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TIE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT.

—

BV REVL B OMANIONY (l‘.\TIIHlt LUHANT.)

There'z a legend thut's told of a gypay, who dwelt
In the lands where the pyrssnida bo;

And her robe was enibrvidered with stars, and her bolt
With devices, right wondrous to see ;

And she lived in the days when our Lonl was a chill
On Nis wmother's Inmuculate breast ;

When He fled from His foes—when to Egypt exiled,
He went down with St. Joseph the blest,

This Egyptian held converse with inagic methinks,
And the future was giventa her gaze,
For an obelisk narked her abode and a sphinx
On her threshold kept vigil alwaya,
She was ponsive and ever alone, nor was seen
I the haunts of the dissolute crowd ;
Itut communed with the ghosts of the Pharaoshs, T ween,
Or with visitors wrapped in a shrond.

And there cawme an olil nan from the desert une day,
With a maid vn aanule, by that rvad,

And a child on her hosom reclined—and the way
Lol thom etraizht to tho xypsy's xbude &

And they seemed to havo traveled a wearisomne path
Frota the'r hame nmsny, many a league—

From a tyrant's pursuit, fromn an onemy's wrath,
Syrent with toil, und o’ercome with fatigue.

And the gypey came forth from hior dwelling and prayed
That the pilgrims wonld rest them awhile ;

And she offered her couch to that delicate maid, .

Who had come many, iaxny a mile ;

And she fondied the babe with affection’s caress,
Ard she begged the old man would repose ;
tlere the stranger, she said, ever finds free access,

Aud the waanderer Lalm fur hix woes.

Then her guests frow the glare of the neanday ahe fed
Tu & seat in her grotto so cont ¢

Where she apread themn a banquot of fruita—~and a sheid,
With 2 manger, waa fund for the mule ;

With the wine of the palm-tree. with the dates newly culled,

All the toil of the rund she beguiled :
And with song in a language mysterions she lulled
Uu her bosom the wa laring child.

When the gy sy anon. in hier Ethiog basd
Placed the infunt’s diminntive palm,
Ob. "iwae fearful tosee huw thie foatures <lie seanned
Of the habe in hiz stumbers so exlm ¢
Well, <he noted each mark wid each furmw that enrseil,
Oer the tracings of destiny’aline ;
CAWneNCE Cane v 2 she eriol. in astonislnnent foat,
S Fo TIs CRILD 1S oF LANEACE THvINE®®

** From the villuge of Nazaretl, ** Jasaph replied,
** Where we dwelt in the land of the Jew ;

We have fled from a tyrant whoze gsrment is dyved
In the gure of the chiliren he slew :

We were told to remain until an angel’s commmand
Should appoint us the hour to return,

Bat titl then we inhabit the forcigner’s land
And in Ezypt we make our soujourn.”

s Then ye tarry with me,’’ cried the gynay in joy :
** And ye mike of iny «dwellinz your home.

Many years have I praye! that the Iaraelite hoy
tBlessed Lupe of the Gentiles $7 would come **

Al she kissed both thio feet of the infant and knelt
And alored him at e @ - then n smile

Lit the face of Hix mather, who clicefully dwelt
With her huet on the hank< of the Nile.

THE CATHOLIC SHIELD.

—

A STORY OF TIHIE ALPS.

(From the Ave Maria.)

In a little cabin, built up against the hill-sido in a
certain part of Ialy, lived a widowed mother and her
only son. She had reached the good old ngo of rixty.
But in place of her boy, there was often a strange, un
unwelcomo guest beneath her lowly roof. namely,
sorrow, deep, heartfelt rorrow. For her son would o
longor stay at home and mind tho cow and the threo
gouts, which had been long the only wenlth of his
pavents. 1lle had become a ‘wild and reckless youth,
rambled over tho hills by day and by night with others
s reckless as himself, who had formed themselves into
# band of brigands, and who set all laws, human and
divino, at definnce, The tears and the prayers of his
mother were in vain; Gallus oboyed but the dictates of
his paagions,  As is the ease with many unother younyg
man, his ruin began by the neglect of prayer and of his
veligions duties, and by associating with ovil compa-
nions; and now, it it chanced that he ever had to pass
by the little church of his native place, he stole by as if
afraid of Him who was hidden in the tabernacle there,

No wonder that, day and night, the rosury never left
his sorrowing mother's hands, and that the string on
which the beads were fastened was ever moist. The
mother's teurs flowed uncensingly, and tho mother’s
heart ever prayed for God’s mercy and grace for hor
HOl,

Oune day a rough huntsman ~ame to the poor mother
with the sorrowful news that her son luy in a hollow
on tho summit of the hill, with a bullot through his
breast, and a broken ankle. ¢ Ile will never enter your
house alive,” added the messonger of evil, roughly.

The poor mather begged him most urgently to eall
the people of the neighboring village to give their help,
but first of all to get the priest.

“ No use to talk to him of confession,” suid the hunts-
man ; * he swore at me not to bring a priest near him.”

This was o crushing blow to the poor woman; bat
she entreated the messenger to stand by her, to bring
the priest in spite of what was said, and to hurry.
How could he refuse? When he wax gone the mother
asked herselt: < What shall 1 do? What shall 1 de? ™
After some moments she stoad up and said: T will do
penance fine him now, in the hour of hix death; that is
what 1 e do. Though the journey is long for me; 1
will go to my hoy away up the hill.”

She took an carthern piteher with hier, in order to

o bring him a cool and refreshing drink, and soon began

to clih the high hill, along through the wonds, and
over the stony ways, ad over the rocks.  Soon it was
not only the mother’s heart that bled, but hee feet and -

. her handy, from the sharp stones and the thorng; she

panted and wiped the sweat from her tice and the
teses from her eyes.  She cnn go no farther, poor old

- maother ! and yet there is another half mile of xeramb-

ling befure her.  Moth8rly love wrges her forwawnl, she
kisses the Llood-stained rosary, and rejoices at its new
adornment.  “ All as a penance for my boy ! Oh!
sirely the heavenly Mother will implore merey for him
now she beholds this rosary stained with a mothor's
blood.” Such thoughts give hor new strongth, and she
totters forward aguin, Now she sces the priest walking
forwmid with vigorous strides on the rocky path, an

she is ingpired with new hope and new courage. Thus
she moves on, slowly and painfally, but she is coming
neaver to her son. )




