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THE MAESTRO'S STORY

Signorino admires the outlook ?
Well, it 1» not to be despised. Lok
yonder across the valley where San
Marco piles up its pink and lilac roofs
sgaiust the purpling hills. Such lights !
What charm !

But a thousand pardons. Signorino
had laid aside his work and I had meant
only to— So? Then 1 shall rest
awhile till the great heat be over and
gone.

Signorino finds it difficult, 1 suppose,
to command his mood always. The past:
it intrudes. Well, we are nove of us
masters of the heart in that respect.
Oar wistful eyes are forever turned
toward the rueful gateway.

Cure ! There is no cure, Oaly this
morning 1 received s letter from a
famous singer, an artist, whose voice
thrills thousands; who has riches, health,
8 world at his feet—yet, who, in his un-
happiness, asks the same question. In
spite of the gifts that fortune has
pressed upon him, my Matteo is pursued,
tortared by memory.

No; there is nocare. There are only
now and then, blesked gaps of forgetful-
ness. Ouwe of us fluds an hour's respite
in this task; another in that. Sigoorino,
for instance, is writing a — romance,
Then he is indeed favored. He can re-
treat at will to an ideal world.

He thinks such work futile, thankless.
I have a wise little book that I keep
always near at hend. It was written by
one of your own countrymen., Some-
where therein is the sentence — * The
worst miser is the learned man that will
not write,” And it is so. A thought is
gained here; alight there—who knows
but that from the written page a prin-
ciple, a standard is plucked. What a
respomsibility — this power to enter the
lives of men and women so intimately,
80 secretly |

Bat Siguorino will forgive a garrulous
old music master that chatters away
such blessed bours. Tne mood, perhaps,
has returned ? — KEn, Matteo's story |
Bat [ have no skill at that sort of thing
— Wiy, coriaiuly, il uhie Siguoriue wish
it.

QOue autumn day, eight or nine years
8go, up in the public sqnare, we were
holding some festival : I forgot just
what. Sigaorino knows how comforting
the broad shadow is that lies at after-
noon on the west side where the inuns
snd shops are ? Yes, it is always cool and
pleasant there, while across the piazza
our little church fairly bakes in the sun-
light.

I walked among the merry-makers
listening to the laughter, the musie, the
songs. And I said to myself : * Toey
are children to-dsy; they are happy.”
Toen I stood still. I saw a face. Oh,
the besuty of it! In the girl's dark
eyes slept the dreams and lightnings of
the south. They were glorious. Under
the dusk of ner oval cheeks were the
ebb and flow of rich, warm blood — the
oovert red of our race. Her lips, with
their pout and scorn and pleading, were
eloquent beyond words. She had the
voice of a singer, smooth and soft and
full of rich depths, incomparable tones
Her dark hair was massed gloriously
about the clearest of brows. She was
magnoificent.

I was flung back twenty-five years to
one spring day when a woman's eyes—
how blind we are when we so much need
to vee |

I ioquired who the girl might be ?
“That? On, that would be Coucetta,
the wood-carver’'s daughter; Stephano
Briganti's child,”

At the same table sat Carlo Volpini,
& handsome fellow, just returned from
Amwmerica; so bold, so aggressive. His
dark eyes pierced one through and
through. Opposite the girl sat Matteo,
my favorite pupil — timid, thoughtful.
Carlo stared boldly at the girl. Mat.
teo looked at her only at long intervals,
Yet, onoe, when their glances met, I saw
him blush, And I knew the truth.
indeed, Signorino, she was worth his ad-
miration. [ could easily understand
how she might stir even in his thought
ful soul a tremendous passion; how she

might sweep by storm his simple heart. |

While [ stood looking at the girl, 1
keard Matteo ask her to sing. Bag
Carlo, quickly leaning across the table,
whispered to her, She looked at him a
moment, then at Matteo and tossing her
head declared: * No—I will sing.”

Carlo laughed, shook his head
called to the masicians
later in & civeling eloud, with youth and
loveliness shining about her, Concetta
held us spell-bound with the grace and
beauty of her dancing.

I looked at Matteo,
troubled. Perhaps he had a
ment. | was very much puzzled.

Ifell to

and

His eyes were
present
And
what the ontecome
woald be-—C beauty
Carlo bold Matteo
naturally timid yet with a great passion
tugging at his heart. 1 saw clearly
how these three lives were on the briuk
of some entanglement

Que morning a week later I was stand
ing over there under the plam
when ranning down the
path calling out :

“ Have you heard the news ?"

I looked at him and shook my head.

wondering
meetta with such
daring, masserful ;

trees
Matteo came

“ Oarlos has gone ;
A 4

a
' I exclaimed.

“lc is true he repiied; snd after a |
pause—"It is & groat blessing

I, too, smiled, Signorino it was so
frank, so simple, Aund 1 said :

“8) vou have the fleld to yourseif

Yes, |

Some moments |

certaln s dswn was coming when
the mutual stress wouid burst torth into
the oid mirscle of sweetness, color and
light. I thrilled at sight of them—Con-
cutta and Matteo—situing together st
evening on tnis very bench looking off
over the valley, | konew that there
shooe for them somewhere in these sun

sets the [airy land we all of us glimpse
but once, to lose forever, All the
romance that had ever been written was
beguiling them with hopes and promises,

Iv was the followiog spring when we
were much together that I noticed a
change in Matteo, Sometimes in the
height of his apparent happivess he
would shiver as it a draugbt of cold air
had suddenly swept over him. On these
occasions he would turn to Concetta
with inexpressibly sad eyes, She would
call bim by nams. It would be a mere
whisper; but oh, the depth, the strength,
the intensity of it! Awnd she would
smile up at him. Aud he would be him-
self again,

Oh, yes, I thought of many reasons ;
but never of the true one, Tell me,
Signorino, these premonitions, these in-
exvlicable sensings of disasters ; these
dark hints that flash upon the soul in
the high tide of contentment — what is
the truth ol them ? For years they ab-
sent themselves and then, suddenly they
are upon us as fearsome realities.

I have only %o close my eyes and that
fateful October morning is before me,
We were at Mass. Matteo's voice ris
ing higher and higher, filled the church
with wonderful music. Heaven seemed
very near, Just ahead oi me kneit Con-
cetta. Toward the end of the se vice
she became restless, kept turning and
glaneing bebind her. I was puzzled,
for I saw in his eyes the look of some
hunted creature. Suddenly I saw her
grip the chair that was in front of her
and shiver, When Father Michael had
given the blessing she arose aud moved
swiftly forward to where our Lady's
statue gleamed in the cand'e light,
There, on her knees, with head bowed,
she remained till the lights had been
suuffed and the people gove. A touch
on my shoulder caused me to start vio-
winbly, 1 turoed arcuod,
teo, His face was pale,
me to fellow him.
he asked huskily :

* Have you heard the news ?"

“ What news,” I demanded.

* Carl Volpini has returned.”

“ No "

“Iois true. Gino Carlucei saw him
raise the curtain at the door and look
within,”

“* Well, said I, “and what of that ?”

He looked at me queerly for a mo-
ment. and then demanded :

* But, Concetta? Howdid she know."”

Tne source of his words flashed upon
me in an instant.

* Are you certain that it was Carlo ?”
I asked.

And Matteo said that Gino had sworn
it. Just then Concetta came down the
steps of the church. She paused =
second, came forward, and said wearily :
“I am very tired, Matteo, take me
home.” And together they went down
the road.

I have never heard what passed be-
tween them that morning ; but from
that day onward Matteo seemed to rest
under & strange spell of abstraction.
Some burden was on his soul. Ounce or
twice | was tempted to speak to him of
the things that were in my mind, but 1
counld not.

The pext afternoon I met Matteo in
the square. We sauntered along talk-
ing of this thing and that—his studies,
his musio, his ambitions ; but not one

16 was Mat-
He beckoned
Outside in the piazza

ing, sorrow, tenderness rose heaven
ward through the silence. We were
rapt out of ourselves.

Then pine or teu months after Con-
cetta's flight, some Americans from the
Western part of your country heard
Matteo sing at Vespers. It was the be
ginniog of che end. Toward the close of
that summer he left us to complete his
studies in the musical centers of the
North,

He came down here to my garden the
day he was leaving. We spoke of many
things that we had in common ; but it
was only when he took my hand for the
parting that he referred to the unfortu-
nate affair that was so much a part of
his thoughts and life. Just before he
turned away he pointed to the bench
where we are now sitting and said :

“My hear: is all there, Maestro, all
there ; nothing else matters. 1 loved
her.” And he was gone.

A fortoight later startling pews
flashed through the village, Carlo Vol
pini was dead : killed in a gambling
bawl at Naples | All the sordid details
were lsid bare in the journals that
brought us the story. Concetta ? But
wait, you shall hear.

That week we were scourged with
deadly heats, Even on these heights
we gasped for breath. I sat here in the
garden one might thinking what such
weather meant to the sweltering thous-
ands on city streets. And I thanked
God for His gift of the hills.

Signorina knows how deep the silence
is after nightfall. That evening it was
omiuous. The countryside was parcned,
dying, Where stars should be was a
luminous mist, An expectancy was
abroad. As I sat thinking, a puff of air
passed down throogh the wilted trees,
Suddenly I leapt to my feet. A ragged
stream of fire tore apart the sky in the
west. I knew what that meant. An
other angry flash and down through the
darkness came the splitting of ash snd
the long brawl of tumbling thunders.
The rain splattered in my face before I
had reached the house. A few minutes
later, the winds and the floods of weeks
burst upon us.

1 s8b ior almost s hour listening
the trumpetings and fenslavghts of the
storm when I thought I heard a knock.
It seemed ineredible that one should be
abroad in such stress. Bat at the sound
of the second knock I jumped to my feet
and, drawing the bar, let the doorswing
back a few inches. For a second the
whole valley stood revealed to me and
with it a woman's face, I thought it a
trick of the imagination ; but at the
touch oi wet fingers on mine and at the
sound of 8 homan voice in the darkness,
I flang open the door to drag her in out
of the wild havoe of the night.—Yes,
Signorina | it was Concetta. The light
duzed her. She staggered toward a
chair, clutched at its back and, looking
at me out of her great dark eyes, de-
manded :

“Matteo, where is Matteo ?"*

“Matteo 2" [ repeated.

She gave me one look : such a look !

“What do you mean ?” she asked
hoarsely.

“Why,"” said I, “Matteo has left us
he is not here,”

It was thoughtless.
known better,

“Not here—" she muttered, Matteo
gone "

She stared straight ahead of her,
ewayed and then dropped at my feet.
She looked about her as she came to,

I should have

THE STOLEN SOYEREIGN

By Sylvia Hunting, in Ave Maria

A tall, portlv gentleman from Aus-
tralla, with ocurly hair, was one day
walking through the streets of London.
He was not particulsrly inserested in
London uews, es he had been absent
from that city fora great many years;
and waodered rather simlessly about,
looking into shop windows here and
there. Two newsboys, observing him,
with that unfsiling ivstinet common to
the tribe, at once recoguized him as a
stranger.

“I'm goin' to play & game on that
furriner,” said one to the other.

“ What ye goiu' to do?’ ssked his
companion.

“1I'll tell you,” was the reply, and the
two boys whispered together.

“I'll bet you lose,” said the second
boy. * He's no guy.”

* He looks a bit soft, though,” re-
joined the other. “I'm so sure I can
fetch him that I'm willin' to dump your
papers onto him as well as my own, if
you're game, And I'll ye what, Lorry ;
if be doeen't tumble, I'll just buy up the
lot from ye myself."”

1l right I said the other.

“ Pry
him."”

The urchin approached the gentle-
msn, 8 buudle of papers on his arm,
which were further augmented by those
his friend had been carrying

“Osir,”” he began in an appealing
tone, * wounld you be so good as to buy
a paper? I've been tryving to sell mine
all day, and hardly anyoue has bought.
My mother's dreadful sick, and she
hasn't no one to earn a penny for her
but me."”

The gentleman looked down at the
boy, ragged and pallid cheeked, and his
bheart was filled with pity, There was
something attractive in the peaked little
face upturned to his, though the twink-
ling black eyes were almost too sharp
for those of s0 young a lad. Attribut
ing their precocious glance, however, to
the environment of poverty and wretch
edoess which had probably surrounded
the child from his birth, the stranger
did not allow this circumstance to in-
fluence him,

* Yes, my lad,” he answered, putting
his band in his pocket. * [ will take
them all, s0 that you may at ouce run
home to your sick mother with some
food.”

The sharp black eyes dropped to the
ground ; the boy, little trickster though
he was, had not the effrontery to look
into the face of the kind stranger, who
drew forth a handtul of gold.

“ I find I bave no silver with me,” he
said. * 1 wonder if I could trust you to
change a sovereign ?’’

“ Yes, sir,”’ was the eager response.
* Yonder at the public-house I can gec
the change for you in a mioute.”

The Australian hesitated. He knew
he was placing s strong temptation be
fore the boy, but his trust in human
nature was great,

* Very well, then,” he said. “ I will
wait here till youn return. Put the
papers on the ledge by this area. When
you retura ycu may sell,them over again
if you can. Idonot want them.”

* Yes sir, aud thank ye, sir!” said the
boy, immediately darting across the
street, followed by his companion,

I'hey entered the front door of the
pu' lic-house, only to run out the back,
never slackening their pace till they

shivered, and began to sob in a pitiful
manner. And I said to myself, “when
grief has spent itself, I will get the

word of what | was sure was uppermost
in both our minds. Juost where the
path turns aside from the main road 1
felt his fingers grip my arm with great
force. | heard his suppressed cry.
There coming up the hill road, hand in
hand were Concetta aud Carl Volpini,

I could feel the gathering strain of
| Matteo's muscles. It seemed an eter
nity till the two passed us. Carlo with
his filne clothes and worldly air smiled
and bowed ; a mocking smile. Concetta
like one in a dream did not look at us.
Suddenly Matteo let go his grip. A
hard light flashed in his eves, 1 laid
hold of him foreibly.

No, Signorina, neither did [ blame
him. My own cheeks were hot
anger and disgust.
Carlo had gone
turned to me with :

“Tell me, Maestro, what shall I do;
what can I do 7"

Buat what could I say ! T could think
of only one thing and I blurted out :

“My son, think no more of her; she
| loves him."
| He was at me like a tiger,
| *She hates him, I tell
him "

I looked at him sharply, thinking that

When the girl and
their way, Matteo

you, hates

| perbaps the strain had abused his
reason. He divined my thoughts and
said ; “Not that, not shat | Doa't you

| e don't you understand ; it is aspell

Ha has haunted her thoughts for months, i

| He is hunting her soul to—to
Well, I never eare to dwell on the
days that foll They

wed were fuil of

| foreboding. Something dark and oruel

| seemed working its evil wav through
their peace and beauty Karly one |

| morning while | was still at breakfast

he is off again to | Matteo, his face very pale, stood in my

doorway, My heart leaped with dread
I thought ot the light that I had seen in
his eyes the day he let go his hold on
my arm. | guessed a dozen horrible
| things. And I eried out
|  *“What have you done |"

“Have you not heard 2"

now.’ “Nothing," 1 :nn-\:mmi.
He did not smile, He looked at me [ “They are gone |
very steadily for a moment, and answer guorina osn  imagine the
od great burden that was lifted from my
w Her pe! r happiness, her whole | heart. I made Matteo sit dowo and
life were ' take some black coffee Aad I said
1¢ v 80 very seri him :
‘_Y‘l‘ v ‘v.“i:‘h\lx { }\:-“«'4” ,‘;".,’)‘.“ . “Son, think no more of them ; they
“ 10 yor are not worth
told y at les “1f [ eonld [ cann

1 He ‘hu»q I Y 1 with And the way he said it, Signorina |
. riches, position, f elothes. | The | n his eyea |
Y aade h asa ar Well, four, f months afterwards he
! sone’ He | v w40 omec himself agn twardly
drea a N t s. Bu at | R lens But— Yes, rix SAYN
kb s &W [ And azed | true I'ne world '.:AA‘I inde flered o
" ‘e ¥alli ange. Dawn and dusk seomed differ

Naen Matteo had gone I sat thinking | ent.  Everythiog was different
cvan bl Worda.- "And I aktd bo tyeell I5 was on the followi noday when
“ Porhaps he is right, But even so, it tteo sang ab High Mass thas [ real
is not too Iate,” ised what the sffair had done for h

And then three or four months later
it was a heantifu! sight, the hidden bu«
straining
was glad for both their sakea,

toward air and sunlighs, 1 |ive.

I felt

It waw his voioe. Signorino, [t was un-
i | utterably sad, ‘But it was very effect-
And our church was scill as mid

night when his clear tones ful, of plead-

with |

whole truth.” But even as the thought
shaped itself in my mind, she leaped to

hopeless ery that made my heart stand
still. And, before I had recovered, she
had flong open the door and rushed
| headlong into the dark.

[ I ran down the pathway oalling her
| name. But there was no respouse.
There was nothing to see except the
heavy masses of the hills, the gray blur

|
}
\
\

of the walley, and overhesd the
misty gleam of a star or two
i among the storm shedk, The rain

hed ceased. The water dripped mourn-
| fully from the vines and trees ; it gur
| gled along in the gullies and gutters of
‘ the garden. [ stood in the cool, sweet
air thinking of the strange thing that
had happened. “Towmorrow,” I said to
myself, “I will go down to Stephano
Briganti's house.” Yes,
went. But the house was closed and
shuttered. Up on the square I learned
that he had been gone nearly a week
I searched the neighborhood I went to

San Marco. It was nseless. No one

had seen the girl. No one has seen her

since,

[  Matteo ? Well, he comes home to us

| each summer, He loiters here in my

| garden by the hour. He sits on the

| bench with me here in the evenings. |

Somebhow he is not the Matteo I once
kuew.  Trying to forget | It s the groat
| penalty, is it not ? For one is the re
membrance of perfect music blurred,
| broken, hushed forever ; for another a
splendid day wild with
ess and darkness ;

grown storm,

for milver dawns and evening stars.

Well, we must each of us kee p his own
| sad tryst. Yes, Signorino says true—it
| is the torture by hope that kills,

Who knows | Perhaps this ver ight,
fresh from some new triumph, Matteo,

with bowed head and hungering heart,
| may pass the woman all
| the eharitable dusk
Look, 8 gnorino

unknowing in

there, just above | one of “ my hoys" and that I ean vouch
the hill behind San Marco. What splen. | for bim. Your friends,
dor ! How it hangs in the satin duwk | [ ALICE McDonNALD,
Thi B. Re The O io |
\\"I,::.ll_um B. Rellly in The Oatholic | “So youare one of Miss MeDonald's
| “*boys’? he said kindiy. * She is still
PR I | at her good work, 1 see.”
spreading False Ideas * Yes, sir. The Howe holds forty now
It is a pity that instead of trying [ and it's always full. There's a good
harm the other fellow the seandal. | Priest, Fathor Darien, who looks after
spreading preacher will not come with he boys, wey’'d all die for him-—and
in the range of the true knowledge of for Mi s Alice.” 5
facts, It a pity that men who are * Aund were & street-boy ?
supposed to be the champions of the in “Yes, s aud a hard cave,”
Carnate ruth should fosser antipathy nd w can you d., ?"
distrust and prejudice We do not ask | was & shipping clerk in m last
the vol divines w have itin them | Place. 1 ve & recommendation,” re-
w a second pature to malign the Catho. | Plied tre young man, producing another
lie Church, to see eye to eye with ns | ¥DVEIOPE
We are not adverse to controversy when After he had read the enclosure, Mr,
eonfined do faots, but we confess thwt | Wolleaton said:

we are weary of blind
misrepresentation

fanaticism and
We are willing t
defend Catholie doctrines s8 they are
hut not as they are made to appear by
the kind of divines referred to. —Anti

dote,

her feet, screamed, just once, a wild, |

Signorios, 1|

for all of us the |
r of tired eyes that search in vain |

reached a miserable neighborhood unear
Holborn. lu the shadow of an old arch-
way they paused.
* What did nhe do” asked the other.
“He says he hadn't got no silver, and
he asked me to change this here, I told
| him L would at the *pub’ cross the way
| and he says he'll waic till I come back.
| He suys I can have the papers again to
| setl: he didn't need them. My, but
| this here's a haull I'il divide fair when
| we get it changed into silver.”
\ * Where can we ges it done ?”
|
1

“ At Saliy's, We'll give her six-
pence, and she'll ask no quesiions,”

Sally was a female pawnbroker and
receiver ol stolen goods in the vicinity,
To her they quickly repaired, received
the change, gave Sally sixpence, aund
| divided the spoiis,

The stravger stood for some moments
| where the newsboy had left him, watoh
l ing the hurrying erowds that made their
| way to aud {ro along the streets, But
alter a time he began to realize that he
had been victimized, and with the good
seuse of a born philosopher, quietly re-
turned to his lodgings.

Ten years later the Australian, in his
own town of Sydney, was seated in his
office, when a clerk ensered, saying thag
a young Hoglishman wisbed to see him

Y Show hiw in,” answered the mer
chant, who did a large wholesale busi-
ness,

The clerk disappeared, returning pres-
ently to us.er in a youth about twenty
years, who carried in his hand a letter,
which he oficred to the merchant, who
| opened and read it. It ran thus:
| Dear Charles :
to impose u

| 1 your good nature. The
| bearer of this, whom I have known since
| he was a child, has been ordered by his
| physician to seek a warmer climate. He
|

has alway een desirous of going to

| Australi 1 bas saved evough money |
| to enable him to do so, with a trifle over.

[ If you car ploy bim in any capacity,
| or ean help him to find a place, he wili
| be grateful, and so shall I,

| Of course you will understand he is

I am onee more about

* No,sir. I'm just from the svesmer.”

“1 will see to ic that you mre lodged
in » decent place. Tne wotber of one
of my clerks will take you, I think, Sit
down & moment, while 1 fluish a letter,
and | will avtend tojthe macter,

Tohe young man took a sest, well
pl d at his ption, sand with his
new employer, whose ace had a most
benevolent aspect, whioh sugured well
for his future. The momeunts passed.
Aw Adam sat gszivg at the profile and
curly hair of the man before bim a
change came over his own countenance,
It frst grew puzzled, then astouished,
then troubled and anxious, Finally he
arose, walked to she window, stood there
for some momerts ; then turned to meet
the smiling fsce of Mr. Wolleston, who
had just risen from his chair.

* Come with me, Adam,” he said. “ I
will iutroduce you to your fellow clerks
and ask Jepson it his mother has room
for you. I wish to tell you that so far
as | know, I have none bu' exemplary
young men in my employ. I take it you
are a Catholic.”

* Yes, sir, | am,” was the reply.

* Well, so much the better ; though I
bar no men because of his religion.
Come now, Adam.”

A deep flush overspread the face of
the young applicaut, as he snswered :

* A wmoment, sir, if you please! I
would like to say a few words. I do not
know—I do not believe— erhaps when
you have heard me you will not think
me eligible for employment with you.
Bat I feel it is my duty to tell von.”

“ What is it?" inquired Mr. Wolles-
ton, »eating himself.

* Were you not in London about ven
years ago, sir 2" asked Adam.

“1 was,” answered the merchant.

* Do you remember one cold morning,
in the Strand, buying an armful of
papers from a boy who went to get
change and did not return ?"'

“1 remember it very well.”

“1 was that boy, sir,” said Adam. *“1
recognised you as you sat there writing.
I think I owe it to you. sir, to let yon
know who I am and what | was—a vaga

wilhout

iiieuds o home of re-
straints of any kind, I kuew you were
a strsoger, and with a pitiful story
which was false, planned to ask you to
buy a paper. I felt certain you would
take the whole buneh, as you did. Bat
I never dreamed that you woald trust
me t) find change for a sovereign, which
you also did. The temptation was too
strong for me, sir. Shortly uf er that |
came under the notice of Mise MeDon-
ald. Gradoally [ realized the wrong I
had committed; and as [ grew older,
»nd reflected upon your kindnesses aud
trustfulness, I became more and more
ashamed of myself. [ never expeocted
to see you again, sir, but I hope you
will belisve me when [ say that my
being able to repay that money more
than sets off my shame at having to con-
fess it to you Here it is,sir” And
taking a plece of gold from his vest
pocket he laid it on the desk near Mr.
Wolleston.

The merchant took up :he sovereign,
put it back in the boy's hand and closed
his fingers op n it.

* Lot this be your first deposit in the
savings bank, my boy,” he said. * You
are made of good stufl. We will not
speak of that incideat or think of it
again. Cowme, Adam—first to settle in
a lodging, and then to work. You may
begin to-morrow morning, If yon wish.
I thiok, all things considered, my sover
eign was well invested.”

CHAPELS ON WHEELS

The idea of having a chapel on wheels
is by o means a new one in the British
[:les, for even if the name of chapel onn
scarcely be claimed by the Lravellingl
vaos belonging to Kensit and the Ppeo-
testsnt Alliauce, no cue will deny it to
the* Little Ark " of Carrigaholt that
did 8o much to keep the faith alive in
western Clare during those cruel years
that followed the great famine in Ire-
land,

The mosor chapel with which Fathers
Vaughan and Norgate are carrying a
beaconlight of Catholic Truth through
the eastern counties of Kugland this sum-
mer is unlike its predecessor in almost
every respect. Father Michael Mee-
han's * Little Ark ” was a rough wooden
structure built by a local carpenter in
the wilds of Clare, and except for the
fact of having windows all round, it was
more like a bathing box than anything
else. The clumsy cartwheels on which
it stood allowed but for the slowest of
locomotion, and though there were
shafts attached to it, when the need for
lueomotion did arise it was more often |
the priest's congregation thaws his horse |
that pulled or pushed the chapel into |
place, for the circumstances that hndl
ealled him into being forbade its being |
moved far off the narrow strip of fore- |
shore or no man's land, whenece even |
the law was powerless to remove it, l

Father Vaughan's chapel, on the con- ‘
trary, fisted with powerful engines of |

w chure i
the most up-to-date pattern, can cover ‘ i M ue SHIES, ik iy
more miles in one day than its prede- |

cessor covered in the whole course of
its existence, and its appearance, its
finish, it internal and external appoint-
| ments, are almost as unlike the * Little
Ark” as a mudwalled ehapel is to a
eity churceh. Yet, mo or and ark,
chapel aud church are all identical
in one thing. All alike have been the

"1 am shors of & clerk just now, and

| 1l take you on and give you a trial.
| What is your name ?"
* Adam Maule.”
“Very «cll, Adam. Have yousecured
lodgings.”
e ¥

throne of the Blessed Sacrament and
‘ the home of God,
Tue work of Father Vaughan and his
“ companions is almost entirely with non-
l Catholios, whether at home at the Ms-
sion House at Brondesbury Park, near
1 Lyodon, or giving missions in the Oath-
|
|
|

olie ehurches of KEoglaod, or, according |

to their latest development, travelling

by motor to towns and villages, where |
no Oatholie church exists as yet, where |
few if any Oatholies reside, and where |

the truths of which they are the stan
dard besrers are regarded either with
stohid indifference or with fanatical dis
like,
factor in a campaign chaé isv both aotive
andup to date. The * Ark " was es
| sentially & passive resister. The former
| is combatting ignorance and some fan-
atioal opposition. The latter was in-
deed an ark of salvation in a densely
populated district where frenzied ha-
tred of Catholicity was trying, with ahe
aid of bodily persecution to force thoge
who had received the gifs of faith from
God to apostatise.

Thoe motor ehapel is an important |

Religious tolersuce has made such
glune strides in the Brivish Isles during
recent years |that some people will
hardly credit the favaticism and perse-
cution that were rife sixty years ago.
Irelsnd at that time was ouly emerging
from the thrail of penal laws, and it was
as yot impossible in the thickly popu-
Iated districts of the west for the bulk
of the people to be instructed in more
than the absolutely necessary truths of
religion. The National Board of Edu-
cation was just comivg into being, but
its schools were few in number, and it
was not only io religious but in secular
knowledge as well that the people were
lacking.

Iuthe parish of Uarrigaholt, a long
narrow pensinsula that lies between the
Atlantic awd the Shannon, the Board
bad but one school for a population of
twelve thousaud people, but of these a
third were carried off by famine and by
fever, and the remaining eight thousand
were left in the most utter destitution.
The parish was twenty miles long and
there were three priests attached to it,
but nove of them eseaped the famine
fever, the parish priest, Father Malachy
Duggsn, having said Mass at sn out-
lying chapel and administered the last
Sacraments to no less than eighteen
who were dying of cholera and fever on
the very day he himsell was strock
down The Bishop of Killaloe, a name-
sake of Father Vaughan’s, sppointed
Father Michael Meehsn in Father Dug-
gan's place, and when the epidemic had
abated the ! prospast hefore the new
parish priest was a serious ove.

There had been a certain number of
hedge schools im the distriot which
were held mostly st night, and where
some secular and a good deal of solid
religious instruction could be obtained,
but now some loeal Protestants, led by
an agent named Marcaos Keave, knowing
that the people were hopeless and help-
less after the famine and the fever, pro
fessed themselves anxious to help them
to recover from the effects of these
double calamities, and their first act
was to establish schools where the chil-
dren would he nrovided with food and
clothing as well as with free education,
This|was & bait which, wben backed by an
assurapce that there should be no in-
terterence with the children's religion,
was naturally irresistible to people who
were still only one step removed from
starvation.

This being 80, even when the assur
auces of non interference were disre-
garded, the doles of food and clothing
were continued, though on the under-
standing that the receivers should at-
tend the Protestant church. With a
ery upon their lips that was hearvrend
ing. * Good-bye, God Almighty, till the
potatoes grow again,” “the parents
allowed their children to remain at the
schools, that were. now avowedly pros-
elytising centres,

To combat the evil Father Meehan
was at his wits ends. He had nei bher
church nor school in the neighborhood
where this proselytising was going on,
and though he tried to say Mass every
we+k in one or other of the people’s
houses, he soou found that those who
thus made him welcome did so at a
heavy cost, and more than one of them
were dispossessed of their farms in con-
sequence. Father Mechan then man-
aged to buy the good will of a couple of
cottages from two families who were
emigrating, and throwing them iuto
one, he erected an altar, and so, under
their thatched roof of the Church of St
Patrick came into being. Almost im-
mediately however the priest’s claim
even to this miserable shelter was dis-
puted, and the same fate overtook him
as had overtaken those who had allowed
him to say Mass in their houses, and
meanwhile the work of the proselytisers
grew aud flourished, pourished on the
starvation, spiritual and temporal, of its
viotims,

It was now, when everything seemed
hopeless, that the idea of the little

" Ark"” came to the almost despairing |
8o it was built and placed on |

priest.
the foreshore, whence neither landlord
nor proselytiser oould displace it, and
Sunday after Sunday, in the heat of five
summers and for five wet, stormy win
ters Mass was cffcred in the frail mov-
able chapel, with the congregation
kueeling bareheaded on the sand or
alng the roadway, heedless of the
weather, but offering to God the caed
mile failte, the hundred thousand wel-
comes that were denied to Him else-
where.

So by slow degrees the leakage was
stopped, and even at Iast those who had
succumbed in their hunger to over-
whelming temptation came back to the
faith thes in their hearts they had
never abandoned. The existenee of the
little * Ark " became known to others
outside the peninsula on which it stood,
and both Euglish and Irish papers hav-
ing taken up the cause, the originators
of the proselytising were obliged to
give the site for an immovable church.

The little * Ark " had done its work,
and 80, too, had its promoter, and when

Father Meehan was laid to rest

momen ts
consoled by the thought that ten
schools, the result mainly of the

| generous  contributions he received
during two visits to his exiled floek in
the United States, during the early
sixties, womnld carry on unmolested the

work on which he had expended his life,
the little “ Ark” was near him still.
Aud there it still stands, no longer a
movable chapel, only a relie of the past,
and of the great vumber who have gone
in the last sixty years to seek their for.
tunes over the ocean, scarcely one has
gone without carrying a chip of the
weather-stained timber as a reminder
that, wherever they may go, their faith
must be to them, as it was to their
| fathers, a thing worth struggling and
suffering for.

The motor which, after a0 long ea in-
terval, bas reawakened the interest of
| the Catholic publie in movable chapeis
has been started to combat no active
enemy, hut rather to try and pierce the
dense eloud of ignorance and prejudice
towards Casholicity that the paesing of
centuries, since Kast Anglia was the

SKIN FOOD

| If you want one that rubs in eanily,

not greasy or oil, and leaves the +kin

clear, with that soft, velvety feeling

try CANPANA'S ITALIAN BALM

E. G. West & Co, Wholesale
80 George 8t., Toronto,

is

1 ruggists,

| eight boxes. [

garden of the British Church, hgg

W
well nigh impenetrable. It is i, ‘dn[d:

tricts where there are already Cuatljj,
ocburches and Oatholic congregati,y,
thet missions to combat leuky are
needed. Father Vaughan and hig oom-
penions have embarked on a differeg
campaign. They are pProclaiming 1y,
Truth where for generstions no oy
dared to proclsim it. When fundy had
been provided for the building and
¢quipment of the motor, it was {ory, ly
biessed by the Archbishop of West
minster and then, under the patrg,
of Saint Augustine aud Saint Greg,
it started on its first tour. Besides (e
altar, with its vessels, its cand)e. cks
sud vases, its crucifixes and pictur., i
in well stocked with leaflets, pamphlety
snd books, for in these days of tp,
cendancy of the press it is not wi,e
rely on spesking alone ; even whe

speakers are some of the best know,
the time, the diffusion of literature
most vecessary part of the scheme

July second was the opening day o
th- first mission ; the place, Haverp)))
in Suffolk ; the missionary of the \-...f
Father Bernard Vaughan, 8. J., and 4
motto, characteristic of its orig
* Kvow Pcpery.”

Near by a rival * movable chy,
wanoed by the Protestant A llisnce, diy.
played its old warning, “ No Poper, »
but in spite of this, the hall in whigh
Father Vaughan's lectures were
was crowded, end Fathers Herp, "
Vavghsn and Norgsate, with » lay
he'per, were kept busy in attending s
the Question Box, wherein any written
query might be placed for answer on
the following evening. Toe Protestang
Alliance also had wot been idie, 51,4

hag

A
L

the
of

s g

the
1natoy,

Eiven

»
leaviog the hall the workers wer
hissed and booed by an antagonisiie
crowd, but before the end of the week

publie feeling seemed to have chanped,
sud  Father Vaughan's clearly «y
pressed hope that on his next visis yo
Haverbill be would speak to the

nog
in a publie hall but in a chapel heir
owu, was greeted by the people with

cheers,

The second week's mission at N
ton, where Father Alichin, himself a
couvert, was the preaeher, was | a8
successful than the first, whilst f g
other weeka Lave the same re ports se
give, of missions preached by the
fathers of the missionary socicty by
Father Nicholson, C. 88, R., and by
Monsignor Benson.

When the full programme of its sum
mer and autumn cempaigns have heen
carried oat, the motor chapel will re-
turn to its winter quarters in 1.

udonm,
and it is not now, but in the future,
that the work it has done will devel P

The seed has been sown, but no one ean
tell when or where the harvest will by
gathered.

But those who have assisted sb a
Mass said at that movable altar, the
frst Masa to have been gaid in moos of
the places sinoe before the Reformation
have no doubt that the grace of God
must linger round those piaces, and
that His blessing is upon those whe
have carried the Truth or who have re-
ceived it through the Motor Chapel—
America.

WYCLIFFE NO MORNING STAR

Let it be clearly understood, says
Hilaire Belloe, in the October Catholie
World, that in the particular form of
special heresies the busivess was local,
peculiar and contemptible. Wyeliflg,
for instance, was no more the morning
star of the Reformation than the eap-
ture of Jamaica, let us say, was the
worning star of the modern Euglish

Empire. Wyelifle was but one of a
great number of men who were theoris-
ing up aod down Europe upon the
nature aud fate of the soul Such men
have always shounded : they abound
to day. Some of Wycliffe's extravag
ances resembled what many Protest

ants happen to have since held; others
(vuch &s his theory that you could not
own land unless you were in & state of
grace |) were singularly of the opposite
extreme to Protestantism. Aund so it is
with the whole los, aud there
were hundreds of them. There was
no  common theory, po common
feellng, there was nothing the least like
what we call Protestaotism of te day.
Indeed that spirit and mental color as |
shall show in a moment, does not appear
until a couple of generations after the

A Marvel
of Healing

Salt Rheum of Ten Years' Standing
Healed as if by Magic

Hands Cracked so Could Not Work
~—Cures Effected by

Dr Chase’s Qintment

It does not take long for Dr, Chase's
Ottmens to prove its magie healing
power. A single night is often suffei-
ent to produce the most startling re-
sults,

Internal treatment for skin diseases is
nesrly always dissppointing. By apply
ing Dr. Chase's Ointment to the diseased
parts relief is «btained almost immedi
ately, and graduslly the sores heal wp
and diseppear. Here are two letters
which will inferest you :—

Mrs. Chas. Gilbert, Haystack, Placen
tia Bay, Nfld., writes :—" [ was a suficr
er from Salt Rheum for ten years, and
had about despaired of ever being cured,
80 many treatments had failed, Read
ing of the wonderful cures effeeted by
Dr. Chase's Ointment, |
using it, and was entirely
want to express my

gratisnde for Dr. Chase's Ointment, snd
to recommend it to all suflerers.”

Mr. Stanley Merrill, Delaware, Oot,,
| writes :—" For years I was troubled
| with my hands eracking, often beeoming

S0 sore that 1 oonld bardly do any «
| T got some of Dr. Chase's Ointment
1appily find that one or two sppl
tions of same to the affected parts make
them well. I have had no trouble sinee
using the ointment for sore hands.”

Dr. Chuse's Ointment, 600, a box. aé
all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,
Limited, Toronto.
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