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HEART AND SOUL.

BY HENRIETTA DANA EKINNER, AUTHOR OF
* EBPIRITU BANTO "

CHAPTER XXXII.

Six weeks passed in the prison at
Mazas—wosks in ‘which 1 was daily
witness to such scenes of lofty courage
and horoie endurance that 1 ocould not
but feel that even the Commune is not
an unmixed evil than frames men in such

whlime monld,  The blood of such
martvrs must envich the soil of France,
and make it fraitfal in high deeds and
noble lives.

My companions suggested that 1
should send some appeal to my friends
wnd fellow-countrymen in Paris, urging
reloase on the ground

them to obtain mj
of American citizenship. I hesitated,
however, to do so, fearing to attract
wttention to them, and perhaps thus lead
to the arrest of one or theother. Ihad
little fear that the Commune wounld
rosort to the extremity of shooting the
hostages, and as my dear ones knew
that | had been at the archbishop’s
the time of his apprehension,

house
they would doubtless conclude from my
non-appearance that night that 1 had

already be taking steps for my libera

tion. But as the weeks went by and no

message came from the outside world, i
began to dread the worst. Had my
grandiather perhaps died of the shock
wnd anxiety ; bad Dr. Chabert perhaps
been arrested as holdirg a surge n's
commision in the army of the republic?

And if so, where would Etienette have

found refuze ? But I eonld not complain | ¢.oons Lo

where none complained, thoagh many ol

the men about me had keener anx
than mine. They where objects of per

sonal hatred to the Conmune and in

geance, or
f

imminent danger ol 1ts ve
hey had heen torn from the arms

helple ife and children, or mother
and sisters, their property was conlis-
wted and ruined.  Yet they met the
terro-s, the privations, the iusults, and
the gnawing suspense of eacn day with
high, unflinching courage and sunny
cheerfulness. I tried to learn a lesson
from them, pray the prayer ol faith, and

then smile into the face of destiny.

It was the seventh week of our cap- |
tivity, the morning of the 20th of May,

that among the many confused noises

reaching us from stre

[ seemed to hear the clear, high tones
v familar air |
of the French provinees.  Visions of the

of a soprano voice, si

blue Detroit and forest-crowned Belle
Isle swam before my eyes. How often
we had sung that melody as we returned
from hunting and fishing excorsionsand
canoe trips! It used to be the ignal of |
our return to the derr ones walting at
home, and at the first bars of ** Dans |

singing:

| the 21st of May, we w
| the prison of La Force and esc u‘h-di
| across the city, we at first knew not |
| where ; but little by little we learned |
|
[
|

host

streets with the insurg
dened  with despair, defended the | I'renchman !
ground with the terocity of tig
| troops of veageance pressing them
backward, inch by inch, while behind
was the conflagration —the Tuileries,
the Hotel de Ville, the Palais de Jus- |

ties

wd court-yard

forgiven
lips, but tte younger priests and monks
and Christian Brothers met death with
l the triumphant joy of the early
martyrs, their arms outstretched in
weleome, their last breath a song of
| victory. The laymen, chiefly middle-
iged men chosen for their prominence

lay within; it was my passport, duly
made out and signed by the United
States consul at Paris and the 8
of sState in Washington. 1 could now
prove my identity and my American sge e SN ol

t-llimmsh!{p, though »\Iu-tln:l)"this wonld | INOY. SERIOD the panes. Within the
avail for my liberation I could not
judge. For the moment 1 did not care.
1 was too mneh overcome by Etienette's
courage and devotion, and the knowl-

retary

wo that she was safe, to be sapable

of any other thonght or emotion, and |
strained my ears to hear that voice |

o mara, now (ainter and farther off, |

1 Alle encore jounelle
L8 pieds lui » lache,
Gai. fainton falur
Gal faluron donde

On the evening of the followi
o led forth from

g day, |

that we were being taken to La Ro-
quette. Shouts and eries and the crack

musketry rent the air, and the very

heavens seemed aflame,  Marshal Mace
Mahon had captured the forts that day,
| they told us; his troops were actually |
| within the city walls and were fightin
s | the insurgents from barrieade to barri-
aflered arrest with my chief, and would | gaqe, As a last despera

» expedient,

the Commune was leading forth the |

s to be shot from the walls of |

L Koquette, hoping thus to stay the | 1t
hand ot the government, which would |
declare amnesty rather rather than see }

most distinguished citizens buteh-

ered in cold blood. Not all at once | ulous,
were the hostages despatcehed, Day

| after day for seven days MacMahon's |
ght  hand-to-hand  in the | kind
| Hannahl.

suts, who, mad

rs, the |
{

the rue de Rivoli, one roaring sea

of petroleum-fed flames.  And for every '
ineh of ground the insurgents lost, a
hostage died. They led them forth to |
be shot in batches before the eves of
their companions, and day by day for
seven days 1 saw men die as only heroes
and martyrs die, the prayer of faith
mingling ou their lips with cries of

Vive la France!” Among the first

to meet his death was Archbishop Dar-
boy, pierced with bullets as he raised

is hand to bless his murderers. The

older ececlosiasties died with words of

and tender pity on their

les Prisons de Nantes'' they would | as magistrates, ofticers, or journalists,
trim the lamps, throw [resh jogs on the | facod the muskets of their murdorers

fire, and hurry down the road to meet |
the weary sportsmen. And this was | pra
tho air that greeted my ears now be-
‘ommuune fortress:

hind the bars of the

« Dapsles prisons de Nooles,
I1y? & t=un prisonoier |
God, falur nfalurotie!
1l y a-t un prigonnior
Giad, faluron dondeo!”

calmly and unilinchingly, A word ol

+ for those they left behind, a

smile of defiance for their foes, a ery of |
“Vive Ia France
| While we, standing by to see them die,
| their companions during seven weeks of |
| captivity and suffering, united our
| voiees as one man to plead with the
1 Eternal in the grand chant of the

and all was over!

I instinetively moved nearer to the | hymn of faith of modern France:

high barred window looking on the
court-yard. T could seo nothing, as it
was far above my head, but I scemed to |
hear more clearly, and there was some-
thing in the tones ol thal high, ringing
voice that thrilled me through and

through. It sang it ¢

“ Pargonne ne valvor
Qo la fHle du geo it
Gai, faluron fduceiia
Gal, faluron donde !

¢ Un jrur il lui demande
B 1o gue dicon domoi !
(i a. taluron faturatie !

Gal, faluron doode !

“ Lo bruit court dana la ville

Q1o doemuin vous monrrez
Gad, faiu oa Daluarotie !

Gad, faluron doude

At the words, ‘‘ It is reported that
was ¢

the

clear tones.,

to-morrow you must die
little break in the hi

ould doubt no longer reing two of
my strongest companior
heir shoulders, 1 sprang ¢
window, clutehed tha bu d Lilte
1y bove the level ol t 1
| rd
I'he figure i the VLT ved 1
iolently, then
ndifference, began to
colored ball, though ever edg
yearer my  window. |

throat, and sang again,
joltly :
“ Que Dien henisse los fillagy
Surtout osile du goaliter
Gad, fuuron faiureila
Giat, faluron doade 1"

The lad's ball fell from hLis fingers, he

lrew the back of his bhand

wes o moment, then, as the sentinel s

jrure reappeared, he stoope 1 to pi

0 and resumed his gamo I'he sentinel

repassed, and as sovn as his back W

turned, with a clever throw thoe

tossed the ball direetly up to my op

but iron-barred window.
yared for this, thrust

clutched it eagerly, but in so doi

lost my preearious hold and slip

ne on my feet, and I began hurriedly
y unroll the tightly knotted Aweric

soon shook out the folds of the

aud Stripes. A closely wr pped paper

to the floor. My companions pu

flag of which the ball was made, ai

‘Dieu de clemenca !
Vois nos douleurs
S.uve, sauve la France,

loxance enfin mw‘pl--uu«'

[ think it was my insignificance that

saved me. My passport proclaimed me |
a private citizen of a foreign country,
and what the insurgents were looking |
for was men whose death would be a [
blow to the French government. |

vore the American flag wound about my

breast, and they merely glanced at my

passport, not liking to liberate me, but

passing wme by for another day, while |
they singled out those whose promi
nence before the public eye made them
more desirable vietims. The saventh
day of shot and flame dawned, MacMa-
hon's troops gained the final victory at
La Roquette and Pere la Chaise
fow remaining hostages were libe

wnd then commenced those awful days

vl of the vengenance of the Republie
|

on miscuided, delcated forces «
1
[ i '
1
1 { el | )
I th { 1 1
Qe Dieu nisse 1 illes
Sn u 1 1 geol
(&) falua 1 falarent

Gai, faluron dondoe

“s yretoarne a N antoa,
Qui jyma mariorai,
Kt endrai pour ma femm
L» fille da geolior

(i1i, faluron { dur
Gad, faluron donds

And the tired, blood-stained soldiers,

catching up

wound their way back to the carn-

age and terror of the streets below

*Que Dieu benisse les filles
Goad, faluron dende !

ro E CONTINUED.

A Good OQuarter Dolla®™s Worth

Ia contained in a bottle of Polson’s Nervi
line, which cures ltheumatism. Nrouralgia,

Soiat Toothache, Headache, Cramupe, Sic

S omch and ladigestion Mothors find Nor
viline is first claea liniment for children's sore
h -oat. hoarseness, cold in thechest, and taken
in hot wator bofore retiring 18 a splendid
remcdy for colds, Dont be withaut Nervi
it is the moat economical, potont and
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W0

Dit Hamiuron s Pinns cuRk CONSTIPATION,

GRANDMAMMA.
A CHRINTMAS SKETCH,

Outside the wind blew flurries of

fat china mandarin on the centre-table
blinked at the glowing fire in the old-
the sola, lay a dozen knobby bundles,
tied with searlet ribbons

aandmamma knew it was a sad waste
of good ribbon, but she had heard such
was the fashion.  Since she mast tie up

v TEA it Y5 annid have-l

Perhaps the Girls
would make use of it later for hair bows. |
It was cozy in the quiet warmth of
e prim, old room, and Grandmamma's
| head nodded; the knitting slipped from

|
J [ th

| from her knee, and the spectacles feom
wr relaxed lorefinger.

| house, and G

| almost canght her nappin
| hear footsteps approaching from the
kitehen ; then the door was opened and
v deep voice pronounced her
i Girls after all!
Hannah brought in a pack

“do they think I am a child that
many presents ?

rt by such readi
Left alone the old lady laid the hook

sShe had her opinion of French
Then her glance, falling com-
| placently on the little heap on the sola,
reminded her to seck the window,
the Girls would

And such a disagreeable

to wear her overshoes and Elizabeth her

Why, here is John!

““Have Mary and the gi

They spoke of coming early, and

smile encompassed her bowed 1ig
boyishly through his pockets.
Just a trifie to say a happy Christmas

1 thought it seemed to sui

| she said, * my dear boy."’
so awkwardly that they both
| laughter an excuse for the

| chair, telling with quiet

the successes the last year had brought ‘
| him, and of his Christmas plans for his | “‘earth’s angels '’

** John is lonely, too,"

rounded the street corner,
Grandmamma,
dear,

the |

805 | 5 "
rising in her excitement.

Grandmamma did not let

y refrain, sang, as they

trothed, while |

“ Why, it is Ma

ble housshald liniment made, and costs

{us!

l me,
| youn.

| became more
| the train of all things holy, bright and
| beautiful,
| hour before the morning Ave an angel
whispered, and I woke.
sun had anticipated me,
reached the third

g Christmas | jet black hair and beard ;
is a home night, { think, but Mary
is ambitious for the children, and girls

in
her arm-
gratitude of | poor.

“ By another year you will be a rich
and | of
| in the sympathetic silence each won- |
another year would lu‘iu;.:‘

alone
as she fingered his
she told her-
| that she is wasting his life and her own?

| Her old age will have few precious mem-
ories of love and peace to dwell upon.’

ribbons.
In that little heap lay the work of many |
\ gay slippers and leecy

evening hoods, in which jeweled gifts

surprise

herself think

prove
go she
since day-
break she had been up and dressed in
the Girls,
Now it was almost too late for them to
Her kind mouth drooped like a
child'sin her disappointment.

Christmas Jobhn will have
thought,
be-

rang loudly, an im-
i Grand-
manna stood leaning on her cane, listen-
ing intently, prepared for disappoint-

' she eried

said
the daughter who entered, pausing to

let ber bundles slip into Hannah’s wait-
“ Dear me, how cozy you
are here, and what a horrid day it has
Just rush, rush, rush!
mas has become a positive nuisance.
Another year I shall give only to those
All those presents for
generous you are, miother !
‘ The girls will be delighted.
s0 worn out with running about to-day
that 1 would not let them come with
Sallie was quite vexed not to see

who give to me. b

v sweet one ; but tell me what you saw,
I added, as the tears gathered in his
big dark eyes.

moment ago 1 saw the Bambino Santissi-
mo, bright and pretty, high up among

0 am very glad that you did, dear,

[ first 1 was afraid '’ (with a wistful little

Boyle O'Reilly,

Jenziger's Magazine,

OLD IN A FLUORENTINE

¢ May Jesus Christ be praised

children's voices answered :
arever and forever.
“ You come, dear children,’ said the |
| old pittore, as his habitual smile grew

anemone bent in adoration as the wind

mignotte set forth a brea

I knelt and prayed.”

touching it caressingly with the point of
lic was painting the seraphic

stood in an orderly group around the

about the head of the saint, and the glori-
ous light of carly morning
little oratory near the door and played

long garret, which was at once stodio,
salon and bed chamber of Signor Band-

odd little rabble of child-
like in this Florentine chamber !
, wenial, benignant maes!
the tall, thinfigare at the easel.

the smile of perfect gladness with which
| pature, aided by grace,

pittore possc ssed.
A rising artist at the time Cornelius

| twonty-two, and a widower at thirty
| Bandivelli had given up
Her brown eyes grow misty as she | prospects then opening out to him in
\Iuncxl at the exquisite gift he had | the Eternal City, to live an obscure,
* Pin it on my collar,” | but useful and happy life
le obeyed | ence where he was born.

found in | earshot of the bells of Santa Maria del
I"iore, he prayed and worked, esteemed
by all, loved by the children and the

Scarcely a day passed but a troop of
invaded the privacy
| of his studio; never a gloaming fell but,

in the eourt below, the representatives
were consoled and relieved.

Never a morning came that did not find

the painter at
| never an hour passed in
room without its
age | Queen of He
But this early morning hour was the

| neither for romps nor bon bons did they
“and he is working beyoud his | gather, though the former would not
realize | have been frowned upon, while the lat-
ter were plentifully bestowed on feast-
and oh, how many
| and special feasts the maestro had ! The
it | attraction, however, was Signor Ban-
dinelli himself.

“ lverywhere,” began the old man,
‘it is Heavenoutside ; how, then, could
s | my bambini leave the sunshine ?

is
the
stars
All is light,

HSeraphs sing the laud

twinkle about His throne.
color, beauty and sweet song.

darling was entranced
in the sacredne

apt
ss of a child’s unspoken
at
his pale, sweet face.

neglecting the baby solong.

“ [ took the laadie into my arms, re
proving mysell severely for allowing | rapture sent up to heaven by ever

him, as 1 thought, to sleep through | voice. And when he g

¢4 Lie still, ehild of my heart, and
you are so tired,’ I said, as we

stepped out into the cool air of early
spring.

« ¢« But T have not slept—I am not

sleepy ; I wish only to play with Him
and the other pretty children among the
stars and flowers.’

‘¢ You have had bright dreams,

%4 Zio, mio ! but you are cruel. A

flowers in a house of gold, many, many |

11641e ohildy s all ahon
litlic cniiar r all nt

L oh ! such prelry games. And once the

Santissimo flew down from IHis golden
room. He looked at me, and said :
* You will come '—and then He smiled,
and I knew He wanted me. Zio! I
should like to go. Only when you
touched me He flew away.’

“1 put my hand to his head ; it was
burning hot.

“ Hastening home, I gave the child |
to its mother. She thought he had
caught a chill ; but she did not re-
proach me, She knew Low tenderiy 1
loved him,

¢t¢ Phat great Chiesa has terrible
draughts,” she said ; * my Alessandro is
feverish.’

o | assented, and remarked upon the
unnsual flickering of the eandles on and
about the altar, It was then the @~
ling— lying now with eyes unnat” rally
bright, and cheeks more seariet than
the geranium looked up quickly in‘o
lis mother's jace and said

¢+ Ah. but it was not the wind that
made the stars to twinkle ; that was the
wings of the angel children as they liew
in and out among the Jights, and
played with the San issimo.’

“ Phat night Alessandeo lay in his
little cot in the agony ol a burning
fever. In the mornit he had
assed beyond the flowers higher than

the stars, and was playing with the
Bambino Santissimo in the garden ol
Heaven.”

The pittore looked round upon his
little guests, smiling through lis
tear He ad told the story so
gaily and br y, they scarcely realized
its almost tragic endin They were

silent for a moment, and then one little
lad, with an old-face and grave tonc,
added :

* Bat  your
know that, when the candles |
is always that the angels are ilying
around. They never leave the Santis-
simo. Only perhaps at Exposition the
are more angels thanat other times.”

Francesco Bandinelli was making an

mbino W

licker, 1L

act of thanksgiving for the child's
simple faith when a bell in the near
distance rang out for morning school.
In a moment the chamber was cleared.
A fresh flood of sanlight poured itself
into the room, as though to console its
occeapant for the departed **angels.”
A gush of bird musie came through the
open window. The painter resumed
his task. The labor of the day went on
unbrokenly in a place where work was
prayer, and prayer was work. David
Bearne in Irvish Monthly.

PILGRIM, PURITAN AND PAPIST.

The New England Catholic Histori
1 Society issnes from the press ol
Thomas A. Whalen & Co., Boston, a
paper by Helena Nordhoff Gargan, read
at the annual meeting of the Society on
June 5, 1902, and entitled : ** Pil-
grim, Paritan and Papist in M wssachu-
setts.” It is a pamphlet of thirty-three
pages. The distinction between the
Pilgrim and Puritan settlers in New

the heart. T heard everywhere aroungq

me eries of ‘loly Father—the most
Holy Father! His restoration iy

from the eyes of almost all the wope
around me—many of them were sobbiy.,

8

hysterically and old men were weeping
as if they had been children, 1 oy R
my rosary o my “g"‘n-(, on this oeey-
sion, and repeatedly touehed with .y
lips that part of it which had receive i

the kiss of the most venerated
I preserve it with a Kind ol ha

sentiment, as the memorial of a my

whose sanetity, firmness, meekness o
benevolence are an honor to his Cin
ard to human nature.”’

e st

WHERE CHRIST SPENT HIs
YOUTH.

MHE HOLY HOUSE NOW AT LORFTTO

1GIHTS AND BCENES AT NAZA
AT PRESENT.

To the Christian the world

Nazaxeth, the home of onr Loni, et

always be the spot riehest sac
associations. For nearly tiirty ye
the Saviour trod it: streets, living
lite of tha humwdlest, doi
the mos#Mowly ; it is strange, the

g the work

forethat this little town, insignific
Jhough it be in size, and of no comn
eial importance, should, neverthel
be the center of profoundest intor
Nazareth s built, amphithe
fashion on the slopes of the Gal
hills, whose barren, unatiractive a
is in sharp contrast to the richly ¢t
vated valley below. Here, in
sheltered  inclosu i t
home of the
of fruit-bearing trees an

Nazarene, ' in the

flowers, the golden porme

in beauty with the nodding hollyl
The valiey is peculiarly tavorable
growth of fruit ; oranges, 1

and pomegranates flourished in

wee, while as far

vre yellow fields of wavi

meadows are bright with popy
flowers of everv hue,and |

brilliant plumage fill  the a

From the summit o
y of N azm

the vieir

most  periect viey

panorama of verdant 1
plains ; to the mnorth the rid;
[.ebanon overtonped ) P
clad peak of Hermon, whil

one catcehes an occasional

bright blue Mediterrancan. |
pleasure of the writers on =
ects to depicit the Saviour as
on this elevation and view
velous scene ; and there is 1
that it was often the res
towns-tol

, among whom the
moved as one of themselve
For the orient, Nazareth is a
ably clean town, though its
irregular streets are so full of mu
mire as to be almost impas-ah
the rainy season. Its many cf
ecected by the Crusaders have
been destroyed by the infidel
until the thirteenth century, wher
Emperor Frederick 1L rebuidt the pla
it had no importance as a tow:
1620 the Franciscans established the
selves on its sunny slopes,
churches and monasteries, and Nuazare
resumed its former condition
prosperity.
Awmong the many tradition

wted with Nazareth is the intei
one of the ‘‘sancta casa,”’ or '
house,'" deseribed as the home
Virgin, the original site now
a stone nicely inlaid with ma

Kngland is here indicated, as well as the | is said that to prevent desecra

milder spirit shown by the former com
munity in reg
them in reli

ird to men differing from | It
ious matters, and the | o

the Moslems on the night of M
291, this sacred dwelling was carr
by angels and deposited 1

g
growth of Catholicity despite all difficult- | coast of Dalmatia, where it rema
ies is traced. We quote the following | three years. It was finally bor

paragraphs :

the small town of Loretto, ltaly, and

“ We read in the Chronicies of | carefully preserved in the Church

Massachusetts that when  Govenor
Winthrop made his first oflicial eall or
the Governor of the Piymouth Colony

Our Lady, with one hundred priest

1 | daily attendance, and is the most fre

, | quented of all plac

of pilgrimag

he passed through a place called Huoe's The church of the Anow

Cross. He was so incensed at the merc
mention of the symbol of man’s redemp

tion, that he ordered the word * Folly

to be substituted for Cross, and the

» | is built within the walls ot the I
monastery and is dedicated

Anze Gabriel. It is
stand on the spot wherd

plice was called * Hue's Folly.' Virgin  received  the T

“ Waat a change in our times ! We | contains an upright col
see the cross even on the Purita - he angel tood \

1z-house.  The Purita J 0] \ 1 of « Y

- 40On"% led 1

\ 1 i 1 ‘ [ (& 1 I
perusal s interestin paper, and HARRL . In a building o |
trust it will be frequently followed by | of the town is the so-eal [able
others of similar usefulness through the | Christ,” on which He and His d
mediam of the New lngland (\n!u.‘.i(-l re said to have eaten both beford

|

Historical Society.—Sacred Heart Re
view.

A NON-CATHULIC TRIBUTE.

a
interview at Fontainebleau with Pin
Vil., who had blessed a rosary brough

I | by his visitor from the Holy Land
for | writes : ; 2
[ touched 1t was eighteen months after thi
bent | interview that I went out with almos
) He | the whole population of Rome to re
looked up pleadingly, and said softly: | ceive and welcome the trinmphal entr

of this illustrious father of the Chure

“it is | into his capital. He was borne on th

shoulders of the ‘most distinguished ar

; 2| tists, headed by Canova, and never
He is so lovely, and He wants | shall I forget the enthusiasm with whie

he was received, It is impossible t
deseribe the shouts of triumph an

tion to the people, there was a un

Sir Humphrey Davy in his “ Conso-
rever- | lations in Travel,”" afcer deseribin
the

ve his benedic-

versal prostration—asobbing and marks
of emotions of joy, like the bursting of

Wfter the resurrection.  The tabl
solid block of chalk, much delace
visiting pilgrims.

in the fourth ehapter of St. Luk
B | still shown on the brow of a preci
S | ous hill, aboat a mile from Nazar

Mary and her Son were wort
8 | repair with the other inhabitant
t | Nazare h to draw water in the ¢
ously shaped vessels used to thi
Y | by the Nuazarenes. This basin

h | marble, worn and discolored hy t

e | and when surrounded by groups
babbling women in motley attive witl
pitehers of graceful shape balanced o
ily gatherings
) | must be similar to the scenes of nine-
d | teen centuries ago. Nazareth has eve
Y | been famous for its beautifnl won
*= | who in the sixth century aflirvmed the
i- | gift of beauty was bestowed on them by
the Virgin—a tradition that exists to

b | hip or shoulder, these d:

the present day.

S the
work of God!" I saw tears streamipe
g

The seene of the attempted mur
or “overthrow' of Christ, as describ

t | At the northern extremity of the t
is situated ** Mary's well,”” e
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CENTURIES AGO,

BY FATHER RYAN,

” night, & calm and silent night,
';l:,::: bundred years and fifty throe
Had Rome been growing up to migh
And now was queen of land and s,
Her banners waved in triumph high
In every land, ‘neath every sky,
Hor iron geepire swayed alone
Fhe worid from Uaesar's lofty thron
And Caesar ruled with tyrant rod
Reyered and worshipped as a god
Centuries ago,

“Fwas night, a calm and silent night
The clash of arms was heard 0o mof
Miid peace heid undisputs d eway,

From Parthian plains to Tiber's sho
The eagles flerce of ruthisss Rome

Were resting io tueir baughty hom
And GIORLINK 0 B1 Tho Uiotuiig bity
Of nations erushe d beueath hor swa
While watched she with an cye of
And wary look, her conguests wide

Centuries ago.

" was night, & ealm and silent nigh
The conguered world in bondage ia
Beneath the rod of Rom might
The slave of power, ambition’s pres
And tributes rich and teibaies rar
1n oensaloss slrerms wer flowing ¢
And royal vassals came Lo pay

The ir homage low to Cicin's sWaY.
He sat upon his lofty thicne
Withnut a rival, high, alone
And Rom kuelt down and kissed t
That rulcd 1he seas and ruled the |
And nations, with one joud acclain
Proclaimed his pigh immoral nam

Centuries #go,

"Twas night, a ealm and silent nigh
The princely halla of Rome were &
With glare of gold sand sireaming |
With fes ive gonnd and grind disp
And all was revelry and mirth

For Romans high, of hon:red birtl
Were feasting, reckicas of "he Lo
Of those who won their plandered

Aund there were glaves from every |
From Asia's soil, from Afric’s sanc
Who. torn from country hearth ar

Stood there to serve the lords of 1t

Centuries sgo

1y

"Twasnight, a ealm and silent nigh
Triuvmphant Rome.in outline gra
Stood 1owering on her dizzy heigh
As if she were for o'er 10 stand
Ewmbl:zoned on her walis there eh
Her boasted name the innnortal o
"P'wae written on her temnple bigh,
Whoes domes rose prouily to Lhe »
And every arch that spanied the s
Mute emblem of victorious nway
And every monument thal fame
Had raised to grac: a hero's name
Seemed destined by great ome
Her pledge of immortality,
Centuries sgo

"Twas night, that s«1f-aame silent
Far, far away from Cusar’s home,
Was horn therival of his might,
The future king of lofiy R )
His palace was a table cold,
His hrone was not of goms and gc
Withio a erib of straw I« 8,
Who rules the earth and lords the
He h2d no crown, to show Hios ol
Tonoble birth, to royal name
Bu: there He lay, to nllunknown
An infant bahe -the Promised Oa
The Privce of |
Centuries ago

God's only

"Tianight, a calm and silent nigh!
And where is Cacsa where his
And where is Rome And where
Her glory riches, and renown

And whore are now her marble h

H or arches proud, he Wi
Whnere are her slaves. he )
Where are her monuments of pri

“Immortal” was hor boasted nam
Uunrivalled her lofty fame
Whera now i8 that Imn
The Queen of Karth, great C
The Rom
Her star b

Ut

ACHAT 1
t, Her power was
ivs ago,

"Tis night, a calm
And Caesar's Rival re
With greater glory
Thn decked his ows
Ha has a cro

wn and scep
Before Him naions hambly b
reigas. His name i3 Prince ¢
Hia sway of love shall never cea
Till all the nations, a8 4 gom,

Form on rless diadem,
To crown the Babe of Bethlehen
Upon His throne of love

THE BABE OF BETHLI

O eruel manger, how ! k. how
For the limbe f the Babe. my G
le limbs on the cola, cold ¢
O eyes, for thy God

Bitter yo winds in the frosty nigh
Upon the Babe, my God

Piercing the to*nand broken tha
Lament, O heart, for thy God

Bare is thie floor, how bare, how b
For the Bab Mo

Onl 1

iy 1 P
How cruel thy world, my God !

Cast nut, cast out by His brother
Unknown the Babe, my God

The ox and the ass slone are ther
Soften O heart, tor thy God !

Dear little arms and sweet little |
That streteh for Thy Mother, 1

Soft baby eyes to the Mother's e
Malt, O heart for thy God!

W, xn touches on Mother's hea
Fiugers of the Babe, my God

Dear baby lipe ‘o ber virg'n broa
The Virgin Mo'her ¢f God

The Shepherds have come fro
adore
The Babs in the manger, my (
Mary aud Joseph welcome them
Worehip, O soul, thy God !

But Ialone may not come near
The Babe in the mangei, my G

Weep for thy gins O heart, an |
Wilth Mary, the Mother of Go

May I not come, oh just 1o the
1'0 886 Lh 1B3abe, () Lod

There will 1 stop, and kneel, an
And wecp for my sins, O God

But Mary smiles, and rising uy
In her arms the Babe, my God
She comes to tha door and bend
With the Babe in her arms,

Her sinless arms in my sinful ai
Places ihe Bibe my God :

“ H. has come Lo iake thy sind
Break. O heart, for thy God!

—Conde B. Pallen, in ‘' The
Louncelot and Other Poem
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“1 would willingiy r ¢

the sole purpoge «f agai
tnal great masterpicct

Thus recently enthusiastict
g eal tover of art when &p alki
of Raphael's famouns Sisidu
we canuot all find way: and
tho briny decp in qaost ol th
nei her is it alwa given us
on the jfamousipic urcs whic
of the widely 8 parated Amer
ies, Thanks, howover, Lol
made in the woncerfal th
of printing, nowndays any pa
produced i its original colors

ously low cost of vroduciion.
18 biought to the door of the p

The great city dailice—if n
purpose of culiivaii g art for
theie resdiors, at leasy for the
the number of their subsCr 1o
water mark—are from wock
ont enough ** art suppl ment
house into a pioiure gl ry o
ing room for the old fashione
like home,”

We are evideotly in a t
Poople are beecoming nauseal
art” and kindrod exnibiion
relegated to anatomical mue
by “geuts only.” Itisa beal

The pictures hanging on th
our Catholic homes are not al
edify, Some ought to be tun
handed over to that well -
iconoclast; Anthony Comstoc

By all means let our pcople
with work of art now that
‘I'ney cheer, they cdify, rhey
mo more than & cake of 8¢




