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THE CATHOGLIC

FRIDAY, OCT. 31.]

The Stranger and His Friend,

Marr, Xxv., 40,
A poor wayfaring man of grief
Hath often crossed me on my way,
Who sued o humbly for relief
That 1 could 1 ever answer © 3
I had not power to ask his name,
Whither he went or whei e he came;
Yet there was something in his eye
That won my love, I knew not why,

Onee, when my seanty meal was spread,
He entered, not a word he spake
Just perishing for want of hread,
I gave him all; he bless'd it brake
And ate, bat gave e part again,

Mine was an angel's portion then, ’ present in the persons of Hix poor.

For while I fed with eager haste
The erust was manna to my taste,

|
Ispied him, where a fountain burst |
Clear from the re P hisstrength was zone, I

The heedloss water mocRed his thirst;

He heard it, saw it hurrying on.
1 ran to raise the sufferer up;
Thrice from the stream he drained my cup,
Dipt, and returned it running o'er;
Idrank, and never thirsted more.

"Twas night; the floods were out; it hlew

A winter harricane aloof;
1 heard his voice abroad, and flew

To bid him welcome (o my roof,
I warmed, I clothed, I eheered iy guest,
Laid him on my own couch to rest:
Then made the hearth vy bed, and scened
In Eden’s garden while I'dreamed,

Stripped, wounded, beaten nigh to death,
1 found him by the highway side;
I roused his pulse, brought back his breath,
Revived his spirit, and supplicd |
Wine, oil, refreshment: he was healed,
I had myself a wound concealed,
But 1r. that hour forgot the smart,
And peace bound up my broken heart

In prison I saw him next, condemned :
To meet a traitor's doom at morn;

The tide of lying tongues | stemmed,
And honored him 'midst shame and scorn

My friendship’s utmost zeal to try,

He asked if I'for him wonld dje

The flesh was weak, my blood was chili

But the free spirit eried, * I will 1"

Then in a moment to my view
The stranger darted from disguise;
The token in his hands I knew
My Saviour stood before ne e
He spake, and my poor name he
Of Me thou hast not been ashan
These decds shall thy memorial bhe
Fear not, thou didst them unto Me
—James Montgomery in Cork Examiner.

THE TWO BRIDES,

BY REV, BERNARD U‘IKI-TII,I.\'. L.D,

“She isvight in that,” he answered,
““The scenery in both places is more sub- |
lime. All wild and uncultiv. ted grandenr
at the Lover’s Leap, all eloquent of man’s
trinmph over the most formidable natural |
cliﬂicnlllim at Ronda : Seville and the vast ]
zyllins of Andalusia, as seen from the |

siralda, give you the idea of beauty, of
God’s bountiful hand giving to man the
fairest and most fertile of homesteads, and
of man’s intelligence and industry in im-
proving the priceless gift,”

“And then, grandpapa,” said Viva,
*“Senor de Lebrija pointed out to us all
the spots un which some great exploit had
been achieved; and when we came home
Rose gave us the history of the siege and
conquest of Seville by St. Ferdinand.”

“So that you have not yet had time to
weary of sight-seeing,” he said,

“No, indeed, sir,” said Rose; “ they
say they could spend a whole month ex-
amining all the wonders of the Cathedral
and the Alcazar.”

“Take your time about it, my children,”
the old gentleman added. “ We must see
these things together, when your mother
can be with us, and at the hours when onr
examination of the beauties and monu-
ments of the Cathedral shall not interfere
with the devotion of the worshippers,”

“Oh, grandpapa,” exclaimed Maud,
“when I go into the Cathedral, 1 do not
feel like Til(lkillg around and ;'.'l/iug. as

foreign visitors do. I-only wish to gointo
some dark corner and kneel to adore the
majesty of our great and good God.”

“'That is what we all should feel, dar-
ling,” said her mother, at whose feet Maud
hmli’ seated herself.  “1 thought I was
inside the gates of heaven when 1 first
stood beneath the glovious central dome,
amid all the many-colored splendors that
streamed down from the afternoon sun
through the stained-glass windows.”

“Surely,” said Mr. D’Arcy, “the house
of God on earth ought to he the visible
image of the eternil home above, The
great Sacramental Presence here below is
but the pledge and foretaste of the ever-
lasting possession  hereafter.  But, my
dear Mary,” he continued, “ what do you
say to a quictdrive, in the lovely evening,
along the banks of the Guadalquiver? The
Duke says he will be waiting for us, with
the Duchess, at their villa, where you
shall have a real Americin tea, and then
we shall return leisurely by moonlight,”

“That would be delightful, dear father,”
she said.  “T'am sure the thought came
from you.”

“And are we too to go
Maud.

“Of course, you spoiled pet,” answered
her grandfather.  “ You and your lady
fricuds are to go in one cariage; Rose is
to be with her mother and e, ™

The visit to the tobaceo manufoctory
was  postponed on  account  of Miys,
D’Arcy’s indisposition, the givls going with
their grandfather to visit the Caridad or
Hotel-Diew, of Seville, where Murillo
labored so long and left <o many and
such splendid specimens of his handiwork,
The party was joined there about noon by
Mrs, D’Arcy, together with the Duchess
and her daughters. From the dreadful
disease which preyed upon her frame the
former knew well she could not, with-
out a miracle, expeet to be delivered,
While she saw the stealthy advances of
her mortal foe, he spirit remained su-
perior to suffering.  She revelled in the
religious atmosphere which surrounded
her, and was the more eager than her
daughters for a_thorough knowledge and
appreciation of Christian  art and  the
creations of Catholie piety, that she was |
conscious how <hort her “stay on earth |

must be.  Hence the keen and constant

delight she took in listening to My, |
D'Arcy’s explanations of all the glorious
things so new to ler admiring cyes,;—so
mute, so colorless; so dead, alas, 10 very
many of the men and women bomn in
their midst !

Yet, all this cagerness to see, to under
stand, to admire the marvels of the heauti-
ful Andalusian capital, did not partake of
.’lll)’ﬂlillg that savored of morbidness o1
melancholy. She and her noble father-
in-law and life-long instructor, were as
pilgrims at the end of life’s journey, with
the eternal hills visible at” the horizon,
looking their last on the sun that had
lightéd them on Stheir way, blessing its
radinnice, and feeling that the glorious orh,
going down beyond the western moun.
taing, was only the faint image of that

inquired

| ¢hildren to drink in Mr, D’ Ar

| gagement itse

uncreated Light and Love, whose beams | your lady-love become a Sister of Char-

would soon make for them a merning to | ity 77

which there should be neither 1oonday I 1 would have the lady, whom I love

nor evening, i wnh_m_\' \\hulv»- ']H‘!ll‘l, remain what she is
} It was with difficulty, when Rose and | —a light, a shining example to all her sex,
| her grmnli ther had arrived ot the ]Iu*;:il l, \\hl‘lv\«‘}' she ) 15, Waould ! that every
that she could be presented from paying | woman in Spain resembled her!  As to
‘ her first visit to the wards where the aged | myself, 1 must say that mv contact with
| poor are provided for with sucha princely | Mr, 1’Arcy has raised m‘\"i:l'-_ul of mau-
[ Llwmll!\‘, and a charity and a reverence [ hood. What I faw in Paris of his grand-
that bespeak, in the founders as well as in | son, Charles D’Arcy, was a first revelation
the good Sisters who minister to these | to me, I had heéard and read of men
[ helpless ones, the belief that Christ is | being young and chaste, and lofty-minded
withal; as gentle as a maiden, in the com-

When, however, Mrs, D’Avey and the | mon intercourse of life, as simple as the
Duchess arvived, they found Rose and | ehild, and yet as brave as alion in defense
her sisters listening, with all their eyes | of trath or principle,”
and ears, to the ceriticism of their grand “You found your ideal in young
father as he stood in the convent chapel, | Charcles D'Arcy 77 asked the Marquis,
before Murillo’s grand picture of Mo “1 found in him every one of these
Striking the Rock.  Not only did the old | noble qualities that autheitic history at-
gentleman point out the technical beauties | tributes to Tanered and G ufrey De
and defects of the composition so as to | Bouillon, to our own 8¢, Ferdinand, and

{ enable his pupils to take these in at a | to the Clid Campeador, together with one

glance, but he went with them, in spirit, [ other which is so important to the man of
to the days of Moses, showing the provi- | our day.”
dential and prophetic mission of the great “ And what may that be,” said his inter-
Jewich liberator and law-giver, and then | rogator,
showing the reality fulfilled the Re- | **A thorough, practical knowledge of
deemer—the Rock and Refuge of all [ the world around him, and a morvelous
humanity—from whose rviven side flows | readiness to enlist his veligious faith in
unceasingly the stream in which the na- | every measure most likely to benefit ind
tionsare regenerated, refreshed, and saved, | elevate the society amid which we live.”
The Duchess left the delighted group of “ And this is what yeu wonld be?”
“That is precisely what I would De-
not a Carthusian, as you say sneeringly;
but a man of :he world, a Christian man
lising among the active, striving crowd,
and leavening those around me with my
own living faith in God'sinfinite goodness,
! in man’s perfectibility, and in the mighty
| resources ever. of our dv;.jvn‘--luln- social
state for great progress, great virtnes, great
| achievements,”?
“You must make up your mind| “And youdiscovered in Charles 1’ Are y
speedily, Diego, cither to accept the honor- | ! X
able post offered yon on the English mis- ‘ politican thlum i
sion, or to go to Mexico as the confiden- | “I saw in  Rose IJ'A\AI‘«A\"n youngest
tial envoy of the government and the | brother the counterpart of what you, sir,
trusted friend of General Prim.” admired in her before this late disappoint-
“It will be a relief to go, sir, under | ment to your hopes—the outlin d sketch
present circnmstances, somewhere out of | of that perfect ideal of manhood which I
Spain,” was the somewhat desponde: t re- [ eanmot help worshipping in her grand-
]v{)' of the young Connt de Lebrija to his | father.”
father, “ And of which you could form no con-
“Yon have then given up all hopes of | ception in your father’s house 7 said
a speedy marriage with your betrothed 2 ' the Marquis contemptuously.

and hastened away to precede her  isitors
at her country-house in the evening.

CHAPTER X1V,
FRENCH PROJECTS AND MEXICAN DUPES.

“OTis the transition-stage, the tng and st rain,
That strike men: standing still is stupid
like.”

|
lessons, |
|

said the latter,
“Orof a

edy ratification of our en- | found in my own father inflexible integ-
£,”" replied the son. rity aud unstained honor—the brave
“Then yon had a more definite answer | soldier,
last night | citizen, open-handed and generous to the
“Yes.  The girl loves me—she does not 1 needy, true to his friends, and trusted by
deny it; but she is only sixteen, and begs | his fellow-citizens. But 1 did not find—
not to he pressed too hard. There is | through a misfortune like mv own—
reason in what she says.” [ thit deep, simple, practical faith that
““ And no little bigotry in her reasons,” | warmed the Catholic heart of Spain in
added the parental voice. | her days of incomparable glory and sur-
“Ido not like to call it by such an passing greatness, That alone, my dear
ugly name.  Neither she, nor her mother, | father, lacks to make of him the man ac-
nor Mr. D’Arcy himself, are illiberal or ’ cording to God’s own heart as Le ever
narrow-minded in their opinions, They | must be according to my own.”

do not obtrude cither their piety or their [ These words were uttered with a feeling |

principles upon others, even " upon us | so deep and so true that the Marquis was
Spaniards, \\’\wm they have a right to con- | moved visibly.  And as Diego a proached

sider as firm in our convietions and as | him with outstretched arms, at the close of |

fervent in our practice as they are them- \ his little wwwh, the old gentleman clasped
selves,” | him . lently to his heart, and both for a
“Well, T begin to think that, after all, | moment gave way to their emotion.
your little Senora I’Arey is like a hot- | “You are right, my son,” the Marquis
wuse plant—most rare and beautiful, to { said at length, *We have been both un-
be sure, but unfit to live in the atmos. | fortunate. 1 must help you to be ghe
phere of the world.  She is no better, and | true Spanish un-m].vm'm you can and
has no more practical sense than a con- | ought to be. It will be some reparation
vent-girl, who kwows sin only from read- | for my neglect.  Had I been sent to the
ing its definition in the catechism.” [ same school with Louis D’Arey, and en-
“That, my dear sir, is most unjust to \j“-""l tor a few years longer the watchful
Miss D'Arcy,” replied Diego. ’
“Well, you are either love-Winded, or | life much less to recret and more proud
less a man of the werld than I think you,” [ of.”
said the monitor, The major-domo entered, as his master

“Ido not spe k from my own feelings | had just uttered these last words, and an-
or observation,” said the Count; “ [ have | nounced despatches fro-a Madrid, with a
heard women, married and unmarried, | 8pecial courier from the prime minister,
praise Miss D*Avey’s wonderful practical | The bearer of despatches, however, hap-
sense, as well g

her innocence, her piety, | pened to be no lessa personage than Senor
complishments,” | de Aguilar, the most influential man in

“8he is wonderfully interested in the [ the State of Pucbla, highin the confidence
women of the tohaceo manufactory,” re- | of the Mexican conservative party, and
plied the Marquis with a sneer. 1 war- | then traveling in Europe, together with
rant you her iimocence must sustain | other high Mexican officials, to promote
many a rude shock from what she sees | an armed interference against the revolu-
and hears among that licentious crew.” | tionary measures of the Liberals,

“The Duchess, who is her constar | Senor de Aguilar hrought warm letters
companion there,” Diego said warmly, | of introduetion from O’Donnel and Prim,
“affirms that Rose’s unsuspecting purity | as well as from Louis Napoleon and his
of mind renders her unapproachable to | Minister of State, Billault. He had also
the very thought of evil.  Her innocence | letters for Mr. D’Arcy, whose name was
clothes her soul with an impenetrable | highly respected in the Southern States of
armor of crystal, through \\‘]xirlh she sees, | the American Union, and whom it was
hears, touches, aud heals the running | considered important to win over to the
sores of others, without experiencing | schemes of Palmerston, Prim, and the
from the contact either soil or sensation.” | dark French Emperor.

“1 do not like to see the future Marchi- The gentlemen breakfasted together,
oness of Lebrija surrounded daily by the ! chatting merrily about the glorious days
very seum of her sex in all Seville and | when the sun never set on Spain’s vast
Andalusia.” empire, spread  over both hemispheres.

“The future Marchioness of Lebrija,”
replied the Count, “might drink in more | of that unnatural bitterness with Spain’s
moral poison than that in a single evening
spent 1n certain brilliant assemblages that | the mother-conntry, was proud of his
I might name, in gorgeous halls, where | deseent, proud of his hevoic race that had
the portraits of heroic men and women | battled for eight centuries against the in-
look down on descendants without any re- | fidel invaders, till not one inch of Spanish
ligion but vanity.” soil belonged to the Mohammedan, e

“You are resolved to become religions, | had come on a friendly errand to the
then,” <aid his father, looking at him | Government of lsahella I1., holding out
curiously.  * Miss 1’Arey has been lectur- | the fas inating prospect of binding anew
ing you to good purpose, I see,” the ancient colonial cmpire to Spain by a

“Uam resolved to be worthy of the | e ague of cordial and {riendly dependence,
mother who bore me,” Diego answered | of making the panish race on both sides
woudly, “as well as of the angel who | of the Atlantic practically one both for
{mww me, whom you have chosen for me, | defense or offense.  He had also come to
and whom 1 am resolved to make my [invoke the help of Catholic Spain in with-
wife,” standing the party that was fast despoil-

“You begin rather late,” the Marquis | ing the Church and destroying education
said. [ and religion,

“1 should not have had to hegin at all, Diego was delighted, and the Marquis
had God spared me a Christian mother's | vowed that, old as he was, he was willing
watchful care,” was the prompt answer. | and anxious to draw his sword again in

“And spared youas well an unchristian | that same America where he had formerly
father,” replied his parent, fought so long and so bootlessly to main-

“1 did not say that. Only, had she | tain the supremacy of metropolitan rule,
lived, my boyliood and vouth would not The breakfast over, they went to the
have heen spent in the worst schools of | Duke’s; to whom Senor de Aguilar was
Parie,” | presented, but who was not informed of

* OF course, for that education you hold | his  visitor's political wmission,  They
nie responsible 1 said the Marquis, tound the Duchess among the shrubs and

“You wished to make a soldier of me, { flowers of the patio, with Mrs, 1’Arey
sit,” Diego answered calmly; “and you lmlll her daughters, and while paving their
gent me to the most renowned military | respects to the ladies, they were Joined by
schools in - Europe, and intrusted my [ Mr. D’Arcy.  Diego naturally Souuht o
guardianship to French soldiers, whom [ say a few words fo Rose, who received
You knew to stand high in thei profes- | him with her nsnal cordial simplicity,
sion, but whom, probably, you did not “Do you know,” he sad, after a
know to be utterly devoid “of religious | moment’s conversation, “that I have
pnnvls»lus." almost made up my mind to g0 at once to

“1did it for the best; in what do you | Mexico 1 i
blame me “To Mexico * Rose said, surprised, and

“Ldo not blame you, sir. But T now i Dlushing, — “What puts that into your
begin to deplore my own misfortune, when | head y
I fear it is irreparable,” ' £ Oh, there is just at present some difii-

“Would you turn Carthusian, then?” | cult and important negotiations on foot
asked the Marquis. “Would you have ! between our Government and the Mexican

. . . . |
such a paragon of chivalric virtue and

“On the contrary,” repled Diego, “I |

the patriotic and self-sacrificing |

care of his father, there had been in my |

The newcomer, though sharing not a little |

old colonists in America entertain toward |

RECORD.

| Republic, and my father is wiged to take

the matter into hisown hands, ~ Naturally,

Le would like to have me with i as his
secretary,”

“1Is this serious 1 asked Rose,

¥Quite serious, 1 assure,” answered l

[

\

\

‘

|

\

|

|
[
|
|
|
[
| the Count,

| “And you would like to go 2
| “1should like to accept any honorable
| mission that would take me out of Spain |
| for a few years,” he answered,

|
|

Aud make you forget—

“Not forget you, ‘|ll'l'|_\'>" he said, look-
ing at her, “nor the promise 1 have made
my own soul.”

“This is a very sudden resolution,” Rose
said, timidly.  Has Senor de Aguilar’s |
| visit anything to do with it !

|

“Yes, he replied,  “ But it isstill a pro-
found secret; and nothing, as yet, has
been tlt-ﬁulll-])' settled ]ﬂ.)' the Govern-
ment.”

“Your secret is safe with me,” she said.
Y Are you to confer with grandpapa on
his mission to Mexico 17

“We are just going to lay our projects
before him,” Diego answered.  * Will vou
not wish me success " Lie continued, |
i “That depends on the object for which |
| you are sent,” she answered, Iu.)king u]»}
“nt him. “I should not like to see you |
| going to Mexico on a mission hostile to |
l [l“: United States, or to the interests of |
| religion,” f
[ “Ican answer for it,” replied the
‘(Tuunl, “that our projects are not np-!
|
|
|
|

posed to your interests. And I can say, |

further, that one principal purpose of |

Spain’s negotiations orinterference wonld

be to protect the Mexican Church from

further spoliation.”
[ “And you would do your best to save

Mexico from the confiscations that have |
| ruined and desolated the holy places of 1|
she inquire

“1 would do my utmost to give her
the religious secuvity, founded on a well-
ordered freedom, that you enjoy in the |
United States,” he answered,

“Then, when you are gomg,” she said,
with a warm snile, “you shall wea 1y
colors
| “Thanks,” he szid, as he bent low and

kissed her hand fervently, “ And allow
[ a1e now to wear one of these beantifu-
| flowers near my heart. It will warm it
[ to the noble aims yon have yourself in
| spared.”
| She gave him a white rose which she
[ held in her hand, and which he immedi-
[ ately placed in his button-hole, and then
rejoined his father and Senor de Aguilar,
‘ as they retired to confer with My, D’Arcy.
This latter gentleman was well ac- |
quainted with the history and situation |
of Mexican parties, He was aware also
of the object which had induced Senor de |
}Aguil;u- and the exiled l'-i-hus. of P

to visit France and Spain. He listened
quietly, however, to the story told him—
one which he well knew—of wrone and
spoliation, as well as to the plan proposed
as an effectual remedy. ‘

“You tell me,” he said at length to the
Mexican envey, “that the Empero Napo- |
leon is ready to assist you?” ‘

“Not only ready, but anxious and im- |
patient to do so0.”

“And you are assured of the co-opera- |
tion of England as well as of Spain 1’ |

“They are settling at this moment the
conditions of a joint expedition to Mexico.”

““And the United States refuse to be a
party to this armed intervention ¢’

“I beg you to unde me well,” |
guilar said, *“England, France, |
and Spain, finding tliat they can obtain
no redress for the grievances so lone cn-
dured by their respective subjects in
Mexico, have resolved to enfome a just
settlement of their claims,”

“And our government refuses to profit |
by the intest divisions and struggles
that weaken 2 <ister) public, to demand
redress by force of arms 7

“That is in sul

e the answer given
| at Washington.

Tliere has been no (Ues-

| tion of interfering to <ave re gious inter.
ests in Mexico.” |
“It would have been worse than use-

less to state such a ]
tive or to Congress,’

irpose to the Execu-
said Mr. D Avey.
“But you were not so s rupulous
in 1846,” put in Senorde Aguilar.  *The |
weakness of the sister tepublic and the
lamentable party passions that distracted
her, only encouraged your Congress and
your Executive to declare an unjust war, |
to invade our territory, and to wrest from |

us some of our richest provinees,”

TO BE CONTINUED,

e e i i i
A MILITARY (CLOCK. |

There exist a great many ways of |
{ honoring the memory of the dead, but |
| the followi due to  the inventive
imagination of a celebrated French clock- |
maker —has at least a claim to originafity, |
This ingenious  Frenchiman was desirous
of paying a tribute of respect to his fellow-
countrymen who met with their death
during the Franco-Prussian war, and to
this end has conseerated a clock to their
memory, the which he has christened the i
clock ofthe Freuch army. The facade of ‘
this marvellons piece of mechanism, says |
[ @ French contemiporary, measures three
| square metres, and upon this surface the |
inventor of the clock has spent vears of |
patient labor in order to bring his work |
to perfection, At cach (quarter of lhn-‘
twenty-four  hours appear  the  four [
| nations—France, Italy, Spain,and Austria,
| When the first quarter strikes, four groups
| advance and manwuvre ; these are : Cor-
1 poral Thisbault and Lis men ; the National
|
|
|
|
{

Guards, who go through their exercise in
a Parasian locality ; the firemen of the |
capital ; and lastly, the coppel of the 4th o f
September is represented.  As the halfe
hour strikes, several French tlacs appear,
to the sound of military music.  The
following quarter hrings’ forward Com-
| mander Bonbaven and his corps, with a
i number of sentries engaced in watching
| over a battle field, With the striking of
| the hour twelve doors open  simul-
taneously, showing the marines of the
Vauves Port, the [i0th Reciment of th
line, the National Guard at Montreteri .
the artillery at Chatillon, the mobiles on
the plain of Avron, the Turcos of Wisseni-
bourg, the first Regiment of Zonaves, the
francs-tireurs of the Press, and unbulance,
the transport of the wounded, the freves on
the battle field, and, last] <of merey
engaged in tending the ‘sick and dying.
The clock is said to be a marvellous irim-v
of \\'nl‘kmﬂlhlnp and ingenuity, bhut what
is to be done with it now that it is coni-
pleted is not stated,— Ky ning Standard, l

| heard the

| immediately after
| were administercd,

T

A STRANGE STORY.

A REMARKABLE INCIDENT IN THE LIFE
OF A MISSIONARY PRIEST.

A correspondens who signs himself
“Philip  Quarles” sends to the Bazaar
Journal the following strange story i~

The -ll\r~w|llrl|l experience of }.".l]li'l‘
MeB——, as related to me by my friends,

was even more strange than the first, One |

night in November, he had gone to bed
carly, as the weather was very cold, and
toward dark a heavy rain had set in,
which us the night wore on changed to
hail slect. The bedroom was on  the
ground floor—indeed, the house consisted
of but one story. Somewhere in the
small hows of the night, Father MeB—-
was awakened ont of a heavy sleep by
what he supposed to be a tapping on thi
window-pane,
heard nothing save the beating raiv. After
a few moments he fell :’lSIt.‘L‘]v. when once
more the sound was repeated, and this
time he called out, “Who is there 17
Yni\'v, which seemed to be that of a lw_\' ora
woman, replied:  “ A woman is dying at
Smithson Post-office—come at onee for
God’s sake ! There was no mistaking
this summons,  The priest arose, threw
on some clothing, and opencd the door,
“Come in,” he called out, “and 1 will be
with you in a moment.” No answer,
“Have you two horses ” he asked in a
louder voice, “Come in, come in, out
of the storm.” Still no answer, Having
dressed, he lichted a lantern, and again
opened the door. Up and down the
road, around by the footpaths, near the
stable, he looked in vain—there was no
oue to be seen,

Now, Smith-on  Post-office is cighteen
miles from St. Mary’s, and it seemed

[ almost impossible  that any ove should

nave come from there on foot —utterly so
that they should have gone back on this
terrible night without waiting for him to
accompany them.  The good priest
deliberated for a fow moments, and began
to think himself the victim of a practical
Joke. But this idea was scarecly tenable,
He knelt down and asked the assistance of
Heaven,  “I will go in the name of God,”

le said, as he arose from his knees,

It did not take many minutes to saddle

| his horse and don a water-proof coat, and,

in half an hour from the time he first
ping on the window-pane,
he was on his way, the tears and pro-
testations of his good old housckeeper
notwithstanding, A hard 1ide of fow
hours, through mud and storm, brought
him to ~mithson Post-office, which con-
sists of two or three houses, and the sam
number of shanties near the railroad.  He
saw a light in one of the latter, and
knocked at the door. It was opened by a
man in his shirt sleves, who held a candle
in his hand, and thrust it into the face of
the visitor, and he said: “Who are ye, in
God’s name, and where do ye come from?”

“I am a Catholic priest,” was the reply.
“Did you send forme

“Did we send for ye,  Father?”
answered the man; “did we send for ve ¢
shure we had no one to send, but the
poor woman inside has bheen calling for
ye since midnight, when death struck her.
Come in, Father, come in.,” The priest
followed the poor man into an inner

[ room, where a woman was lving, a new-

born infant beside her, and three <mall
children sleeping on a mattress on the
floor.

“Father!” she cried out, in a tremhl-
ing voice, extending licr cold hand, wel
coming him with eves which death was
slowly senling—¢ , I sent my guar-
dian angel for ye, lie brought ye,
praise be to Almighty !

“Shure, we thought it was ravin’ <he

was,” said an old woman, who was seated |
{in front of the fire,

“ when she
T ‘Brieo
self all nicht, Bring 1

dronin’ to he

good angel, sweet angel I she'd say.

The priest saw no time was to be lost
| in hearing the woman’s confessi Her
story was soon told, 1 she almost

last Sacraments

The man maintained positively that no
one had been sent for Father MeB—-.
They had no friends, were the only Cath-
olics in the place.  The daughter of a
pious Irish mother, his wife had kept her

faith and piety burning as bright in that |

desolate spot as when she went regularly

| to the Sunday Mass and her monthly con-
| fession in the home of her girlhood. ~ They

had not seen a priest for months. She
had always prayed that she might not
die without the last ministration of the
Church,

Father McB——firmly believed that he
had a supernatnral visitant that night, an
0 did his friend, Father A—— 1 tell
the tale as it was told to me. Nothiug 1s

| impossible with God, and his ways are not

our ways,

a0 o

WORK FOR WOMEN,

Young women nowadays are unwilling
to work. They look upon labor as
derogatory, and “are not slow to express

| their contemptuous pity for any girl who

has to earn her own li ing.

They act as if they thonght the Lord
said that man should eat his bread in the
sweat of his broav, but that woman should
get hers for nothing,

Living out at serviee is now held to be
degrading. A young woman loses caste

with her companions and injures her |
| chances of marriage if she

domestic,

Indecd, any kind of employment other
than light household duties and these
performed at home, ave diseraceful, and
1 the eyes of inddent beggars a young
woman ceases to be a “Jady { ;
any regularly paid ocenpation.

In homes in” the city where ther

e

three, four, five danghters, it the fath |
can support them in idleness they will |

lounge around the house year :11'[(-1" year,
leading a useless life, waiting for some
fool to ask them to be his. They do mnot
think of studying some trade, of” learning
gome blsiness, of engaging in some pursuit
by which they could earn sommething

towards their own maintenance, ligthen |

the burden on their parents, and ensure
their independence and welfare if sickness,
misfortune, or death should deprive them
of their father’s care,

(This false sentiment regarding the
dignity and necessity of labor, is common
with the young women of to-day. To be
sure, they are not altogether to blame,

He listened intently, but |

hecomes a |

if she follows |

They grow up as they are trained, Their
mothers are at fault,

Our Blessed Lady, who is the model
maid, wife, and mother, was not ashamed
of menial work and found no dishonor
in it.—The Catholic Mirror,

POWER OF I.)I \-(-‘IN.\'I'H)\'.

Many years ago, a eelebrated French
physician, author of an excellent work
on the effects of imagination, wished to
combine theory with practice, in order to
confirm the trath of his expositions. To
this end, he begged the Minister of Justice
in Paristo allow him to try an experiment
on a criminal condemned to death, The
Minister consented, and dehivered over to

| him massassin of distinguished rank.,

Our sevant sought the culprit, and thus
addressed him :—

“8ir, several persons who are interested
in your family, have prevailed on the judge
not to require you to mount the seaffold,
| and expose yourself to the gaze of the
| populace.  He has, therefore, commuted
| your sentence, and sanctions your being
| bled to death within the precinets of youar
prison.  Your dissolution will be a gradual
[ oneand free from pain, ”
| The eriminal consented, and submitted
| to his fate ; he th ught that his fan
| would be less disgrac d, aud considered it
a favor not to be compelled to walk to the
place of public execution,

He was conducted to the appointed
‘ room, \\'ll!'l'l' 1'\*']’.\ ll]l'lh’“il“ll“ wias “l‘lvle
| beforehand; his eyes were bandaged, he
was strapped Lo a table and al a precons
certed signal, four of his veins were gen-
tly pricked with the point of a pin. At
each corner of the table was a small foun-
| tain of water, so placed as to flow gently
into basins placed to receive it.  The pa-
| tient, believing it was his blood that he

heard flowing, gradually became weak,
and the conversation among the doctors
in an undertone, confirmed him in his
opinion,

“What fine blood ! ”” said one of them
“What a pity that this man should have
been condemued to die! He would have
lived a long time.”

“Hush !” said the other; then ap-
proaching the first, he asked in a tone
lond enough to be heard by the criminal :
“How many pounds of blood .re there
in the human body "

Twenty-four; you sec alve (ldy about ten
pounds extracted ; that man isnow in a
hopeless state,”

l]‘l.v physicians then receded by de-
grees, and  continued to lower their
voices.  The stillness which reigned in the
| apartment, broken only by the sound of

!}lu- dripping fountains, and which were
| gradu {l.\' lessened, so affected the brain of
the poor patient, that though a man of

very strong constitution, he fainted and

died and without having lost a drop of
| blood.

—— . R

THE MUSIC AT ST. PETER'S

The Francisean appears. A rush is
made by the multitude. “ 11 frate! il
frate ! is repeated on all sides. But
| peace ! Already his voice, potent as a
[ bugle, tender and sweet as a_haunthoy, is
{ quivering through the church, arousingits
most melodious echoes to the words : 40
Domine, (uia ego servus tuus ; ego servus
tuus et filus ancillie tuw,” [O Lord, for
[ am thy servant ; [ am thy servant and
the son of thy handmaid.] There is a
touching sentiment of humility in this
exclamation of the royal bard, a sweet
sense of lowliness, not unmingled with
trust in the great hand of GGod which holds
us.  And the words are wedded to fitting
cadences, these sung by Fra Giovanm,
He is now in the upper register; the melody
gathers force and vigor; the voice becomes
more pathetic; there are no more dormant
echoes in the basilica, and gontly, gently
they steal down into the lone corners of
the heart, tenderly awaken the good me-
mories there, and you would fain sob
from emotion and holy delight. You
would say with Peter, “ Oh, God, it is good
to be here.” And now ringing mezzo-
soprano has joined the monk in a duo,
and the sweetness of his voice is intensified.,
Those upper notes which are eked out of
your theatrical tenor, with intlations of
| the chest and writhings of the body and a
straddling of the legs, supremely rvidiculous
to behold, are produced by yon humble
friar while he stands still—stolidly o,
Close your eves to hear Fra Giovanni!
| See the wonder and admiration on the
face of the Romans—people who were
sordid in their praises of Tamberlik, of
Mario, of Giulini, of Niceolini, As the
voice dies into silence, ane of those
} standing near me, a hoary old opera-goer,
| forgot the house of God and © latmed
['aloud, “Per Dio ! che de lixia !’ (M. God !
‘ what delight!) The great and att;.. ive
| feature of the vespers of this day, is
singing of the celebrated hymn, <0 fel, .
| Roma.” It oceurs at the end of the
vespers. Itisa concerted piece, with a
grand chorus, a otto. To hear it more
| satisfactorily T went down a side aisle
near one of the portals, Evening had
come on, giying the church its own pecu-
[ liar gloaming. The chorus was opened by
| the deep Dassos,  without auy  organ
accompaniment. It was responded to by
| the tenors, and then taken up by the 140
| voices,%ustained by the organs and viols,
| and wafted to the portals laden with a
thonsand echoes.  The burden of the
| hymn is :
| O felix Roma, yuae duorum Principum
Es consecrata gloriose sanguine ;

Horum earore purpurata, ca
Excellis orbis una pulchritudine

Happy Rome ! thow art conseerated by
the blood of these, thou alone doth surpass
the other beauties of the earth -
Corvespomdent of the Sun Francisco Chronicle,

e s it
i MaN—I had a friend who

{ could not endure a story that smacked of
seandal.  He used to say “1 have so much
to do L eannot hear it. * One lalf of my
time is taken up with my own business,
the other half with letting alone that of
my neighbors.”  How many excellent
opportunities of letting alone  other
people’s business are ahited, and the
worli i« troubled with the interference of
Rnul\l-‘ with what does not concern then.,
| Neighhorhoods ave driven crazy hy people,
; whio wateh for ln"i':hhr!)\ of scandal and
[ lose no opportunity of making it publie,
regardless of its truth, or of the injury
| that it inflicts upon the feelings of others,
| Gossip passes for facts, and <nrmise for
history: and the nimble lic | ins many
leagues while the truth is Pucns on its
hoots,

[FRIDAY,
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[A rich man wh
to his poor cight
one of them, and
would consent, 1
roperty h
helr other six chl

Which shall it ho
1 looked at John,
And when I found
1y voice seemed s
“Tell me agnin w)
And then I, listen

This is hi

“Tw
A house and land
If in retur -, from
Onechild to me 1o

I looked at John's
I thought of all th
Of poverty, and wi
Whieh I, though w
I thought of seven
Of seven little ehil

And then

“Cor
CWe'll choose ame
Asl " Ro, walk
Dear dohn and [ sn
First to the eradle
Where Lilian, the
Softly the father st
His rough hand do
When dream or wi
And huskily he sai

We stooped heside
And one long ray ¢
Athwart the boyis
In slecp so beautift
I saw on Jamos’ ros
wdeied, E
“He's but a baby, t
And kissed him as
Pale, patient Rohb)
Still in his sleep ho
“No, for a thousan
He whispered, whil

Turbulent, restless,
Could he be sparcd
Bade us befrier

Only a mother's he
Patient enough for
“CAnd 8o, said Joh
To take him trom h

Then stole we soft])
And knelt by Mary
* Perhinps for her 't
I said to Johin, Qn
He lifted up a curl |
Across her cheek i
And shook his head
The while my hea

Only one morve, oun
Trusty and truthirul
So like his father,

I cannot, will not, |
And so we wrote, i1
We Id not give o
And a rward toil
Thinking of that ¢

Happy2in truth that
Was missod fron it
Thanktul to
Trusting the vest 1o
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