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THE CATHOLIC RECORD

AUGUST 27, 1910

CHARLIE—A FAILURE

Mrs. Brady st solitary in the room
behind the shop—a small spartment
where odors of green groocery entered
into a powerful alliance with the more
domesticated fragrances of cooking and
washing —regaling herself with drip-
ping-toast and stewed tea. She had
wept until she could weep no more, and
had reached the stage of telling heeself
that she would just have to put up with
these things. She had * come through
worse " since fever had deprived her of
her breadwinner and left her a widow in
an alien land.

The shop bell twinkled. She leaned
forward to see a familiar face, and called
an informal invitation to a fat little
woman with a string bag over-flowing
with parcels.

“ Come in, Mrs. Marrow,
alone.”

“ [ heard ss the doctors had been to
see Oharlie, so I come to ask what they
was going to do for him,” explained the
visitor.

Buc Mrs. Brady's red and swollen eye-
lids bad already revealed that there
was nothing to be done for Charlie, her
first-born son. A year ago he, & bright
young fellow of two and twenty, had
met with an accident, which had re-
sulted in paralysis from the waist down-
ward. He had lain six months in the
hospital. The house surgeon had taken
an especial interest in him ; and when
he had been sent home again, still un-
able to stand or walk, though otherwise
well, the promise been given that at
the end of another six months a famous
surgeon should see him, and decide if
an operation were practicable. * Won-
derful cures he had wrought ;" he might
achieve marvellous results again.

The promise was not forgotten. The
great man had come, with his less dis-
tinguished colleague, to the mean street
and meaner dwelling, had climbed the |
narrow stair to the small, stuffy room |
where the patient had so long looked |
forward to this hour, clinging to the |
hope that science would release him |
from his dreary imprisonment ; nerving |
himself for the ordeal of the operating

room, since beyond it lay the joyful
prospect of restored power. The great |
surgeon was touched to the quick of his
humanity by the anxious, pallid, worn |
young face ; by the passion of appeal in |
the overlarge eyes, that, at the end of |
the examination, expressed itself in the |
question ;

*Js there any chance for me, sir?
Any hope that I'll ever walk about
again 2"

“ You are not very strong at present;
we must get you toned up. Dr.

I'm all me

Griffiths will report to me later about | mysterious music in his ears now.
you,” said the surgeon, encouragingiy ; l whilst they were eaving, e said: Awen,

and Caarlie did not detect that the re-
ply was an evasion.

Once outside the little room, the sur-
geon spoke the cruel truth.

% There is no use sending him back to
the hospital. The case is hopeless.”

“The germs of phthisis are there too,”
murmaured Dr. Griftiths,

“ Ah! Well, that may be a blessing
in disguise.”

Kindly and sympathetically they had
told Mrs. Brady that her son was
doomed for life to “a mattress grave,”
then had gone their way to other suf-
ferers. She had yielded to a storm of
grief. Not until the sentence had been
pronounced had she realized how con-
fidently she had expected a different
one, how high
themselves. They were low eunough
now; and a harder struggle than ever
was before her—the maintenance of a
helpless man added to her burdens.
There was a wide gap of years between
Charlie and the other ehildren, none of
whom were over school age yet. It was
hard that this should have happened
when she most needed his help.

* You ought to put him in an institu- \

tion, or get something off the parish for
his keep.” suggested Mrs, Marrow.

* I've not come to that yet,” declared
Mrs. Brady, warmly. * Nobody belong-
ing to me was ever in an institution or
took money off the parish, glory be to
God!
fore I do one or the other.”

The house was small, the walls were
thin, Mrs. Brady's voice was of an in-
cisive quality., Every syllable she Liad
uttered had penetrated to Charlie's
room, and had been as so many sword-
vhrusts into his heart. For a time the
shock of the disclosure stupefied him.
All too soon full and perfect understand-
ing of it developed.

When his mother appeared with a cup
of tea and the statement that she was
going out, but* the children are back
from school, so you needn't feel lonely,”
the change in his appearance startled
her.

“ Charlie darling, what's wrong ?"

He flashed the explanation on her in
a sentence :

“[ heard you telling what the doctors
said, mother.”

For a moment she stood aghast. Not
thus had she intended that he should
learn his fate.

“ Doctors make wistakes, dear, like
other folks,” she said feebly.

“Not those doetors,” he returned. “1
made the mistake, mother—the mistake
of not being killed
time."”

“ Ah, now, what's the good of talking |

like that, Charlie ?"

“ What's the good of
leave me alone for a bit!
used to it."”

He looked slowly round the smal!
room, henceforth to be his world—from
the narrow window darkeuned by
ney stalks, from the discolored walls,

their sole decorations an unframed print

Oh, do
I want to get

me ?

of the * Last Supper " and an oleograph |

of the * Mater Dolorosa
made out of a packing-case, and holding
his few books and simple toilet re-
quisites. Aund as he looked, he shud-
dered. He was only twenty-three, and
he might
here year after year helpless, a burden

o the table

1 |
on others, who one day might taunt him

with the galling fact. That he was so
was not his fault. He had done well at
school, had loved learning for learning's
sake : but in the fight for daily bread
misfortune had followed him,
brought him to this'most desperate pass.
How could he bear it?  Why should he
bear it # How much better if he had
died in the hospital ! There would be
one mouth less to fill.  He had always
been a source of care

her hopes had raised | brain

And I'll be harder driven yet be- |

outright at the |

chim- |

live to be an old man, lying |

and |

and cost and | doctor.

now. From such thoughts chasing each
other through his mind, like so many
waves d with the questi “What
have i to live for ?" was born a ghastly
resolve.

There was a clattering of feet on the
staircase, and presently Pat, his young-
est brother, entered eating bread and
treacle.

“ Want anything Charlie ?" he asked,
perfunctorily.

A minute
answered :

“ Put my razor where 1 can reach it.
Don’t come upstairs again. Shut the
door. 1 am going to—slcep.”

Meanwhile Mrs, Brady proceeded on
ber business of buying next day's din-
ner in the cheapest market, so lost in
melancholy reflection that she did not
see & tall figure crossing the squalid
street until she had collided with it.

“Beg your pardon sir! Oh, is it your-
self, Dr, Griffiths 2"

“ Yes, Mrs. Brady. I want to see
Charlie again for a moment or two be-
fore I go back to the hospital.”

“ He knows that he'll not get better,
sir,” she said mournfully; * He's afver
hearing me tell a neighbor, and I'm so
grieved at my imprudeuce ! His heart
is broken sir. 1f you could just give
him a word of comfort—il you only
could ! You were so good when he was
in your ward, and kept him up all the
time."

“ We must try to keep him up still,”

elapsed ere Charlie

said the doctor. * Don’t trouble to
come with me, Mrs. Brady. I know the
way."

He went through the shop and quiet-
ly upstairs. Charlie had not heard his
approach ; but carelessly Pat had left
the door of the room open, and what the
Doctor saw brought him to an abrupt
standstill.  * Show thyselt a Mother !”
—the prayer he had uttered by many a
bed of suffering and sorrow went up-
ward from his heart now as the agony
of that young soul was revealed to him.

There could be no doubt as to what
had been Oharlie’s intention. He had
unfastencd his collar and bared his
throat, and he clutched a razor. But |
his eyes were fixed on sometbing, his |
expression was changing ; and even as |
the doctor watched, in silent appeal to
the Queen of Sorrows, the instrument
fell from those thin fingers, and slow
tears started forth from those weary
ey He was gazing at the picture of |
the *Last Supper.” Strange it was |
that, inthe very act of raising his hand |
to end his life, he should look at that : |
that a newer; deeper comprehension of
its meaning should dawn upon him; %
that the words it illustrated—which he |
had heard and read many a time and
oft, should chime their mournful, [
* And |

I say to you, that one of you is about to
betray Me. And they, being very much
troubled, began every one to say: Is
it I, Lord 2"

Jharlie was only twenty-three. He
might live to be sixty lingering help-
less as a log in this narrow prison—live
perhaps to be neglected, to suffer more
eruel pangs of soul and body.
itself might give way.
with one swilt stroke.

But through atl those thoughts, above
those whispers of the tempter, he heard
that tremulous searching question. “Is

cation of himself within it. “One of you
is about to betray Me. . . . Isitl,
Lord 2" The sentence beat upon his
until his mental and bodily
angish found vent in the cry :

“ No, Lord—no, it is not 1! 1 shall
not be, Help me, save me, strengthen
me. I have denied Thee by my sins,
my complainiugs, my rebellion against
Thy will; but do not let
Thee. Holy Mary, Mother of God,
pray for me a sinner, now-—yes, now,
Mother! Ok, pray new! Dear Lord,
it is not I'!"

“No, Charlie's no better,” Mrs. Brady
replied to the inquiring Mrs. Marrow a
few months later. * Bat you'd wonder
to see how cherry he is, since Dr. Grif-
fiths put it into his head to teach wood-
carving to Father Farrelly's boys. 1
tell him he'll be opening a school next.
Its his cough that is the worst on him,
poor boy !’

Mrs. Marrow prescribed * liquorice
| Spanish,” secretly asking herself if Mrs,
Brady really did not know that Charlie
was in * consumption.” The disease

mother closed her eyes to the fact.
When, after months of suffering, the
| Angel of Death struck off the fleshly
| fetters and released the patient soul,
| she broke down as she had never done
| before.

“ 1 wonder at her taking on, Doctor,
—1 really do,” murmured Mrs, Marrow,
wiping her own eyes. * The poor lad’s
better away. He was never anything
but a failure.”

I * failure 2" The
smiled. “Ah, no! The highest suc-
cess of all is his, the success of the
everlasting crown for the cross brave
‘ ly borne.”—~Mary Cross in Ave Maria,

] TR
{THE GREAT DOCTOR AND THE
1 LITTLE PRIEST

good doctor

\ te the F of Nadar for The
St ] E. I

| Jaron
| dootor in the latter years of Napoleon's
reign, was for a long time surgeon-in-
chief at the Hotel Dieu, the prineipal
hospital in Paris, probably in the world,
where every morning in the year a free
consultation of the most eminent sur-
geons in existence is still open and free
to all, rich or poor, black or white,
! ¥French or foreigner.  Wonderfully keen
at diagnosis, extromely fiem of nerve,
remarkably ingenious in the invention
| of operating instruments for the allevia
| tion of human suffering, Dupuytren had
| the reputation of being habitually
brusque and even unfeeling towards
| most of his numberless patients. Never-
theless the following story is told of him
| by one that knew him well.
Few men have had a life more busily
occupied than Dupuytren,

summer he rose at five ; at seven he was

|

| fore eleven. He then made his ap-
| pointed visits through the eity, anl on
| his return home usually found his office
| packed with the patients that had come
[ from all directions to consult the famous
In spite of his unseemly haste

anxiety, He was that more than ever | in getting rid of most of them, they were

me betray |

had made rapid progress, but the poor |

Dupuytren, a famons French |

Winter and |

in the hospital which he never left be- |

often so numerous $hat it was long after
nightfall when the last one was packed
off.

One evening, when the consultation
had lasted long beyond the customary
hour, the doctor, half-dead with fatigue,
was retiring for a little rest, when the
door of his office suddenly opened and &
belated visitor appeared.

He was of s small, stout figure, evi-
dently advanced in years, but regard-
ing his exact age you would have some
difficulty in comingtos decided opinluni

1i k o

The priest turned round st once and
began to ascend.

“There may be a possibility of saving
your life,” continued the doctor, “ it
you are willing to undergo an opera-
tion.”

“ My gracious !" oried the priest,
hurrying back to the office and quickly
getting rid of his cloak and cane,
“ Why, that's the very thing I came to
Paris for. Operate, my dear dooctor ;
operate as much as you please.”

“ But our sttempt may be useless.
The ion will be long and painful,

On s face bling =

wrinkles you could discern the line ofs
small mouth and the prominence of &
small nose, slightly aquiline. Hands
and feet, in miniature, were quite in
accordance with the rest of the body.
When s child he would have reminded
you of one of those plump cherub faces
that we see in church pictures, floating
on wings around 8 head of the Madonna.
In his blue eyes, in his gestures, in his
whole physiognomy there was & timid-
ity, s gentleness and a benignity al-
together touching. He was one of those
fortunate faces on which our eyes can
long rest with delighted satisfaction.
While looking at the calm and peaceable
countenance of that little old man you

you know."”

“Qperate, operate, doctor. I shall be
able to bear it all. My poor people
would be so delighted.”

“ Well, then, go at once to the Hotel
Dieu. You will be perfectly comfort-
sble in the Saint Agnes Ward. The
Sisters won't let you be in want of any-
thing. Rest there to night and all to-
morrow. On the morning sfter—"

“ All right, doctor. On the morning
after it will beas you say. Thank you.”

Dupuytren scribbled a few words on
a paper, which he handed to the little
priest. The patient accepted it most
gratefully, and was not long in reaching
the great hospital. Almost the whole

ity at onoce flocked to wel

more impervious and gloomy as the fatal
hour drew nigh.

Perhaps during these Jast mournfu
days the state of moral isolation which
%0 long and so oruelly he had been
bringing on himself, and which now left
him slone, face to face with death, was
givinpg him s final and indisputable
warning. Suddenly he rings the bell
and calls on Henri, his adopted son, who
was waiting on him night and day in an
adjoining room.

“ Heori,” he says quickly, “ take s
seat at once snd write as I dictate ;

THE FAMOUS WELLS OF ST.JBRICID

Second in the love of the Irish people
comes St. Brigid, the “ Mary of Ire-
land,” the “ Mother of the Churches,”
the “ Glory of the Gael.” She founded
many churches, and close to all we find
the holy well bearing her name and
held in re by her people. Per-
haps the most famous of these is Tober
Brigdhe, about seven miles from Ath-
lone. It is still a place of pilgrimage
and great ds perf the stati
there on her feast, February lst. At
Kilbride, R there is another

Rev. L. Champvert, Cure of La Made-
lsine, near Memours, Seine et Marne.
My Dear Abbe: Itis this time the
doctor's turn to need the priest. Come
at once. You may be too late.
Your friend,
DUPUYTREN.
The little priest was soon at hand.
He remained a long time closeted in
Dupuytren's room. What they said to
each other no living mortal knows, but
when the abbe left the room of the dying
man, though his eyes were moist, his face
glowed with quiet ecstacy.
Next morning, February 8, 1835,
Dupuytren d the Archbishoj
of Paris to his bedside. The evening

would have felt yourself almost b
ing better, irresistibly attracted to-
wards him, and forced, as it were, to love
him. He held in his right hand a black
raven-headed cane, and his small body
wore a small suit of clothes,
completely  black.  While bow-
ing in salutation to the doctor he re-
vealed a wide tonsure round his head.
It was easy to see that the attractive
little man was a priest.

Dupuytren's eyes rested on him with
a cold, weary, almost forbidding look.
“What is the matter with you?” he
asked in a harsh voice.

“Doctor,” replied the priest gently,
“I must really ask your permission to
take a seat; my poor limbs are already
rather stiff and pretty weak. Two

him, and they soon had ready a little
resting place provided with every com-
fort. The good Sisters were indeed
almost in each other's way, bringing
pillows, foot-warmers, night-caps, fruits
and other dainties relished by invalids
The little priest felt himself unable to
express his gratitude, but rested well
that night and all the next day.

On the morning after the medical
students, numbering five or six hundred,
that attended the clinics of the great
master every day were hardly assembled

pap of the same date announced the
death of the great surgeon.

On the day of the funeral heavily
piled gray clouds darkened the sky. A
thin, persi t rain panied with
snow, chilled the immense and silent
crowd that made almost impassable the
vast spaces surrosnding the Church of
St. Germain 1’Auxerrois and extending
along to the Louvre. The Charch of
Saint Eustache had hardly room for the
mourners.

After the church service the students

which had such s widespread reputation
that it gave its name to a whole town-
land, Holy Well.

Almost every day in the year there
is & * station " being held at one holy
well or another and every diocesan and
parochial saint has his or her special
spring where his or her memory is
fondly cherished, though often the ages
have dimmed the story of the life and
only the name remains. The great
number of places where one finds a
“Tober Muire ” (* Mary's Well ") tell
of the veneration of our people for the

on the 14th, the people flock o St,
Finane's Well. At Ballykit, on the
same day, the people come to the Tober
na Gleenagh; and turn their steps to
Tober an Dree, the Druid's well near
Doneraile. The water in St. Molaga's
Well, County Cork, is said never to boil
po matter how long it is on the fire,
This saint introduced bees into Ireland
and gave the first hive of them to the
Queenof Munster. With this we will
stop our casual wandering round the
Holy Wells of Ireland—a land whose
very stones ory out to us, telling of
those who bequeath tous our heritage
of faith, where the name of every town-
land brings a memeato of some saint or
hero and the wild flowers of the wayside
sre likened to some holy thing. The
greetiog of the passerby on the road is
@ prayer.

—_———

DECLINE OF RELIGION IN
ENGLAND

From America

Mother of God. Most famous of all is
the well near Athenry, where s slation
is still held on the eve of the Assump-
tion and to which many miracles are
accredited.
ST, AUGUSTINE'S WELL, GALWAY

In Galway we find St. Augustine's
Well on the east side of the city near
the old Augustinisn church, where the
most wonderful and
cures take place. One in 1673 is attest-
od on oath by the man himself, Patrick
Lynch, and a dozen and more witnesses,
all reputable citizens. The old record
says that he was aflicted by *a most
dangerous, grievous, desperate disease,

carried the body of their honored master

when Dupuytren arrived. Closely fol-
lowed by the imposing crowd, he went
directly to the priest's bed, and the
operation began.

The operator cut and carved and

years ago 1 felt a swelling in the neck
under the left jaw. The health officer
of our village—l am the cure of La
Madelaine, near Nemours — told me at
first that 1t was of no aceount. But it
got worse, and at the end of five months
the gathering broke of itself.
bed a long time, but without the trouble
ever getting bevter. Then I had to get
up, because, you see, 1 am the only
priest to officiate in four villages, and

“Show me your neck.”

“Not, doetor,” continued the old man
while dutifully obeying orders — “not
that these good people were unwilling
to come together every Sunday, the
whole four congregations, to hear Mass
in La Madelaine. But 1 Enow poor
people work hard all the week: they are
often sick themselves, and they have
only Sundays for a quiet rest. So Isaid
to myself. ‘It is not fair to have so many
put to inconvenience on my account.’
And then, you know, doctor, there is
the catechism—the First Communions.
Monseigneur the Bishop certainly pro-
mised to send me an assistant in a short
time, but the parishioners insisted on

Reason | my coming at once to, Paris to consult
Better toend all | you.

1 was pretty slow in deciding, be-
| cause traveling costs s good bit of
}mum-y and I have a good many really
| poor people in my parish. But, having
l to do as they wished, I took the train,

it I, Lord?"” with a groaning identifi- | and here is my trouble, doetor,” he con-

cluded, showing his neck.
| Dupuytren looked at it long and
| fixedly. The neck showed a hole nearly
| an inch wide and very deep. It wasa
| gathering of the gland of the under jaw,
| complicated by an ugly tumor of the
| artery. The wound was already morti-
| fied in many places. It was indeed so
| gerions a case that Dupuytren was pro-
foundiy amazed at the sufferer’s indom-
itable fortitude in maintaining for any
time a standing position.

The doctor lost no time. IHe separ-
ated at once the lips of the wound and
touched the neighboring parts with a
pressure painful enough to make an or-
dinary sufferer faint with the agony, but
the little priest never winced, though
the doctor himself, as he afterwards ex-
pressed it, felt the little frame under

sot in motion by wires from an electric
1 battery. Theexamination over, Dupuy-
| tren, still holding the head with both
| hands, turned it roughly around so as to
| bring the face opposite his own and
| looking straight into the two eyes said
| in a voice slow and of a sinister tone:

L “ Well, Monsieur 1’Abbe, with such a
thing as that, the only certainty is
death !"

had laid on the chair and wrapped them
quietly round his neck without saying
a word. Dupuytren eyeing him sharply
the whole time. When the cloths were
replaced and the knots carefully tied,
the little priest took out of his pocket a
five-franc piece wrapped in paper and
laid it on the chimney.
“ ] amnot rieh, doctor,” he said with
a timid smile, * and my poor people are
very poor indeed. Kxcuse me then if I
| cannot pay much better fora consulta-
tion with the celebrated Doctor Dupuy-
tren. I am, however, very glad to have
come to see you, and more ready than
ever for what awaits me. Only,” he
added in tones extremely sweet and
gentle, * you could have given me this
important  information without the
‘Nlight“at precantion. | am sixty-five
and at such an age we can estimate the
full value of life. But, doctor, your
announncement has not surprised me the
[ least bit. 1 expected it long ago, and
was getting ready. Good bye, doetor ;
| T am going home now to die quietly."”
Saluting, he disappeared,
steps were soon heard as he slowly and

stairs,
in  the room,
thought.

motionless,
His iron soul was melting ;

dying man whose head he had just now
been holding in his large and powerful
hands,

self.

edge himsell defeated.

you please come back ?”

1 kept in |

his hands quivering and convulsed, as if |

I'he priest took up the cloths that he’

with difliculty made his way down the
Dupuytren remained standing
but full of

his brilliant genuis was breaking to bits
like brittle glass betore the ,.'““pl.-‘nnd plump chickens.
words of the poor, old, miserable and

In that weak little body he had
recognized a heart stronger than his
| own, a will more energetic than his own,
a soul of higher order than his own.
He had found a being stronger than him-

He started quickly for the stairway ;
perhaps he was unwilling to acknowl-
He soon reached
the little priest, who was slowly moving
down, carefully clutching the banisters.

“ Monsieur 1'Abbe,”" he eried, * won't

separated with knife and scissors. His
steel forceps plunged into the depths of
the wound, seizing and twisting the
fibres, and then he fastened them to-
gether. Then the saw cut off, with a
grating sound, the decayed fragments
of the lower jaw. The sponges squeezed
l every moment, gave out torrents of
blood. The operation lasted twenty-
five minutes, but the little priest never
winced, never shivered for an instant in
the middle of the agony. It was only

| him, gasping with intentness and terror,
| expauded at last with a sense of relief
at Dupuytren's words : *It is done !

| it was then, and then only, that the |

sufferer looked a little pale.
| Dupuytren dressed the wound himself.
l “Yes,” he observed in a kindly tone to
the priest, * I think that it will come
out all right. Have you suffered much?”

« | tried to think of something else,”
replied the priest as he sank away in a
heavy doze.

Dupuytren gazed at him for an instant
in profound silence, then, slipping the
white curtains along the iron rodsof the
bedstead, he started off for the other
clinics, closely followed by his atten-
tive students.

The little priest was saved.

Every morning at Dupuytren's arrival
the doctor, infringing strangely on one
of his own strictest rules, passed the
nearest beds by and began his lectures
at the side of his favorite patient.
Later, when the invalid was so far re-
covered that he could get up and move

about a little, Dupuytren used to come |

to him at the close of his clinie, link
| arms with him and measuring his
| paces with those of the convalescent,
make him take a turn or two around the

| ward,
To those that knew the thoughtless
indifferenve, sometimes the cruel re-
pugnance, with  which

|

|

\

|

:('ulnph-n' change of conduct was abso-
lutely inexplicable.

, As soon as the little priest could bear
the journey he took leave of the Sisters

} and the great doetor and returned,

| happy and in good health, to his be-

i loved parishioners.

?

on a visit to the Hotel Dieu, saw him-

little priest, who had been waiting for
| him in the Saint Agnes Ward.
| wore his little black elerical suit, but it
was rather dusty and his silver-buckled
shoes were somewhat speckled with mud,
It was easy to see that he had been
taking a pretty long walk. He carried

fastened with strings, but letting a few
blades of grass stick out here and there
on the edges.

Dupuytren welcomed him with real
pleasure and after making sure that the
operation had not been attended by any
unpleasant consequences, asked him
what he was coming to do in Paris.

“Doctor,” replied the priest, * to-
day is the anniversary of the day of
your great operation. I could not let
the G6th of May pass without coming to
see you,and I had an idea at the same
time of bringing you a little present.
I have in this basket two fine, plump
chickens of my own poultry vard and
some juicy pears of my own garden ;
the like of them you can hardly find in
all Paris, The only coadition is that
you must promise faithfully, no excuse,
| that you will taste a little of both the

pears and the chickens.”
| Dupuytren took his little hand and
squeezed it with the warmest affection.
| He eagerly desired the good old man to
| dine with him.
| to refuse, though

very

| he was obliged

\ people of La Madelaine.

But it was just about this time that
Dupuytren felt the first approach of the
fatal disease before which all his science
however immense, was bound soon to
He started for Italy, but
without the slightest hope of being
benefitted by the journey, which the
united faculty of Parls had compelled
undertake. On his return to
1834, :his condition
seemed somewhat improved, but it only
seemed so, as nobody knew {better than
He felt that he
was dying ; he could count the days of
His disposition seemed to be-
come not more morose, but certainly

succumb.

him to
France, in March,

Dupuytren himself.

his life.

when the breasts that had surrounded |

Dupuytren |
usually treated his other patients, this |

A few months afterwards Dupuytren, |
self unexpectedly approached by the |

He still |

on his arm a large wicker basket, well ]

For two years longer, every Gth of
May, Dupuytren was regularly visited
by the little priest with the inevitable
11\;u4kah aud the inevitable sweet pears

to the ocemetery, the little priest,
plunged in grief, keeping closest to the
coffin,

(Note by the writer—I tell this story
as it was told to me, with no design
either to prove or to instruct, but sim-
| ply because it is true and intimately
| connected with a great name.—Nadar.)

———————

{ ABOUT HOLY WELLS

—

Every little townland of Ireland has
its special font of water dedicated to Our |

| Lady or some one or other of the saints,
says Gertrude M. O'Reilly in the Mag-
nificat. From the earliest days the land
was renowned for its miraculous waters;
we even read in the * Dittamondo,” of
Fazio degli Uberti, written in the thir-
teenth century, that in Ireland “ I saw |
lakes of various natures, one of which |
| attracted me so much that my wistful “

| eyes take delight in it still.”
§T, PATRICK'S WELL IN DUBLIN |
|  These wells were sanctified by the |
saints who built their cells beside these |
| waters and used them for baptizing |
| those who came to hear the Word of |
| God. Many of these springs owe their |
| crigin to prayer, as, for example, St. |
Patrick’s Well in Dublin, which sprang |
| forth from the rock to enable the |
| apostle to baptize a poor widow, or one |

| annual
Some four or five years ago the prior of |

and given over by all doctors to be in-
curable, and could not eat one bit since
Easter last,” but after visiting the well
on June 11, having drunk a cup of water

out of the well three times in the name |
of the Father, Son and Holy Ghost, he | the government.

recovered his strength and appetite.
As a rule the cures are not so formally
enscribed and attested, but similar mir-
acles oceurred almost every year till,
at the beginning of the last century, the
pilgrimage was discontinued.

the Augustinians reinaugurated the old
station and since then the people flock

| as in bygone days.

On October 29, there is a great station

| at the holy well of Kilmaeduagh, the

ruins of the great university founded by
St. Colman MecDuagh,
Burren. All through the district hal
lowed by his foot-steps, we flnd wells
consecrated to his memory, at Oranmore,
at Mollycullen, at Oughtmama, * the
valley in the bosom of the hills,” and in
many sanother hidden sanctuary. At
Kuoockninny Hill, on the shores of Lough
Erne, there is a well consecrated to St.
Ninnidth of Innismacsaint. It is sur-
rounded by a double wall of stone, the
outer one measuring 5 feet 7 inches by
6 feet 1 inch. O'Donavan, writing in
1834, speaks of it: * The handle of bis
bell is yet in the possession of Bartley
Drumm of Shanvany, whose family has

| of the wells of St. Brigid, which came at | possessed it from a very remote period.

| her word to quench the thirst of some |
travellers along the dusty road.

St. Brigid was a hospitable saint, full
" of kindly charity for all, and many wells
| bearing her name recall examples of her |
| simple friendliness. * One in the terri-
| tory of Teffia brings to mind how one |
1 Kaster she sat there washing the feet of
| the old men and the feeble folk who |

came to the chureh, and the chronicle |
adds:

“Those who were sick and maimed
| among them were straightway healed.” |
| Another time she and her nuns were
| driving down the road and saw a poor |
family trudging along carrying loads of
wood. She and the nuns at once got
out, gave her chariot to the family and
sat down by the way to wait till some
passerby would give them “a lift” on
their homeward journey. They waited

\. It was a bleak, exposed part of the coun-
try, so the saint thought a well would
be a great benefit to the wayfarers.
After a while the water came and there
it is to the present day, the fruit of a
| saint’s labor and humanity—surely a
| reasonable object for veneration and
| respect ; and so it is in hundreds of
| other cases all through the island.
| THE WELLS OF PRE-CHRISTIAN TIMES
| Many of the wells which existed in
| pre-Cliristian days were venerated by
the Pagans, but St. Patrick was too
| prudent to condemn the universal prac-
tice. He merely blessed the wells, used
their water in administering baptism,
\and explained to the people that the

spring in itself was in no way worthy of
veneration, but that the power of God
had made its baptismal waters cleanse
the soul, and that for that reason they
might reverence God's creature, the
well. For example, the well of Ballin-
tober, County Mayo, in pagan days was
i known as “ Slan,” the Healer, and wor-
shipped as the home of a wonder work-
ing spirit whom, the people believed,
dwelt under a flat rock above the spring.
When St. Patrick came he had this flag
removed that they might see that there
| was nothing there and then, blessing
the water, he used to baptize St. Cain-
1 nech, built a church by its edge and put
a priest in charge to watch over the
‘m-wly baptized flock.
In the Glen of Altadavin, Monaghan,
\ we find another of the Patrician wells.
| It is in a small circular depression, like

But the little priest had | a basin, in the surface of a large isolated
unwillingly. l
and his | His moments were counted, he said, and | of any sort, yet whenever the basin is
to return to his dear | f

rock. There is apparently no opening
emptied, it fills up again, how, no one
can tell. It was never known to dry up,
no matter how great the drought.

Archbishop Healy, of Tuam, speaking of |

this well, says, *It was in this basin
the saint baptized his converts. The
chair in which he sat while speaking to
the erowds below is close at hand, and
the great stone altar where he cele-
brated Mass stood before him. The
whole glen is very striking, and one
might easily fancy the saint still sitting
in his chair of stone, his converts
crowding the rocky slopes around, and
listening to the words of life that fell
from his lips, then the blessing of the
rock basin, and the wondering crowds
on the green sward below watching the
saint as he offered the Holy Sacrifice
for the first time in the deep shades of
that romantic glen which had hitherto
been sacred to the dark rites of Druid-
ism."”

| 8T.  COLUMBEA,

| near to the heart.

a while in vain, till, at last, the saint, |
wearied of inaction, with her religious |
started to dig for a spring by the road. |

There is a holy well in the parish called

| “ Tober Ninnidh."”

THE * DOVE OF
CHURCH,"

There are nearly as many wells dedi-
cated to St. Columba, the * Dove of the
Church,” as there are to St. Patrick,
and it is no wonder. He was so gentle,

THE

| yet full of fire, such a wanderer, yet a

passionate lover of his country, so hu-
man and so full of faults that he comes
He was full of zeal
and energy, such as actuated St. Dom-
inic or St. lgnatius, and like them, was
a scholar and a soldier. Yet he was as

gentle a lover of nature as St. Francis |

| himself. A very old poem refers to him
in these words :

“] would the world grew like to thee;

Who grewest not alone in power and
knowledge,

But by year and hour in reverence and
charity.”

At his birthplace, Gartan, in Glen
| Columeile, at the base of Sliev Leaugne,
looking out on the westeru
Kells ; in Sligo, and in Derry we find
his wells, and everywhere there is the
| same peculiarly personal affection for
the saint. For Derry he himself had
the tenderest love, and when an exile in
Tona, his heart yearning for home,
turned to his * oak grove,” and break
ing into song, he wrote the poem which
Dr. Douglas Hyde has translated for us
and from which we quote :

“ And oh! were the tributes of Alba
mine,
| From shore unto center, from center to
‘ sea,
| The site of one house, to be marked by a
line,
In the midst of fair Derry, were dearer
to me.

“That spot is the dearest on Krin's
ground,

For the treasures that peace and that
purity lend ;

For the hosts of bright angels that circle
it round,

Protecting its borders from end to end.
“ That spot is the dearest on KErin's
ground,

| For its peace and its beauty I gave it
| my love ;
| Bach leaf of the oaks around Derry is
| found
1‘ To be erowded with angels from Heaven
| above.

l‘.\ly Derry, my Derry, my little oak

| grove,

lM)‘ dwelling, my home, and my own

‘ little cell ;

| May God the Eternal in Heaven above

Send woe to thy foes and defend thee
well.”

At Kileedy, in Munster, there is a
patron held on the feast of St. Ita, Jan-
uary 15. Near Carleville there are two
famous wells, one dedicated to Our
Lady, the other to St. Benin, or Ben, a
disciple to St. Patrick. This latter
well is near the ruins of the first church
and owes its origin to the prayers of the
saint.

MEMENTOES OF THE EARLY DAYS OF THE
CHURCH

On July 25 there is a patron held at
St. Laterin's Well in Cullen, In Limer-
ick there is a well near Kilmallook con-
secrated to St. Molna. In September
there are three stations held at wells
quite close to each other. At Kenmare,

suthenticated .\ is of no importance.

the hermit of |

sea; at |

An unexpected amount of opposition
developed in Great Britain against the
Government Bill for the amendment of
the Royal Declaration. The least im-
portant element in this hostile move-
ment was that represented by the old-
fashioned anti-Catholic bigots. The
fact that this group has succeeded in
carrying the bye-election at Liverpool
The late member

was an aggressive anti-Catholic. The
district where the election took place
has long been the stronghold of rowdy
Orangeism, and the new member,
Colonel Kyfo-Taylor, represents the
views of his predecessor.

The strength of the opposition arose
| not from any objection to the words
that are offensive to Catholics being re-
moved from the declaration, but from
objections to the formula substituted by
The High Church-
men do not like the formal restatement
of the fact that the Established Church
of England is Protestant, They
their eyes to the fact that in the Bill of
Rights it is so described, and that for
three hundred years no Churchiman of
the KEstablishment dreamed of denying
its essential Protestantism. They cling
to the *Branch” and * Continuity’
| theory. They try to persuade them
selves that the adoption of & number of
Catholie practices in the last fifty years
has made them Catholies, and retr
spectively bridged the chasm of cen-
turies and made them the heirs and re-
presentatives of St. Augustine and St
Cuthbert, St. Thomas of Canterbury
and St. Hugh of Lincoln. Their lack of
historic sense is strangely shown by
one of their leading organs publishing
this week an article on the “ Bi-Centen-
ary of the Canadian Chureh.” It s
really a notice of the first appearance
of British Protestants, two hundred
years ago, on what is now Canadian
territory. One would have thought
that even an Anglican could not shut
his eyes to the glaring fact that the
Catholic Church had even then been in
long possession of the lands along the
St. Lawrence.

Aunother group of opponents are those
who are perfectly satisfled with the
King being required to declare himself
a Protestant, but object to his being
pledged to being a loyal member of the
“ Kstablished Church.” They object to
establishment in any form, and protest
that the actual establishment does not
represent the majority of the nation.
Statistically they are prohably right,
but they have successfu'ly opposed a
proposal added to the Bill for next
year's census, that * religious belief’
| should be one of the particulars asked
for in the census papers. Their object-
jons are based on the unavowed fear
that a religious census would reveal
their own weakness. The argument
they put forward is that it woula un-
fairly exaggerate the s*rength of the
| Establishment and be an “inquisitoria! X
proceeding.

As to the last point no practical object-
jonisfoundtoarise in the many countries
where a religious census is regularly
| taken—Ireland for instance. There is
more to be said for the other argument.
There is no doubt that large numbers of
unattached Protestauts and people who
never go near church nor chapel would
save themselves all worry about defin-
ing their religious position by simply
| writing themselves down “Church of
{ England.” In the army and navy,

where church parades are part of the
| regular rcutive of regiments and ships,
every man on joining is asked to state
his religious beliet. The result is that
the great majority appear as “Church
of England.” The statement saves
trouble. 1t is a case of following the
line of least resistance.

A real religious census, if we could
obtain it, would most certainly reveal
the fact that the great majority of the
English people are not attashed to any
religious denomination, The London
papers are now discussing the question
of “Empty Churches.” The blame is
thrown on Sunday amusements, railway
excursions, motoring, oycling, golf and
the rest. But the real reason behind
all this is religious indifference. Fifty
years ago it was considered the re-
spectable thing to go to church on Sun-
day, and any amusement or recreation
after church was regarded as an evil.
The British Sunday was a day of sober
gloom., This convention has disap-
peared.

Those who go to church now are the
people who believe that they reap some
spiritual advantage from so doing. It
is not merely the obedience to a social
custom. Aud as large pumbers no
longer believe there is any special gain
in listening to a sermon, and hearing
certain prayers recited from a reading
desk, churches and chapels are half
empty. Our Catholic churches are
filled again and again as Mass follows
Mass. In the Established Chegeh it is
precisely those churches that' have
adopted Catholic practices and doc-
trines that draw congregations. In the
dissenting bodies here and there a
popular preacher has a following. But
desperate efforts have to be made to
keep the congregations together by
methods that are social rather than
religious. In many places the congre-
gation is held together by benefit clubs
and “pleasant Sunday afternoons,”’ at
which the service is really a concert of
gacred music and applause is invited.

Those dissenting bodies that publish
statistics show a steady decrease of

shut
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membership. The organiz
Jooms most largely in the pu
the “Salvation Army'' —issue
tios. But there are signs t
the down grade. It is an ar
officers and bandsmen and a f
Its phllluthmplo work—1s
ported by benevolent peopl
no further connection with i
ing in an occasional checl
ducted on wasteful lines,
are in a dangerous state.
conducts & gigantic savin
which members are invite
their money. The funds tl;
are largely invested in m
mission halls that may ver
come derelict property. |
being the orgauization is ke
by the personal influence of
Booth. He is an old man ai
will mean a serious crisis.
The religion taught is a |
of Christisnity. Baptism
abolished—a dedication o
under the bag of the Arm]
The creed of the Army is
by faith, impulsive convers
anthropy mixed with buy
few are received at the
depots unless they can pi
for the poor accommoda
The Army also runs a profi
tion agency, and supplies
other goods at rates that
good profit. 1t has seen |
In the absence of a rel
we have only rough esti
numbers of the Catholi
Britain. But this much i
Chureh is the most solic
and fraitfully active body
try; there is a continual
verts to it, and an immes
people are hesitating on
conversion, reluctant to
sion, but drawn towards (
the spectacle of its united
midst of the indifference
dissension that is rife in
nominations, and further |
the devoted work of ¢
priests.
A. HILLIARD
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A TALK TO CON
ADDRESS DELIVERE
JAMES M. GRAHA
OF THE HOUSE OF
TATIVE OoF  TH
STATES FROM ILI
MEETING OF TH
CONVERT LEAGU
INGTON.

——

In the West where I
were no Catholic school
tended a Catholic school
the early days even Ca
were very {ew, and in th
which 1 lived 1 was ¢
rounded by persous who
lie—I might say of so
Catholic. Some farmer
on Christmas Day, just t
feeling as anti-Catnolic.
in life to prepare mys
questions and to meet t
they arose. 1 bought
at the door of a church,
vertised it from coast
Path That Led a Prote:
the Catholic Church.”

There are a few fac

evident. The chief f
eternity. You all bel
eternity. Now when we

the length of eternity
with that little time w
lifetime, our present s
breathing spell, and
is merely an opportuni
eternity. Believing in
all do, we know that C
the living God, came |
on earth and lived wit
time. We believe He
Person of the Bless
know both by the wri
revelation that when |
He became a divin
established a means
children of men could
The divine promise w
Church would continy
lasted ; that all oppo
prevail against it, a
which He established
through all time as th
telling all men how to
We are told that this
from its standard, ¢
Church was necessal
you are told, beca
ceased to do the worl
established it; that a
created. When we ¢
moment about that, i
serious conelusion.

If Christ was the Sc
God, and promised ti
He established should
the truth for all time,
always remain good
the authors of the
cailed, were right, tb
tablished two thousar
to teach the truth, h:
it would overthrow t
Church was founded
the promise made in
a false promise. TI
that Christ was not t
therefore a false proj
extrication from that

Taking the other
Christ was God, and
tles out to teach all
that time until this
uous suecession of te
same as when first
their truths may be
that anything to do
the same ? The C
now what it taught t
shown that the Chu
the essential points
be obliged to say th
lished by Divine me
thing onetime andar
time you would not |
there is not any esc
Two and two are for
thousand years agc
thousand years henc
trath, There isn't
from that fact, and
ings of the Catholic
or not, it must te
same yesterday, to-
it changed in a 8
would prove that
origin.




