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For Trg © Trus- WITNESS" .
CHRISTMAS BELLS.

Glesming with light are the skies to-night,
Bright skies of my native land, :
Studded with jewels each onea star,
" Placed there by the Maker's hand.

Doing the work He assigned them,
Flashing their pure dinmond Leams,

Far thro' the depths of the forest,
Over the ice covered streams.

Glancing o'er-mountain and moorland,
" Cities, and hamlets that sleep,
Knowing that o'er and around them.
Angels their night watches keep.

Hark! thro' the light of the star shine,
Breaks the soft murmur of bells,
Borne ob the wings of the night wind,

Eack onc the snme story tells.

Tells the sweet song that the angels,
Sang at Immanuel’s birth,

# Glory to God in the highest,
Peace unto men upon earth.”

Beautifal bells of the midaight,
Pouring your mausic along,

Filling the clear arch of heaven,
With billows of jubilant song.

Earthwards returzing ye bring us,
Messages ladened with love,

Caught from the whispers of angels.
While soaring with them far above.

Around us above us beside us, .
Floats Bourdon King tone of the chime,

Calling with voice rich and tender,
Come, worship at Bethlehem’s shrine,

Haste we, while echo’s are flinging,

Your musical tones far and wide,

Haste we, your summons attending,

Sweet bells of the Christmas tide.
AGKES Berr,

Montreal, Dec. 24th, 1876,

TOM KEARNEY.
His Visit to the Infernal Regions.

Some two score years ago, or over, on the road
0 Cosl Island, in the county of Tyrone, lived Jack
McConnanghey, the blacksmith, I remember him
well, and his appearance. 'To the shoulders he was

"about middle height, but his exceedingly long,
thin, Bcraggy neck, made him fully two or three
inches taller. ’

Jack was o prudent, careful, and extremely frugal
goul, who regarded any kind of waste om his pre-
misecs ag on unpardonable sin, Yet he did notstand
very high in the estcem of his neighbors; they
failed utterly to award him either merit or respect
for his saving virtues ; on the contrary, they desig-
nated him ¥a miserable old criy.! He had a simple
simpering manner withal that indicated anything
but the skinflint hereally was, In the words of
Tom Eearney, who was once his journeyman,  Jack
was very soft about the mouth till you came to
feel his teeth Tom however, was somewhat pre-
jodiced in the matter, as the reader most likely
will find out.

Jack never married, and there were those who
were ill-natured enough to regard the fact as a wise
and beneficent stroke of Providence, It was said
that he had an old stocking hid away somewhere,
and upon it all his affections concentrated and into

it went every sovereizn, half-crown and -shilling-

his anvil yielded. Xven the priest declared he
“ could not get a rap out of him but the bare dues
that he couldn't help,” His sister Nancy kept his
house, and was said to bs the counaterpart of Jack
himself, but Tom Kearney insisted that bad asJack
was, Nancy was ten times worse.

Tom was not a native of the place ; he was a
TLeinster man that tramped in there some years be-
fore, and got cmployment from Jack McConnavghey
not knowing anything about him at the time; ag
he verified afterwards, he © would as soon stay in
h—las wid ould Nancy.”

Tom Kearney was & superior workman, deeply
versed in the mysterious secretsof his trade ; could
make a plow or any other mechanism fashioned in
a forge, only give him the patiern. At shoeing
horses he had no superior, and many believed he
had no equal. At periods ranging from four to six
months, Tom would go off on & spree, get glorious-
ly drunk, and keep it up for a week or over. Then
cams & season of repentance, in which he Iabored
with sickness and headache for several days more,
During those special seasons of regret he wag in-
variably the propounder of many wise and moral
sayings onjthe folly of drunkenness, always ending
with the most strongly affirmed resolutions and
solemn promises to avoid the cursed thing for the
time to come, Many farmers and others liked Tom’'s
workmanship so well that if their horses needed
shoeing during his aberrations, they would keep
them back until he got sober again., He had not
been long in McConnaughey’s employment when
his talent Drought business crowding to Jack’s
forge, and the Iatter, though he found him profitable
took advantage of the stranger, paid him as little
wages as possible notwithstanding his superior
workmanship.

Barney Muldoon was another blacksmith, living
at the cross roads, some two miles off; and a gener-
ous good fellow, who used to have a good deal of
business to do, but Jack’s new journeyman took the
shine out of them all. Tom in the meantime did
not like his quarters, and was saving up what
money he could to get away from the place ; this
was the reason why, that for six mortal months he
never tasted barley juice. He was preparing to leave
when on a Sunday he met Barney Muldoon for the
first time, and after the usual salutations were over,
the latter invited Tom toa social drink, and off
they went together. Barney wasa genial, warm-
hearted fellow, and Tom feeling the influence could
not resist, Hour after hour of cosy enjoyment stole
over them conversing about their tradeand other
interesting matters, until it was night before they
departed.  Barney went home and was at his work
next day, but Tom went on a spree, and contizued
at it till all his moncy was gone,

The time for jollification was over af last, and
the time for repentance come ; his head ached fear.
fully, augmented by conjoint lectures from Jack and
Nancy for neglecting his work, “and money sohard
to be got)? Tom walked out to escape the.cross-
firing of tantalizing words, and did not return. Jack
was soon in the fidgets to know where he went or
what had become of him, when sometime during
the next week he made the terrible discovery that
Tom Kearney was hard at work in Barney Mul-
doon'’s forge! This news was very irritating—
Barnoy Muldoon to taks away his journeyman ! He
went there to know how any one dared to it. As
he approached the place, however. the thing began
to look a litle different to his view; he knew it
would not be safe to say much to Barney, and go he

addressed himself to Tom, who felt little disposed
to treat him even civilly. Tom's head was quite
recovered now; he was getting better wages, and
not at all the meek creaturo he was when weak,
sick and nervous, just after the spree. He ordered
McCOonnaughey to leave, or if not, he was praparing
for hostile demonstrations, Being an active, power-

ful young man,and looking cross at Jack, the lat-
ter took the hint and departed at the same time.

. Feeling his loss acutely, he judged that assoon as
it went forth that Tom had ieft him, his business,

. .mow 80 flourisbing, would soon fall back into the

old ruts sgain, e_md maybe worse,

“THE TRUE WITN

“Hig anticipations were not incorrect, fd_r-‘EB\arney‘
soon got all tha horse shoeing he could do in con-
sequence, Still Jack did not give up hope of coax-

| ing Tomback again, an accession of which. he falt

the need, for even now that winter was .approach-

| ing, he had little or nothing to do. He was never

done.accusing himself for. letting Tom go, and was
earnestly . wishing for an opportunity of talking
with him, away from Barney Muldoon's presence,
Thus, with his mind- tormented: in' this way, the
time was come to lay in his year's stock of coals
for the forge, according to his custom, He had got
a load or two from- the Island, and was going for:
more, when-passing by the public house, a mile or
80 from his own place, on a fine day, somebody
called him-from the inside. He went over t_o see
who it was, and had scarcely got in when his at-
tention was directed ton man laying helplessly
drunk and asleep, who turned out to be no other
than his jour, Tom Kearney.

The meeting seemed providential, but how was
he going to improve the opportunity, and tho fel-
low so dead drunk? A bright thought ocgurred to
Jack ; that he would take Tom along in his cnrt to
the coal pits, and when the latter awoke he might
induce him to return and domicile with Naocy
again, Full of this promising project, he got more
straw into his vehicle, and.with the help of some
bystanders he succeeded in transferring Tom to it,
more like 8 dead man than a living one. Jack
&rove on to the pits ; though it was a long way, he
arrived there at last, and still his charge slept
fast as ever, He immediately sought out Bryan
Campbell, his first cousin, to whom he communi-
cated all Lis troubles and desires ; how he wished
to get Tom back, and the ruse he had practiced in
order to get him to return,

Now, Bryan Oampbell was the wag of the cosl
wines, an inveterate practical joker., He was a
man of considerable intelligence, and though he
indulged in the social bowl occasionally, few ever
saw him drunk, He was the very centre of all the
fun, amongst the miners, and when ke wentona
game of sport,all obeyed him as a commander.
Though McConnaughey was his near relstive, he
had little respect for him, knowing his niggardly
disposition well.

% What'll ye give me,” said Dryan, * If I git this
fellow to go back till you ?”

Jack was willing to promise him almost any-
thing if he only affected that. Campbell got Tom
carefully into the bucket with himself, and both
were lowered down the shaft. The sleeper was con-
veyed with quiet caution into a coal chamber which
has little resemblance to the lady’s chamber, There
he was peaceably divested of his clothing, An cld
blanket, procured for the occasion, was wrapped
round him, and he was tranquilly placed by bis
conductor, sitting by a great pillar of coal, just as
the inebriate was showing some signs of returning
animation,

Tom, at length, had gradually slept off his
drunken stupor, and opened his eyes; it was all
dark around Lim. He tried hard to recollect him-
self, where he went to asleep, but his memory was
sorely at fault; he could not recall the most dis-
tant glimmer. He remembered being at Sam 3Mc-
Vickers public house, where the big picture of
King William crossing the Boyne wasup; and
how Sam saved him from a set of Orangemen, who
were about {o pound him for cursing King Billy—
but where was he now? He felt sick, his throat
was dry and husky, and O! how bitterly he regret.

well with Barney Muldoon. He soon discovered
he was naked, with nothing but an old blanket
round him. Where were his clothes, or where did
he lose them? He was sensiblc of a strong odor
of brimstone, very ominous; and again the terribly
perplexing question smote him—where was ho now?
He heard the miners picking, but ke did not un-
derstand it ; he had never seen @ coal pitin bis
life, nor had he the remotest notion of what it
looked like,and of course the least suspicion of
where he was never entered his thoughts.

Poor Tom was thus seriously and sadly ruminat-
ing, his usually strong ncrves unstrung and his
gystem weakened down, for he had eaten no food
for uearly a weck—when he saw some strange
looking Deings approaching, each with & light on
his hend! They came and ranged silently around
him, Hc could sce they were black, and for fear
of exposing his nakedness he drew the blanket
closer round him. After standing some time in
silence, one of these mysterious visitors spoke at
last, and he heard in solemn tones: * What is your
name ?”

“ My name,” saide he, ¢ is Tom Kearney; but
tell me, if you please sir, where am I now, or what
place is this ?”

“ Don’t you know without asking ? Can’t you see
we're all black? And don't you smell the brim-
stone ?"

# Oh," said Tom, groaning inwardly, * how did I
get here, and what's the name of the place ?”

“ You got berc as all like you get. You died
drunk, and why need you ask the name of the
place ?”

¢ Am I dead ?” said Tom, now fairly sobered.

® Of course you're dead.”

% And are you the—the imps?”? he faintly falter-
el

% Yes, wo're the imps,” was the reply, and they
all laughed, which sounded dreadfully Lellish in
Tom's ears,

“\What did you work at in the other world ?”
resumed the talking imp again.

%] was 8 blagksmith,” said Tom.

t Are you a good blacksmith ?”

“ T used to be able to forge almost any kind of 2
'o'b."

g’ Where did you serve your time 7’

4 In Dublin, on the mail coach road, with Ma-
guire, that used to be called The Big Fisk, for a
nick-name.”

t Can you make chains and bolts ?”

“Yes, I can make bolts after n pattern, and I
can raake chains and close them if I have a good
anvil.”

“ Ye'll have a good anvil, and ye'll be very use-
ful hero, for we want a lot of o' chaing made, and
bolts, too, for there’s a great deal o’ quality coming
here just now. There's Lord Castlereagh, that cut
his throat the other day; ye've heerd o’ him, didn’t

ou ?"
o Yes,” answered Tom, ¢but wasn'¢ it in Eng-
land he did that ?”

% 0, aye, indeed was it, but he must come to the
Irish part o' hell for his punishment. Ife betrayed
and robbed Ireland, you know,and its Irishmen
must keep the hot Dblast till his skin. Ho is the
traitor that sold the country to Billy Pitl, and it's
their own fault if they let the fire go down on him
—but there's no danger ¢ that. We use traitors
the worst of all here, The “98" informers ave all
crammed down very far—Tom Reynolds is under-
most.”

Keniney was well pleased at the information the
imp gave him. He thooght it was quite right, and
snid so. His lucid informant asked bim if he was
not very dry ? “ Yes, indeed,” said Tom, *but
sure yot bave nothing to drink here?’

# (), aye have we troth, for poor fellows like you,”
and to Tom's astonishment snd delight, he was
handed a smsll'tin porringer full of pure potteen.
He smelled of it and drank it down gratefully, re-
marking how good it was, and that he never thought
they bad such good whiskey down here, .

“'Hut, man,” eaid the imp, ® why wonldn't it be
good, when it was down in hell whiskey was first
made " .

Kearney felt much better after this kindness,
evenif it wasin hell,and would have stood up
but for shame of his-nakedness. Though amongst

the devils he felt shy of appearing with nothing

ted going on that infernal spree, and he doing so-

“but anold - blanket round: i "The, spokesmen |
“fiend, 'noticing " his inclination ;told him he must

keep. sitting, until'he was called, and continted to
enlighen him oa the usage of the nether world,.

“ You gee,”. o resumed, * we’do things down
Jiere a good deal different‘to what ye thought., In
the other world the rich have it all their own way,"
and have marcy on the poor, so we turn the thing
right aronnd, when we git them down here, and
pay them back -in their own coin. All the pun-
ishment we give till the poor fellows that comes
here, is to make them keep the fires up till the
rich rascals, for all their persecutions on earth, and
it's hardlyany punishment af all to the poor to do
this work, for mogt o' them take comfort in paying
back ould scores to the scoundrels that punished
themselves above. That's the way we work down
here. - Do you see 7

Tom did see and appreciated too; he listened
very attentively, though it wasanew system of
theology to him ; he had never heard it before, but
concluded it was aboot right.

“ Yes," rejoined the fiend, “ it is right, and many
of the tyrants would come off a great deal worse,
only the people they injured went up to the other
place, and it's drunkardg and other poor creatures
that didn’t know much about them, that must at-
tend to them here, but they keep the fire up to
them purty well for all that,

The imp walked off to some other place, leaving
Kearney in deep thought; he soon returned, how-
ever, and accosted his victim :

*Thomas Kearney, who did you work for last?”

 For Barney Muldoon, at the cross,a very decent
man,”

“* And who did you work for before that ?”

% For Jack McConnaughey, God forgive me.”

A laugh among the imps followed this remark,
and there was 8 movement behind the great pillar
that Tom was sitting against ; for Jack himself was
there ; he came down with a few others who wanted
to see the fun, though to him it was no fun at all
but renl business. He could not restrain himself,
or leave the management of the affair to Bryan;
he was so much interested he must come eaves-
dropping. It is an old saying that an eaves-dropper
seldom hears aunything creditable or pleasing to
bimself. Let us see if Jack’s experience was an ex-
ception.

“ Well,” snid the fiend, who was no other than
Bryan Campbell, ¢ why did you leave Jack McCon-
naughey ?"

“ For very good reason,” replied Tom, who, by
the way, grew quite familiar since he got thedrink,
" for the very good reason that he was the meanest
man I ever knew.,”

There was a general laugh at this, and Tom was
surprised to hear it echoed in different directions
away behind him,

“ Thomas Kearney,” said the dark spokesman.
again, ¢ if you got a chance to get out o’ this place
wouldn't you take it'?”

“ Why, to be sure I would.”

% Well, now, Thomas, if you git out of thison
conditions of going back to Jack McConnaughey,
will you go 2—but mind, you can't break any bar-
gain you make here.

This was a terrible and serious dilemma, to which
Tom gave the most grave consideration. He
thought of Jack’s meanness—Nancy’' hard vizage
never appeared more repulsive to him. Feeling
that the contract must be binding, he bad much
difficulty in making up kis mind, but notwith-
standing this, he arrived at the conclusion finally.
McConnaughey, from behind the wall of coal,
stretched out his long neck and listened breath-
lessly, thinking he was to have his journeyman
back again.

“Well," said the victim, and all were attentive,
‘“ from all you tcll ‘me about this place, it's not so
bad as I thought. I'd like to scorch ould Castle.
reagh; and anyhow I'd rather stay here than have
to live my life with Jack, and above ail with onld
Nancy I"

The wild roar of laughter that followed this
deciaration startled poor IKearney ; it reverberated
all around through the dark space, where he could
not see ony one or anythicg. The black fiends
seemed all merriment, while poor Tom could not
understand the cause. Soon the spokesman re-
covered his equarnimity, and he returned to the ex-
amination :

“Thomas Kearney, what have you ngainst Jack
McConnaughey or his sister Nancy ?”

% Well,” began Tom, looking at the crowd of
imps coming and going with lights ou their heads,
“Itell youas well as Iean: Jack is aman I
couldn't bear to work for; if be was paying mca
shilling I earned from him, he’d squeeze it so hard
atween his finger and thumb that you could read
the date o’ the coin there for hours after—faith, his
own neighbors sey he'd gkin a flea tor the hide and
fat ; and as for ould Nancy—she's ten times worse;
she'd starve the divil with her tbin stirabout!
Gentlemen,” ie added, looking hard at the infernals,
“1 don't mean any offence to you ; but I think
she counts the grains of ontmeal going into the
pot."

During the delivery of this speech the imps wers
in agonies of laughter, screaming in uproarious glee,
after which many of them disappeared.

% And so, Tom IKearney,” said the familiar fiend,

¢ you'd rather stay here than with ould Nancy Mc-

Connaughey ?”

% Yes,” answered Tom, who began to feel rather
sick again, “I'l rather stay Lere than with ould
Nancy McConnaughey.” .

“Well” said the familiar voice, **don't you think
you could eat something now 7'

¥ No, I'm too sicl; but I'd take another drink of
whiskey if you have it.”

He got the other drink, and felt but little better
when the friendly fiend asked him if he could slecp
but no he could not. He was now alone, save the
one dark habitant who spoke to him all the time,
and who now addressed bim in a solemn, friendly
manner :

t“Tom Kenrney,ye're too good a fellow to be
kept here, 5o if you let me bandage your eyes and
bind your hands, and do everything as I tell you,
I think I can lead you out and set you at liberty.”

Tam consented, and with his eyes blindfolded, the
other led bim to where there was some clothing,
and told him to dress himself in the dark. He
wondered how the clothes fitted him so well, they
felt lile his own. His hauds were then tied secure-
ly behind his back, and his companion led him
along, until, by his directions, they were seated
together in a large $ub, and soon they began to
agcend up, until at last Tom found himself in the
fresh, cool air. He walked a long way with his
conductor holding him by the arm, until they
entered a house, where he was seated and told to
remain very quiet until somebody . would come and
set him free, which would surely be in a short
time. He complied faithfully with the injunction,
and after o while some person entered, asking wnat
was the matter with him. But before he conld
answer the new-comer unbound his hands, and
took off the bandage, when Tom found himself in
the presence of a stout, good-natured looking man,
who eyed him curiously. ]

Kearney was no less surprised than gratified at
his return to daylight again, though not disposed
to be very communicative with the stranger about
his escape from the lower regions—his train of
ideas wuas sadly confused, and he had too much io
think of for talkiog, just yet. His liberator ac-
companied him to the turnpike road leading home.
Tom was very thoughtful, when his conductor hail-
ed a passing carman, and asked him to give his
compsnion ¥ a lift as far as Barney Muldoon’s at
the cross.”

#Indeed, Dryan Campbell” said the curman,
% I'm only too glad to serve a friend of yours,”

"Tom got home to Barncy's house about night-

fall, a sadder and perhaps & wiser man than when
he left it. Bryan Campbell conceived quite a re-

.| gard for him after that time, and always said # Kear-

ney was a man-—evory inch of him—and never
passed the way without calling in.”

I forgot to state that Barney Muldoon’s daughter,
Mary was the belle of the parish, and in less _than
a year from that time Tom Kearney led her to the
gltar, and Bryan Campbell was at the wedding,

" These incidents occurred before Father. Mathew’s
time, but Tom took good care ever after not-to risk
another descent inio the lower regions. He became a
sober, good husband, and in time the father of a
fine family of handsome girls and stout boys.—Irisk
National Magazine, :

FATHER BURKE.

GRAND WORDS ON REAL CATHOLICS.

Io the latest sermon of Father Burke, delivered
in Dublin, we find the following impressive words:

Dearly beloved brethren, there are many who be-
lieve in the Church of God, who have been born
angd baptized in her fold, or who by some extraord.
inary grace,and it is indeed an extraordinary grace,
were called from the ranks of infidelity, darkness,
and error into the admirable light of God. They
belong to God’s Holy Church, but they seem actu-
ally ashamed of what should be their proudest
boast. If they go out to a dinner party they are
ashamed to do this, to make this sign of the cross,
this glorious sign that in the day of judgment shall
shine upon the forehead of the olect of God, that
cross through which =loae, the Scriptare tells us,
the joy and glory of heaven can be obtained. But
there are others who are fervent, loud, blatant in
their lip professions of Catholicity, who are zeal-
ous, furious, in their denunciations of all outside
the Church, even of those whom the Church her-
self absolves. But look at their lives. How do
they correspond with their professions? Do they
frequent the sacraments of the Church? Do they
approach the confessional? Do you evez sce them
partake of the sacred banquet of the Holy Com-
munion? No, my dearly beloved brethren; oh!
no, they are a mockery and a triumph to the here-
tic and the infidel, they are a stumbling-block to
the believers, They are spoken of as the criminal
classes, the debaucke, the drunkard, the fraudulent
tradesman, the dishonest servant, are all to be
found in these ranks; the carelegs, the ignorant,
vicious Catholics, lond indeed in their profession
of Catholicity, but careless of every injunction the
Catholic Church imposes. Are they truthful, ate
they real in their lives, they whom Christ himself
describes as who with theit lips indeed confess his
truth, but who in every action of their lives deny
him? My dearly beloved ULrethren, the very first
essential of the true Catholic, of the true man, is
reality. Do you believe the Catholic faith ? The
Church, urlike anything elsc calling itself a relig-
ion on this earth, puts the professors of its doc-
trines to rude tests. Do you believe in the Church?
If you do, yon will have to starve yourself on the
days of fast which she imposes. You will have to
submit to pain and to humiliation. Are you a proud
man ? are you an intellectual man ? Well, you will
lave to go to some poor priest, who perhaps doss
not know balf as much as you. You will have to
kneel at his feet, you will have to confees to him,
you will have to speak to him of things that you
would rather die—rather commit suicide—than re-
veal to any other living Deing. If you bea true
man, writhing in sorrow and humiliation, you will
have to revenl the darkest secrets of your soul.
You will haveto acknowledge to him your sing,
your exceises, your bascnmess, your fulsehood,

your dishonesty, your filthiness of soul.
These are indeed rude tests. Where there
is reality therc must be rude tests. Contem-

plate the eternal God born in the stable on

Christmas morning, his mother hunted from house

to house, driven asa last resort toa stable; the

Child God brought forth amidst beasts, and cradled

in the straw of their manger, was not this a suffi-

ciently rude test of the truth, the reality of God ns

he entered the world? Contemplate Lim as he

leaves it, nailed to a cross, a bard, rough bed for a
dying man, his hend lacerated with thorns, his
body ‘torn witl: scourges, his lips parched with
thirst, with wounded body and broken heart, dying
for the sins of men, These were indeed rude tests
that God's reality endured, He came into the
world & man, He took upon himselt the heritege
of micery. He proved himself true man, and from
the moment of his birth to the moment of his death
he never shrank from agony or sorrow. Outside
the Catholic Church there is notest to which those
that call themselves members of the body must
submit, The Protestant minister that steps into
the pulpit in the trim black robes of his ministry
to preach the doctrine of perfection, he is a)married
mwan ; he has a wife and children of bis own; he
has the Juxuries and comforts that this life affords ;
he denies himself nothiog—who asks him to deny
himself? DBut the Catholic pricst must resist his
human inclinations and passions—must resistthem
ay, even totheletting of blood. He must, if neces-
sary, lay bare his own back to the discipline, and
cut the slesh and draw the blood that would rebol ;
but before he come into the pulpit—before he can
stand at that altar—he must be like the angels of
God in his personal purity, Is not this a rude
test? The true Church mustimpose rude tests, and
truc men must indure them, The Catholic that
will not submit to the Church’s guidance—the
Catholic that is a Mohammedan ora Mormon in
his sensuality—don’t tell me that he has any other
claim or title to the name of Christian than that
baptismal robe ot innocence aud sdoption which
he has not merely defiled, but torn iato shreds by
his’ oftences. Veritus dz terrw orta est. It sprung
forth from the virgin carth of the pure womb of
Mary, when Jesus Christ, our feilow-man, was born
into the world, and none can ¢laim fellowship with
Christ except by truc conformity with the principles
his life and character display—conformity not
merely by the words upon our lips, hut by the ac-
tions of onr life, in all the trnthfulness and reality
that are manifested to usin this adorable mystery
of the Incarnation,

EUROPE’S FIGHTERS.

THE FIGETING STRENGTH OF THE POWERRS THAT WILL
OR MAY Q[E INVOLVED IN AN EASTERN WAR,

(Translated from the Cologne Gazelte.)

For a long time no year has at its close presented
so warlike an aspect as that of 1876, The belliger-
ent attitude which Russia, Turkey, England, and
Roumania have already taken, and which, accord.
ing to the latest advices, Austrin also is preparing
to take, makes it very questionable whether, in the
event of the beginning of hostilities between the
two first named powers, the theatre of war can be
localized or confined to their territories,

In addition to her already gathered Southernarmy
Russia has tuken steps for the mobilization of three
divisions of her Caucasian army. Enrch of the
eight infantry divisions of that army consists of
eixteen battalions, numberior on o war footing, be.
sides, twenty officers, 1,016 combatants. The
strength, thevofore of the infantry now being got
into readiness for service in Asia Minor consists of
forty-cight battalions, comprising 960 officers and
48,668 mon, exclusive of non-combatants. IFrom
the information so far received, however, nbout
these lntest preparations of the Russian Govern.
ment it'does not clearly appear whether to this
g§:cond army of operation there should be added the
Caucasian rifle Lrigade of four battalions: what
forco of cavalry, artillery, or enginecers have been

allotted te it, and especially what irrepula

have been ordered to join it; so thEt tﬁe&fgﬁ,‘i
strength of this new Army can by no means be g
curately computed, e

The southern Russian army consists of g corpy
d'armee, comprising 12 infantry and 6 cavalry divI;
sions, and containing, according to the Hilitary
Gazette, 216,000 men, with 49,200 hornes' and mg
gqns—whereof .op!y 4 corps d'armee, of B infantr
and 4 cavalry divisions, with a strength of 144 000
men, 32,800 horses,and 432 guns, are, how:."r
destined for active operations in the event of war

The present strength of the Turkish army is re.
ported to amount to 644,512 men,

- From Austria’ we learn that, to begin with, »
army corps, each containing 30,000 men -are to'b:
got ready, whereof one is to be stationed in Transyl.
vania, another to bo sent into Dalmatin, where the
third iz to e concentrated on the Savo. The
confirmation of this report bas not yet Feached
us, however,

England has placed one corps d'armee in readinesg
consisting of 3 infantry divisions and i cuvalry
brigade, subdivided into 21 battalions of infantr
6 regiments of cavalry, and 15 batteries of fieid
artillery—said to number 36,806 mcen, with 1186z
horses and 90 guns. Lord Napier 1s repottedi t;)
have been chosen commander of this furce—on
whom, in the event of farther warlike preparationg
the chief command would probably devolve, A
second British corps d'armee Is to be formed of troops
of the Anglo-Indian army and, se far as hag been
learned, placed under the command of General
J_ohnson. A third corps could, after a lapse of cop.
siderable time, be formed from the 77 infantry
battulions, 22 cavalry regiments, and 57 field bat-
teries of the royal army then still remaining in the
United Kiogdom. From - information deriveq
from the Anglo-Indinn press there is also a proba.
bility of a second corps being formed thero for active
service.

Roumania'’s military strength, on a war tooting
consists of two corps d'armee, each numbering some-
where about thirty-two thousand men, with ninety-
Bix guns. It remains to be seen, bowever, in thig
case, how large a proportion of this forcs would be
found ready for the field in an emergency,

The Servian army, preparatocy to a renewal of
the war, is to be divided into two or, according to
other advices, into four corps. T'he internal aﬁiirs
of this army.are, however, too disorganized to ex.
pect any successful result tofollow its reappearance
in the field."

The Montenegrin forces have, with the exception
of small detachments employed in weatching the
various Turkish garrisons and guarding the border,
Leen dispersed to their homes, while the Greek
preparations appear, according to all accounts, not
to have passed through the first stages,

Agniust the only too apparent carnestness with
which the preparations for war are being under.
taken by the Turks, there appears the tardy action
of Russia in organizing for the emergency to which
her action otherwise is tending. That the Russian
army of the South, with the strength hitherto
granted it, of 144,000 men, could not achieve any
decided success, needs no particular demonstration:
and the sanie may be said of the forces destined for
the Asiatic gent of war. Far more decided and pro-
mising of & successful result appear the preparations
of England, and for this very reason we cannot ac-
cept the current reasoning that this power should,
under all circnmstances, remain neutral, On the
whole, it scems that considering the present milit-
ary position of Russin, there i3 no necessity for
Turkey to submit unconditionally to whatever may
be aslked of her. Lven if the present diplomatic
undertaking wero to come to naugkt, Rassia would
8till want the time to carry our such measures as
would assure her of success in the conflict she
would bave under undertake to accomplished her
designs,

CHURCHES IN PARIS.

For extent, cost, aud magnificence the churches
of Paris rival, if they do not evxcel, the palaces.
The Metropolitan Cathedral of Notre Dame stands
at the head of the list, and ever must and ever
will, for the simple fact that it was built honestly.
You can see plainly that it was n work of faith.
not a jou by contract. Built in the Middle Ages,
it was evidently erected by men of genius who lhad
consecrated it, not to money-making, but to the
glory of One who can see through artifice, agd re-
ward wiat is done through supernatural motives.
The cxterior plainly shows, in all its storied sim-
pliciiy of statue and pinuacle, the grand concep.
tious of former times as to what ought to be a tem-
ple of the Most ITigh; but the interior is over-
poweriogly grand.

Unfortunately the Cathedral tias been “ restored,”
which gives it a very flashy and modern appear-
ance, The medern artist has evidently taken Lis
inspiration from the theatre, so we are treated to
acres of gilding and miles of ornamentation in the
grandest colors, the cifect of which is very sugges-
tive of boxes and the green curtnin. The high
altar is in the middle of the church (as is, indeed,
the custom in I'rance), which has the eftect of les.
sening the size of the building. On the other hand,
as pews are unknown, the editice as a whole, shows
to great advantege.

In the sacristy adjoining is shown the rich treas.
ures of the chapter, containing the sacred plate,
valued at millions of dollars, every article of solid
gold, while the vestments arv prodigies of art and
taste. During the Commune these articles were
concealed by various members of the parish—
some of them very poor——and vet not anarticle was
either lost or injured, 1t was on the altar of this
church—a magnificent work of marble and bronze
—that the Goddess of Reason was seated during
the wild orgies of the First Revolution, and from
it Nupoleon I. scized his crown in the presence of
Pius VII. But as this very sanctuary i3 full of
wonderful recollections, I will simply refer to an.
other cburch and close,

The most deeply veligious parish—formerly the
very worst—of Paris is that of St. Sulpice, Itiss
magnificent building in the Roman-Corinthian
style,about four hundred feet long by two hundred
feet wide. It counts about sixteen thousand parishe
ioners, and on All Saints’ duy five thousand com-
municants surround its cighteen altars, Twenty
priests carry on the work of the parish. The music
is peculiatly fine, the orgnn being one of the finest
in Europs, and costs four thousand doliais per an.
numw, while the total cost of # runaing the church,”
as we would say, is a little over twenty thousand
dollars per apnum. You can rely upon these figmes
as authentic, as I bave them direct from the rector,
and you cam, if you pleuse,. compars American
prices’ with those of Paris, should you incline to
the weakuess of statistics,—Cor. of Connecticut Cath-
olie.

THE ANNUAL IRISHMAN.

The # Annual Irishman ¥ appears on one day in
each year amongst us, the best of good fellows. On
the othev three hundred and sixty-four days of the
veur you would find him as readily in a small-pox
hospital as nmongst his countrymen., But on that
day % lie is all there.” When the parade begina fo
move, you nolice him the busiest man of all the
thousands present. He wears the biggest sham-
rock, bas the most smiles, beams with the wmost
show of patriotic fervour, and if he mcets an io-
fluential American friend he grasps his hand warmer
thau any one else, points at the crowd, and inquires of
him, “ does not that show some influence.”

He is great in election times at caucusses of hig
party. He proclaims nmong them that # ho haé
the Irish vote in his pocket " and they advance him

accordingly. . v




