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co!
. of visible, She, was
::r:l‘:; g::m t.ht:‘vindow. when
e again :
!‘g:l;ltnuzhu,’ud@ng',“xshe said, “‘hush
moment.
"”A-:dfniq the.pa\lse that followed,
the clear silvery notes of a  bell
floated into the room.
~ *9t mnever sounded l:l_(e
or,”” whispercd Rosalie.
t‘h'('Ne\rer,” panswered Mrs. 3 Roya-
mount. ‘It is as.jodul as if it were
welcoming some one home. -Saint
Bronach’s heart is specially glad
this evening, 1 think. Perhaps some
sinner is coming back to God‘_ 1.\_re
there lights in the chapel, Rosie?
““Yes,”” said Rosalie. “‘But the con-
fessions have not begun, if that is
what you mean, mother. The ;\{_ay
devotions come first. 1 am watching
hour for them.”
th‘P ’]hnt hymn to-night?'’ asked Mrs.
oyamount. .~ 3
“I'll sing it for you."”’” And Rosalie
began.
And at the last word the strange,
mystic sounding bell pealed out
again, as if echoing the pr er. 4
‘“‘Something tells me my fancy is
true,’”’ said Mrs. Royamount, ‘‘May
the Star guide the wand'ring soul
home."’ ¢
A long, soft tone of melody irom

the bell seemed to answer ‘‘Amen.’”’
. " »

this, mo-

By this time, many of our readers
are asking impatiently : ‘‘“Who was
Saint Bropach, and what was the
mystery of her ‘bell?’ ’ Upwards of
fourteen hundred years have gone by
since the people living near the now
far famed Rostrevor began to give
the name of ‘“Saint/’ to a beautiful
Irish girl whose days were spent in
prayer and in kim,\’ deeds to all
who needed pity or help. It was a
time when many noble maidens—no-
ble by birth and noble by nature
filled the plains and hilisi of Ir
fand with the odor of sanctit
Great praise is often given to the
Irish nuns, heartfelt pra indeed,
but, they, looking through the mists
of ages into the grand ars when
the torch of faith first bur and
shone magnificently -in fire, y, from
their very hearts : “What - are we
compared to those who first knelt
befor Saint Patrick to reccive the
virgin’s snowy veil?”’

The white ranks we
ed with Ireland’s sweetest
—beginning, as some s
*%win sister princesses FEthna and
¥edleina. Stories manifold, partly
historical, partly legendary, are
twined round the names of the first
Irish nuns. Such holy memories !
Such lovely legends! However, in
this ské'tch we can omly record
briefly the presence on earth of ¢
who blest the vale of Kilbroney—its
beloved patroness, Saint Bronach.

There must- have been something
specially winning in the saint, for a
crowd of companions bent, like her-
self on dedicating themselves to the
service of the King of Virgins, gath-
ered round her. The months glided
away so happily that' frosts and
storms almost unperceived, they
brought round %the sharp winter and
though the air is comparatively
mild in the shelter of the Mourn
mountains, the inhabitants of Ros-
4revor determined to build a suit-
able home for those who had for-
saken their own well-cared dwellings
for the love of Christ.

Pre-eminent among them for her
tender readiness to enter with a mo-
ther’s love into the joys and sor-
rows of those who turned to find
their truest friends, was the gentle
star of the future Kilbroney—Saint
Bronach. For many years her words
were in the podtic language of the
peasaniry—"God’s holy music inthe
valley.”’ They often told her so, and
Saint Bronach, smiling in her hu-
mility, answered : ‘1 cannot hear
that music, but I am glad you do.”

Old  age dealt lightly with her.
She was bright and beautiful and
comforting to the last. Just as she
was. sinking into her last sleep she
was - called  back by hearing some
sobbing voices outside her little

> soon throng-
aughters
with the

ill she never speak to us again?
Shall we never hear her voice again?
Is its music silenced for ever?’’ cried
the mourners.

The pitying heart was moved. The
Saint lifted up her eyes to heaven
for a moment, and then, in a voice
that God strengthened wondrously,
she said aloud :

“*Tell them, whenever the Lell rings
from our convent church, to remem-
ber it would he my joy to sve them
Jurrying to find comfort from -~ Him
Who bade the ‘Weary and the heavily
‘burdened’. come to Him for rest. Tell
them to prize the music of the bell
“that ecalls them to Him."

These were her last words, They
were so dearly treasured that, going

_Mown from father to son, they were

4l repeated when, in the evil days

“of persecution and spoliation, Saint
- Bronach’s Convent was
Jeft ruins. One ¢

enter into the brief gl
shine which were

fering Ireland, in her struggles for

the faith which was trodden down
Y the powers of the world, and rose
iUp living still. And now - we tome
back to our story. : e

Traveling rapidly, as we must do,
in story-telling on a limited scale,
we open ‘the door of “Glenview,'”
while the ‘August sun of the year
1821 is glistening on the thousand
charms of Kilbroney, and we are
met by a tiny child of five, -who
asks did we hear the bell. Yes, the
bell has rung sadly and solemnly,
and Rosalie Royamount i father.
less.

A strangely wise, loving little cre-
ature was Rosalie,

She will comfort you, as no‘one
else _can, Marcia,”” had been Francis
Royamount’s farewell, as he watch-
ed. Rosalie clasping her mother’'s
hand tightly in her own.

Mgreia's cheeks blowed with pain,
for not even the mother's love could
be first in her heart when death was
breaking the close tic of the * two
in one."”

'‘God has been so good to us. Tell
Him we thank Him,” continued
Francis.

“My life might so easily have been
cut shert. without these hours toge-

And éven if T could take you
Wwith me, we would not leave the
little ones alone. 1 pray that you
may be spared to them till Rosalie
can be a mother to Fergus,"”

Rosalie, with a dim idea that she
was meant to attend Fergus, stole
away. As she passed up the stairs
she heard the doctor’s voice:

‘I came with all speed, nurse, but
I know 1 can do nothing. Mr. Roya.
mount’s heart has been treacherous
since he was a boy.-'He has looked
death -calinly in the face for years.
Nor can it be a shock to Mrs. Ro;
mount. She was in his confidence.

In the warmth of the setting sun,
air was admitted freely into Glen-
view, and so there wg not one in
the house except baby Fergus, who
did not shudder as the breeze that
had sprung up bore what they call-
ed ‘“‘the death knell” to Francis
Royamount’s bedside. Fo him, in-
deed, fears and hopes had ended. He
welcomed Saint Brongeh’s bell  for
the last time with a happy smile,

¥ Al " he whispe ed, ‘* Was
there a kinder pledge of heav-
enly love?’’

“It must be real,’’
cannot be\a delusion

“How could it?"’ he answered. ‘‘At

has led our thoughts to
heaven, and I 1 that it is leading
me there now,

The priest and doctor entered the
room together, but the latter drew
back hastily ying :

here is no time to be lost.””

Father Archer raised his
quickly. A ray of br ght - sunlight
streamed in but Francis toya-
mount's ey Were opened to the
light above.

‘“Believe me,”” said the priest. “He

3 judged with a smile.”

he life that had just closed had
been an uneventful one—and equally
uneventful were the first years = of
Marcia Ro A widowhood
She was not rich € rom it. How-
ever lh(’!'(} was no rain on lhﬁ

schold, nestling so quietly in its

n. Rosalie was nearly eight-

en the shadov scarcely no-

ticeable shadow—hovéred about

She had been ‘‘true to

" mother’s comforter—her

young brother’s anxious friend—anx-

ious often, and often sore at heart,

though Fergus was not vet quite fif-
teen

The boy was wilful and weak from
his babyhood, though no one scemed
to notice the weakness except Rosa-
lie. He was capable of daring acts,
but he would never willingly face the
consequenc Like many another
sister, Rosalie shielded him continu-
ally, partly for his own sake, partly
for their mother’s.

‘“Fergus, dear boy,”” she said at
last, ‘‘you must remember that I am
shrinking from saying this to you.
Until now I could give you a _ little
help for your amusements, but my
last penny is gone, I can do no
more."’

The boy’s cheeks burned hotly.

"You don't wish to do it, Rosa.
lie,”" he answered,

‘T hardly know,”’ ' said Rosalic.
i‘Time was when 1 was delighted to
feel that 1 had my little store for
you' to spend in making yourself
happy. But you're not happy. Fer-
gus, I wish you would tell me why.
You can't tell mother.”

"No—not for the world,” he cried.
/By the bye,”” he added, ‘‘there is a
boy who was in great need of a cou-
ple of shillings the other day. I lent
him what 1 had. He promised to
pay me him.” >

‘‘Not  to-night,’’

she said. It

hand

Ppleaded Rosali

tears, playful
our next meeting,
Royamount left hi

| venturing to say “go

Next morning a letter  from him
hastened his mother's
gates of the grave,”
“Rosalie can tell you
dearest mother,"”  wrote . Fergus,
“You may believe_éverything. Lifc
seemed - hard  for me. It may be
havder still. A% an events, my
choice is made, and the wide world
will be my home for some years.
Penniless and friendlcss asi¥ am, 1
sce  only one course open to me.
There are plenty of vessels outward
bound that will not refuse the ser-
vices of a tall, strong Irish boy.
Mother, what shall 1 be like when
we meet again? Think of me when-
ever you hear Saint Bronach’s bell
—1 can't write more—Fergus.’’
Think of him? Marcia’s thoughts,
by night and day, seemed fixed in
the one inten ipplication to the
only Friend who could follow her
friendless child. For ‘weeks and
mopths she was the Irish “Monica’
of the valley, for, as truly as it was
written of the mother of St. Augus-
tine, we might write of Marcia Roy-
amount that : ‘‘tears daily marked
the place in the church where she
knelt to pray for her erring boy.”’
He had no difficulty in car ying
out his plan. A ship sailing to the
West Indies had been disappointed of
two of its cabin hoys at the last
minute. Fergus off¢cred to do double
work in his eagerness to bée accept-
ed, so his message to Glenview was
half-buoyant, half-regretful, and
brimful of love for his mother and
Rosalie, whom, he owned, he had
learned to ‘‘pri too late.”’ How
heartsickness, how much in-
tense yéarning for the tenderness he
had forsaken were breathed into the
last words, no one but the wilful
could know. He was suffering al-
7, and keener suffering a ted

After some days a hasty line was
written :

Jn the high seas. . No'more tili
we reach our destination. Mother —
Rosalie—pity me.””

3 she” gaid to  Rosalie,

8 to prove once more

that the child of a mother's tears

cannot be lost.” He may intend to
bring Fergus home before I die.””

‘et, when Saint Bronach’ bell
rang, on the evening when our story
opens, neither mother nor daughter
thought that their own wanderer
might raying sheep who
was too far aw too bound to his
new masters, to shake off the chains
he had put on.

Wae left Rosalie ready to answer
the other bell, that announced the
May devotions. They were longer
than usual—for some impulse had
evidently been given to the preacher
to dwell on the Mercy and Yhe Heart
of Mary, its motherly longings to
b. and crown the penitent. It was
yrowing dark when she left the cha-
pel,"and the light was so dim by the
time she reached Glenview that she
started as she heard a footstep be-
hind her at'\{hée gate.

“Ro¥alie, do be terrified,”” said
a'low Voice. ““You a a brave girl.
I am. g¥eatly changed, but 1} think
you 'will know Fergus.’’

“I was aseless to them,”” he whis-
pered, ‘‘and they sent me home to
die."”

Before the sentence was finished
Rosalie's arms were around him.
And, too sure of her mother's joy
to delay the meeting, Marcia Roya~
mount’s son was g
for a few short hours ,-as the
morning dawned, Fergus woke from
his heavy slumber.

“Mother,” he asked, ‘‘am
ing?"!

“You are going to heaven, my
darling,”” answered Marcia. ‘* I give
you back with my whole heart, to
theé God who gave you.”

For, while the dying mother sooth-
ed and tended her dying child, the
old priest who had baptized Fergus
was coming to him with® his last
Communion. ;

“¥You need not try to speak, dear

oy,’" he said. ‘‘Let it comfort your
mother and Rosalie to know that [
blest our Star of the Sea a thou-
sand times fo¥ the
made last evening.'’

Half ‘an hour later. Fergus Roya-
,mount’s bricf struggle was ended in
eternal peace. %

Whatever was the cause, St. Bro-
.nach’s bell was never long  silent
during the following autumn. Every

I -dy-

rising of the autumn winds wakened |
that hidden voice which lay in some |

Inysterious = depths of

‘Sanctuary. -

.- A change had

Catholic Ireland. Th
nts, the blood

“‘There will be a storm. Loo!( at the |

flaming sky.””
Fergus raised the window. A gust’
of wind swept through the trees, and

With it came a long, mournful peal
-of St. Bronach’s beil.

 exclaim

confession  you |

f the Christhn  School
have the care of a tradé school for
Catholic “col boys  among t

hills of Powhatan County, Virginia,

—St. . Emma’s Industrial school.
Bishop Van de Vyver of Richmond
recently visited the school and a few
days later there was another distin-
guished visitor, Archbishop Ryan of
Philadelphia. The institution® was

founded by Mrs. L. D. Morrell  of}.

Philadelphia, and was formally
opened by the Brothers in January,
1895.. The' site is *a beautiful one,
on the historic James river, and is
about 40 miles from Richmond. This
was  the -Belmead homestead and
plantation, formerly owned by “Gen.
Philip. Gooke,” who figured ainong the
Southern patriots durieg the Civil
war, There are at present, about
60 boys in the schoal. Connected
with the school is the Belmead wag-
gon factory, where about 40 boys
learn . to make waggons, carriages,
and other vehicles. Blacksmithing,
carpentry, shoemaking, and tail-
oring are also taught at thesschool.
There is a brass band, composed of
pupils, and the residents of Belmead
and vicinity are'entertained by the
band several times n weck. — Fome
Journa¥ and News.,

————
PREMATURE BURIALS,

In an article on this subject in the
American “Inventor,”” ’Wushingt(m,
D.C., writes Me, George T. Angell,
in Our Dumb Animals, we  find re-
printed the letter of an undertaker
that thousands of persons have been
killed i ghe process of embalming,
and in regard to our proposition to
providé buildings where the bodies
of all supposedly dead persons can
be retained until decomposition, the
writer suggests-that. all large cities
should have mortuary buildings and
that there is a chance in this for
somebody to make his name famous
as a benefactor to humanity.

We have recently read of a peti-
tion presented many years ago to
the Paris Senate for regulations to
prevent burying alive, Cardinal Don~
net, Arehbishop of Bordeaux, gave
an account of various cases within
his knowledge in which persons had
narrowly escaped being buried alive,
and closed with his own experience,
as folléws :

In the summer of 1826, on a close
and sultry day, in a church  which
was excessively crowded, g . young
priest who was in the aet of preach-
ing was suddenly seized with giddi-
ness in the pulpit. The . words he
was  uttering became. indistinct ; ho
soon lost-the power of speech, and
sank down on the floor. He was tak-
en out: of the chureh' and carried
home. All was thought to be over.
Some hours after, the funeral bell
was - tolled and ‘the usual prepara-
tion made for interment. His eye-
sight was gone. But if_he could See
nothing he could hear, and I need
not say that what reached his ears
was not calculated to reassure him,
The doctor came, examined him, and
pronounced him dead; and after the
ushal inquiries as to his age  and
the place of his birth, etc,, gave
permission for his intermient  next
morning. The venerable bishop, in
whose  cathedral = the young priest,
was preachiiog when he was seized
With the fit, eame to his bedside to
recite the ‘‘De Profundis.’’ The body
was measured for the coffin. Night
came. on, and you will easily feol
how inexpressible was the anguish of
the living being in such o situation.
At last amid the voices murmuring
around. him, he distinguished  that
of one whom he had known from in-
fancy. That voice produced g mar-
vellous effect and a superhuman ef-
fort.

Of what followed 1 need say mo
‘more than ‘that the seemingly = dead
man stood next day in the same pul-
pit.  The young priest, gentlemen, is
_the same man who is now speaking

Ly years after that event, implores
‘those in authority not merely %o
watch vigilantly over the careful ex-
ecution  of the legal preseriptions
yvlﬂ;t r;sgard to interments, but to

before you, and who, more than for- |

of Bellevue Hospital, ‘‘our alcoholic
ward was not more crowded than
vsual during the hot spell, simply
Lecause we arc’ always erowded.’

The place sct aside at Bellevue for
Peoplé suffering from alcoholism  is
not a ward, as its name would indi-
cate, A small building beyond = the

Sane pavilion is the place where
men are - treated, and in another
building a. short distance away ‘is
the place for ‘‘lady drunks,’’ as the
female inebiiates are sometimes cajl-
ed by the hospital people. The men’s
aleoholic ward is one large room,
with accommodations for twenty-
vight patients. Until a short time
6go there was a room for each pa-
tient, but this arrangement required
much help, und men mad with deli-
rium were likely to hurt themselves
if left alone. The ‘‘alcoholics!’ ‘are
pvow all placed in the large ard,
where one physician and two nurses
have the supervision. In the _buijld-
ing where .the women are confined
the single room system still prevails,
and each ‘‘lady’’ has a little room
furnished with a cot and chair. Be-
tween five thousand and six  thou-
sand men and women are treated in
these ~wards every year, and, ac-
cording to the reports of the physi-
cians ~ in charge, they come
from ull parts of the city and from
every branch of the community.

{“The strangest. thing about the al-
coholic ward,”” said Dr. Walker, ‘ig
that more than one-half of the pa-
tients "are of ‘the ‘voluntary’' class.
Men come here who can hardly ngvi-
gate and ask to be admitted; They
have just enough sense left to know
that they are,too far gone to take
care of themselves, and they
fall in° ‘here and ask to bhe
taken care of. ' Others come
in cabs, and it is no unusual
thing to haVe a man bring his wife
or a wife her husband to be ‘ cured
up.” We had a physician here the
other day who, after he had bEcome
sober, but not sufficiently so to go
out, worked off his nervousness by
walking aronnd the ward and help-
ing wait on the men in the beds
There is probably not a learned pro-
fession that hos not been represent-
ed Here this year.””

Of ‘the twenty-eight in the men's
ward one day last week fifteen had
¢ome to the haspital of their own
nccord, and many of the patients
had been there several times before.

There is- no part of the” hospital
where there ar¢ so many changes.
The patients are sometimes dis-
charged after a twenty-four hours’
stay, ‘bt the average term  in the

oholic ward is forty-eight hours.

it ‘were not for the fact that |

ocdasionally one sces a patient with
his hands tied down to the side of
the cot in which he has been placed
one would sce little diffenence be-.
tween the alcoholic and other wards.
The atmosphere is sweet, and the
voises and grewsome scepes  which
ure assdiciated with such a place are
absent. But the distorted - faces
show the character of the place, and
o glimpse along thé line is a Power-
ful argument againsi “drink. i

‘“This young fellow,”” said - the
nurse, . nointing to one of the pa-
has been here . before;, and
.brought this time by his
old man in the-

m

W

tients, “is a man of good family. He |

resh ones in order to prevent |

_recurrence of irreparable misfor-

The. recital of the Cardinal
 what occurred to.himself produced
| profound sensation. o 2
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Application forme
from the membors
betore mectings.

~DIVISION NO. 2. Mac
OWer vestry of St. Gabrie]
ufch corder Centre and Lapr
, on the 2nd and 4th Friday

street ; Medical Adviser, Dr,
Lennon, “255 Centre street, tele-
phone Main 2239, Recording-Se-
cretary, Thomas Donohue, 3812 Hj-
bernia  street,—to whom all com-
munications should “be addressed ;
Peter Doyle, Financial Secretary ;
E. J. Colfer, Treasurer. Delegates-
to St. Patrick’s 8= J. J
Cavanagh, D. S, McCarthy ana J,
Cavanagh, *

o e OSSN SO

A 0.H., DIVISION NO. 8, meots on
the first and third Wednesday of
each month, at 1863 Notre Dame
street, near McGill. Officers: A}
derman D, Gallery, M.P., p
dent; M, MeCarthy, Vice-Pr ‘nt,
Fred. J. Devlin, Rec.-Se ary,
1528F Ontario streot; L. Brophy
Treasurer; John Hugkes, Financia}
Secretary, 65 Young street;
Fennel, Chairman Standing Com-
mittee; John O’Donnell, Marshai.

ST. ANN’S YOUNG MEN'S SO0IR-
TY organized 1885.—Meets in its
ball, 157 Ottawa street. on (he
first Sunday of each month, at
2.30 p.m. Spiritual Adviser, Rev
E. Strubbe, C.SS.R.; President, D
J. O'Neill; Secretary, J. Murray:
Delegates to St. Patrick's League
J. Whitty, D. J. O’Neill and M

Casey.

- —
ST. PATRICK'S T. A. & B. So-
CIETY —Meets on_the second Sun-
day of every month in St. Pat-
rick’s Hall, 92 St. Alexander St.,
Immediately after Vespers. Com-
mittee of Management meets in
same hall the first Tuesday of every
month at 8 p.m. Rev, Father Mc-
Grath, Rev. President : James J.
Costigan, 1st Vice-President: Jno.
P. Gunning, Secretary, 716 St. Ay
toine street, St. Henri,

C.M.B.A. of CANADA, BRANCH
26, ~(Organized, 18th November,
1888.—Branch 26 meets at St. Pat-
rick's Hall, 92 St, Alexander St.,
on every Monday of each month,
The regular meetings for the trans-
action of business are held on the
2nd and 4th * Mondays of each
month, ‘at 8 pm. Applicants for
membership or any one desirous of
information regarding the Braach
may communicate with the follow.
ing officers : Frank J. Curran. B.
C.L., President; P. J. McDonagh,
Recording Secretary : Robt. Wa
ren, Financial Secretary; Jno. H.
Feeley, jr., Treasurer.

ST. ANN'S 7. A. & B. SOCIETY,
establisked: 1868.—Rev. Direc T,
Rev. Father Flynn. ' President, D.
Gallery, MUP.; Sec., J. F. Quin
625 St. Dominique street: M, J.
Ryan, tréasurer 18 St. Augustin
street, Meets on the second Sua-
day of every month, in St. Amn's
“Hall;" cornar:mYmmz and Ottews
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