha wa wrong there
as well; for shestopped foreninat a grave
facimg the lrchea where ha was lying.
'Twas queer ha hadn't seen it before, it
was so well kept and different from the
others round about, and right in his way
as ho came te the trees. The young girl
knelt down, and, said she, im the voice
of au angel:

."Oh, my darling, my darling1 the
night was se beautiful that I could not
lie in my bed, so I thought to coma ont
and aing to you a bit."

" Witb that @he bent down, tenderly
kissing the grave, and then she opened
ber lips and ]et out a strain se soft and
sangelic that the boy behind the larches
thought it wa heaven. When that was
over she lay her purty white cheek te
the grave, and.ahe saying the Litany of
the Blassed Virgin. When eh rose up
ber face was lika that off ana ont of Para-
dise, sO calm and content and innocent;
and the poor, distresaed fellow watching
her could stand it no longer.

"'Oh,' said he, springing into the full
of the moonlight. ' If ever one knew the
meaning of happiness and tasted the fil
of it 'Lis you, angeli creature. Tel me,
where did yen find it, and how have you
kept it even in spite of the sorrow of
death ?'

" Smiling, she pointed to the mound
foreninst ler, and said : 'There lies one
who was my other self, my twin sister,
my heart's core, Alleen. She was my
happiness on eath; and that God has
given her the joys eof Paradise, that hap.
pinesa is only taken from lere to wait for
me in the delights eof heaven. There
ehe is looking down on me; and, thare,
by the same token, if I prove deserving
of it, I will find, when my turn comes,
what can neyer be taken from me-ever-

.laating happiness. There only ehould it
ha sought, there only can it he found;
and human est has not dreamed nor
human seul conceived the wonderful
happiness of beaven.'

" Whn he spokLe the words the worn
and wearv young man fell back in a deep
swoon. When he came to the young
womian was gne, and ha made bis way
out of the church-yard. That night ha
never stopped tilt ha had walked ten
miles of the honeward journey; for that
was the place ha set his stops te now.
'Twas several days before ha got there,
footsore and tired. His father ran out
te meethim.

'And did you find what you went
looking for, my son?' asked he, putting
bis arme around him.

'I did not, father,' said the boy ; 'but,
I'm put well on the way te it. And
whether it was by a spirit or a creature
of flesh and blood like myself, I can never
tell you, but you'il have it all as I kuow
it.'

" So he told the whole long tale of bis
journey to the father and mother, and
when that was done said beo:

"'From this hour, with your consent
and blessing, I will devote the rest of my
life te preparing for the happinesa of
heaven, where the other hal of nie is
waiting tilt I come. And as I know of
no better way of doing the same than by
jining theb oly men in yonder Abbay,
l'Il make my way there the first thing In
the morning ; though I nisdoubt will
they take me in, in regard of the great
scandal'Pe given.'

" Hie humility was grand, poor boy!1
and, as you'd expect, they took iim, and
were glad te take him. The father and
mother were loath te lose their only
child, of course: but in those days 'twas
considered a privilege te give a son te the
Lord. He began at the bottom and went
up stop by step on the ladder of holineas
till he was made head over all tbe rest,
and 'Lis said he was the baintliest prier
that ever ruled over Holy Cross Âbbey.

"And now be off with you, children, te
bed. I hear the clock striking nive, and
your mother will be talking. Run awayl
Run away 1&nd goodnaigt to all, and
Gud bless you I An~d str'ae aill of yo>u to
be up be'ime-s in the umorming."-T&e
Cat holic Blandarda
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