
OCTOBER 26, 19C1XITOBER 26, 1907.the catholic record.2 ing sin upon sin I hire flu 
retired that the pack ol 
could .caroely be let loom 

Ic wes to seek the di.tr 
woods that he went, one 
in 1005, into the forest a 
frightful dissipation. Ht 
him the Divine Comedy t 
the time. He had alwaj 
us a beautiful fairy tale, i 
by the genius if Dante, 
read the second canto c 
torio, where the poet 
advent of the angel' < boa 
ol Purgatory—drifting » 
wards the place of purifie 
rpon the stem ELood the Cel 
Beatitude wen ed written 
And more *han a hundred will 
• in exitu Israel de Kgy pto !” 
Tbt'y chanted all together wit 
And whateo In that psalm 

The word » came to bin 
As he read th

habitat justifia, where righteousness 
has her dwelling.

The scene opens In a third rate ei(# 
at Fontainebleau. Kelt ci had just lui- 
ished a socialistic harangue before an 
audience of working men. These had 
filed out, fall of the Utopian ideas he 
has been developing. A small group 
remain behind with the orator and 
gather round a table with their beer- 
bottles before them, in that damp, 
cramped, half lighted room, reek! g 
with tobacco amoke, the workmen 
begin to occupy themselves with the 
deep problem of the age—with science 
and religion. They wish to consult 
their oracle as to the beginning ol all 
things. There is no good God, the 
world bae had no Greater, and 
science knows everything, the garden 

of the party wishes

Miry of Magdala, who had been 
a great «Inner, was now developing ex
traordinary sanctity ; and Father 
Tracey craved light on one or two 
knotty points.

“Dear Luke" [the letter ran], “don t 
throw this aside In petulance or dis
gust, I know, and 11 1 dldn t, Father 
Tracey would convince me, that you 
are a profound theologian. Bat some
how I feel, too, that these things are 
revealed to little children. Luke, 
dear, be a little child, as well as a 
profound thinker ; and let me know 
all you think on this most important 
matter. You have no idea of the 
peace of mind it will give ua all, 
especially dear Father Tracey.

“Mother is not too well. Won't yon 
go see her ?"

“Well, well," «aid Luke -, “ la there who was one 
any use In talking to nuns, nt all?" know “ how the universe made «

He wrote his little sister to say, start. ” 
that the veriest tyro in theology knew It was a simple question, that of the 
that these poor penitent glrla were gardener, but the answer did not come 
either subject very frequently to de- readily. The workman waited with cars 
1 usions, especially in the way of anper- pricked, and wide eyes to hear what 
ior sanctity ; or, were unfortunately science had to say for itself. Hutte 
prone to simulation of virtue for the licked into the faces of these poor fel- 
purposes of deception. He had no lows, and watched their blank disap. 
doubt, whatever, that the ease sub- pointeront and dissatisfaction when, 
mitted to him came under one of these after a silence, he answered that 
two heads ; and he would advise his science had nothing to declare on that 
sister not to get involved in any way subject. They evidently foil demanded, 
in what would probably prove an lui- and one of them made himself their 
posture, which might aiso eventuate in spokesman, and told him so. lie licit- 
a grave scandal. Father Tracey, he a ted, and began to unpack the usual 
understood, was an excellent man ; baggage—the theories which he felt to 
but rather prone to take unwise views bo quite beside the point, of evolution, 
about spiritual manifestations, on materialism, determinism. Not only 
which the Church always looked with during that restless night, but for 
doubt and suspicion. many nights the question ho hail been

Clearly, Luke had become very prac- so powerless to answer, presented itself 
tical. A good many years bad gone by to him, not as a mere speculative prub- 
since he vowed his pilgrimage to the lem, but as a doubt introducing itself 
city to kiss this old man's leet. into the very foundations of his philos.

He took up his sister’s letter again : ophy. He had been posing as a guide 
and road it in a puzzled manner. and teacher, he had reared Imposing

“ It is downright positivism,” he de- edifices, whoso harmonies and grandeur 
dared: " Margery, too, sees the awakened his own enthusiasm, and that 
divine in man—this time, in a wreioueu u£ the public for which he wrote. The 
penitent. Imagine—A miel Lefevril world of his philosophy was sell-«i IB o- 
and Sister Knlalie arriving at the same lent, driving itself lotward toward its 
conclusion from opposite poles of own perfection. It was time for human* 
thought." ity to look for the s. eedy coming of the

age of gold. This was the stately edi
fice of hope he had been building, with 
its towers in the clouds. But wliat of 
its foundations ? It became plainer 
and plainer on reflection that it was 
built upon a editing i and bed. Ard 
those poor fellows to whom he had been 
an evangelist and a prophet, that crowd 
of grown up children, Hard worked, so 
thirsty for certainties, so uudiecipled 
and easily duped—how dare he unfold 
to them that empty, idle dream, that 
Apocalypse of mingled science and 
reason ? Already he tad abandoned 
the Anarchism which had been his first 
ideal, as something both hideous cud 
visionary. He was beginning now to 
suspect foundations. llis experience 
ot the men who weie presiding over the 
destinies of France, had caused him 
many a sad disillusionment. Some gen
uine patriots there were among them, 
but on the whole he had found them a 
gang of self interested politicians, 
party-mongers, psendc-scientiflo plag
iarists, windy orators, all driving the 
country in their own way to a state in 
which every stable element would be 
dissolved. For a time Clemenceau had 
been a prophet in his eyes. He be
came acquainted with him at the time 
when the politician journalist was re
trieving, slowly indeed, the prestige 
he had lost during the Panama discus
sions. Rette's description of him is 
particularly interesting now that he 
has attained to his present command- 
ing, if somewhat precarious, suprem-

val times," .aid Luke. •• Compare our Butrua-tf»,., r.u, Mb,'- th.Un*I'm “*fM00n..hlnd| 
ideas of man's fitness or unfitness lor » They s»r there .bread and work for all. and I , amid the otherwmm sssMask. How long la he on the mission? tge infinite pathos of Ireland I “Fan, fighting, and praying,”

a xv „ __ th.t What did he get r The meaning oi Qj ber jig^t. black shawl scarcely con- I tvA auie*. c.iD beauty of the evening»*“ ft1',6 °,t ‘it? PhrRthf^ nriests wkieh, enigma is, what prizes did he cea„ng the black curls that hutig i*lto the son if and stilling the
î1"^ 0UH. wli^ne of the fe^ curate. take^n i V,\° ° down on her forehead. The plate went ^ritation and annoyance of that dfnner
to dine. He was on i •• kftnapatfi and his seminary ? round: and she held more silver that I table The nurnle mountains in the
mho enjoyed the privilege o p “ You shonldn t complain, I ather eTenlDg fo, her hands than she had ever distance seemed to contract and ex
maintenance ; and ,be P“Jlle8e ^ Delmege,” said an old priest ; May- leen lnaher ule before. o.ud as the shadow or the sunlight fell
tailed some nooth has left Its hall mark upon yon, Father Meado were here," «aid £ them. The air was heavy with
amongst them, the initial one of g g and you cannot rub it iff. Dr. Keatinge with a smile, “he would ? odours i f roses and woodbine, and. “ house-warming." He had some "Thank you, Father,” said Luke, u tbe gho8t ot Krin-the f” ™ ^thtbî breeze, that floated
oarvuns qualms and diMouUlts about ..b„t it u j0,t as absurd to speak of a graitb a departed people." Jown ,rom the hills, over who* sharp
it. HU prim, cold, with the ““ ? 1 8rfat theologUn. because he not forget you, darlln,’ ” solilo- rld were pencilled darker lines, as
Aad not made him a volatile K*ined B Prlle in tbeolc’BÏ ” quiaed the young priest ; "but they do *Me in the horizon lines of the sea.
brethren, whose quick, breezy volatile forty years ago, as to speak of aman az lorget you, darlin1 ; and what la more, 3j,ne „,d men „at poking their clay
may» he disliked, a resented. ? great warrior, because he was captai they despise you. And there isn’t on d eg leisurely. The old women pondered
at ea«y rôme down lrum ln 1 ‘aece“[ul -Mt»’ ««“>• or ln the nether hel1»’’ he *& d and meditated, with that air of resigned
But, b«'elt he should tom* damn nom " “ a îrltUt „b.la.°kand vehemently, bringing bis hand down peace „„ pe0’allar t0 the Irish. A
tho stiltsi if ho wer 8 because ho drew a cirlcstnro of hi# heavilv ou tho t able* “a more cod I AhiiHrpn bfpto lAnshios and
ln teacher on the blackboard of a country temptlbie being than he, who, seduced playing in tbe main street, gamboling
«me seemed to live In a kind o. inao.ent 80huol.“ by the glitter and glare of foreign I [n clrc|eI. aIld singing that folksong,
“" Ho^ mT'd-ar young friend " either! W°“ ^ibertnd"” C°me ‘° dC#PUe ““ !bat !8“mm0D t0 the chi,dle“ °‘ ha"
«aid the gentle and kind old pastor, in „0ne of the world’s, or history’s „N now, that tong has ex ' the 8 ° *
that tone of urbane and defeiental fa)#ehoods>” sald Luke. "It was the olted Cole.” said his neighbour,
friendship which^ characterized him, 8tarTed commissariat of tbe trench, not excited,” he protested ;
“ that you will not go to any extr e and tbe treachery of Grouchy, that ,,b , , tel, _0D English steel,
In thU .llttlew.®nt®'tal"™”"ely \Z lost Waterloo and tbe wellfilied but foreign gold, we fear.” I mvidV up with lime and sand ,
revenue here will be extremely inn ,ettits „[ tne British, and the help ol *.vever mind, Cole,” said another, Ui and. i«ld the little dear :
I tel ; and, ln any case, It is always Blncher> that won it. It was the vie- „tbe cor„ and ricorli wlll 8„|Dg aruand Bul^'ie Ï !ime ^
well not to be singular. .. tory ol stupidity and roast beef over . in tbeir cvcles. and Ireland will Faire Lidye

“ O, no, sir I” said Lake. I shal goDjna and starvation." cotr e uncermoat 1” On the bridge were perched twenty-
attempt nothing beyond what is usual "Now, nonsense, De mege ; every one ••Yes'" he hissed "if she does not or thiny young men, resting alter the 
on these occasions. To be very can" admits that ln the career of every great »n„„. her destlnv day's toil ; and listening to the soft
did, Indeed, I should jnst as soon not man bta early triumphs are recorded as ,? . d b „lcbt be. Cole ?” wail-ng oi a flute, played by one of 
be obliged to hold these entertain- lndicatiou, uf bis future.” shouted ore or two. laughing at his their number.ments. I don't care much for them ; have not noticed it," said Luke I __ bonience ' Luke passed swiftly through all. The
and I have a lively horror of a dining- «because all the great men of my I •• v\’bat might that be? ll'hot u-ould I old people aro.e, and courtesied, the
room and all its appliances. , acquaintance never cast their heroic , , flic des fini/ of the Jewiih race men taking their pipes from their"You know you must command Lhldows in the halls of a university ; thl.M *"dnot rejected Chriit ! ' month*. Luke said: " How d ye
everything yon require he”' .,8aid but this is Ireland all out. You at- 1 „ L'!elmé’ compose this fellow’s do ?" They did not understand. They
the old man. " If you would kin _ 1 tolli i,, nail the shadows on tte grass, ! n « The Muster.’ ” 1 were accustomed to something d itèrent
send np your servant, my housekeeper and thetl believe them realities.” B t ’no , Luke had iorgotten " The from their kitd old priests. " How aro
will be most happy to send you any Luke had scored. It was a Pyrrhic M r „_be couldn't recall the words you, Maurya ? How are the pains ?" 
glass, or table linen, or cutlery yon vlctory> and a dangerous one, for It #ince he sang it, “ Canth, when did yon hear from the
require.” . „ flushed him. His cast iron resolution .. J._ little g rl in Boston ?" “ The murph

'* I am sure I'm most grateful,^ sir, was not flnog to the winds. 1 ies are gettin' dry, Pat.” "To be
said Luke. "We shall say 5 o olock • Rat to return,” he said. "We are I ob ! doth not a meeting like this make amends! 1 bar6) man . 8end 0ver fur the saddle In
on Thuraday.’* just paaalQg through another transition *< [ wouldn't doubt him,” said the I the morning, and keep it as long as you

The dinner passed off well. *rvo° utage, where the new moulding of our fire eater. “He’s the Canon's pupil, line.” “That’s the flnett clutch of
the stiff formality of the host could no p^pie’s character is about to take and an aut one.” chickens I saw this year,” etc., etc.
subdue the vitality of place. Let us be cartful that the now The guests dispersed ear’y ; and Luke ‘‘He's a fine man, God bless him,”
guests, which effervesced and bubbled ideai8 are right, before the genius of v-as alone—and unhappy. What was 8aid the women, as they resumed their
over In jest, and anecdote, and «wilt, I race i8 flxed forever.” the reason that Lo always felt misera t-oats. “But he’s mighty proud.”
subtle repartee. Nowhere on earth is I “There are so many artists at the bio aftor much contact with men ? The children ceased from play, as 
there is such wit and merriment as at a wor^ DOw,” said the young priest, And os eci&lly, when he returned to he approached, and ran to their
clerical dinner in Ireland. May' it be l ét^at they can hardly blunder.” himself after a temporary dissipation ot mothers. Tbe boys leaped from the

In this land of faith and | *»j»m not BO auro 0f that,” said Luke, thought, why was he always angry with bridge, and saluted. The player hid
, “In a ‘multitude of counsellors there himself and dissatisfied ? Every touch his flute. They all could tell where

John was w.iitor ; and John was gor- mach wbdom,' but that supposes I 0f the external world made this secsi- the curate lived ; but oh ! he was a 
geous in white front and swallow-tailed the C0Unseii0rs can agree upon I tive nature shrink more closely into it thousand miles away rom their hearts,
coat. This idea i f a waiter was rather 80müthing. I see nothing before us but aelf, except when he had something to He passed out into the country under
an innovation, which some Jero J*1.8’ to accept the spirit of the century, and i00k up to and to worship. With all the thick twilight of the beeches. The
posed to resent ; and it palled a little 0€mforln to the Anglo-Saxon ideal.” his professions of practical wisdom, he privet hedges threw out tbeir white
on their spirits, until there was a This was known to bo Luke's pet Was forever craving after an ideal that blossoms, heavy with the odours which 
atumble, and a crash of broken glues in ^Qbby ; but he had never formulated it I wa8 8hy and unrevoalcd. the bees loved ; the sweet woodbine
the hall, and the spell was broken. büïore# The whole table flared up in As he passed from tbe heated atmos- twined in and out of the hawthorn and
Luke flushed angrily. John was ira I an angry flame of protest. I nhere of the dining room into the cool brier ; and the white clover, stamped
perturable. He explained afterwards : I i*Tûe Anglo Saxon ideal t A civlli- garden that was behind the house, he by the feet of the voluptuous kine, 

“ Where's the use in talk in t Sure, where Mammon is ged, and heard the soft patter of feet in the wafted its sweetnets to the passer-by.
things must be broke. . every man sits with one eye on his kitchen, and a low whistling sound. paP away some girls were singing an

It was the calm philosophy ol Celtic | ie£|ger—the other on his liver 1” Both were faint and muffled, as if with old Irish air ; and, as Luke stopped to
fatalism. 1 “Tho Anglo-Saxon ideal?’ A nation an effort at concealment ; and then the listen, and watched the blue smoke

Now, Luke, as he had once explained ^ dead souls, and crumbling bodies 1” I whistling broke out into articulate lan- curling upwards in a straight line'from 
before, had made the m< afc determined, »»phe Anglo Saxon ideal?” The gaage: the cottages, he heard the flute again
cast iron resolution never, under any I oung prl0at bejore mentioned was un jForte) •• welt the flure. Biddy McClure !” wailing out another Irish threnody, 
circumstances, to be iuveiglea into a feet; gesticulating furiously, his (Andante) ” Show them ihe riRht Btep, Mary The Coulin. Then, the voices of the
discussion on any subject, because, as hoar8 rasping voice drowning the Inoï,!L the mnaip vo children rose, clear and shrill again :
he explained, it la Impossible to con angry ’pr()t^t8Sot tho brethren. Lake (Fortissimo)' ror^nd6^c8 to tht mu8lc' ,e
daot a debate i.n strictly parliamentary „row quit0 pa[e UBder the oemmotion (Adagio) - At-ihe-widow-MrLan-an-au- 
lines in Ireland. This, ol comae, was be bad exel^d- | ghlln's pa-a-a-any 1
very chilling and unfriendly ; but he “Yes,” he said, “yon have to face 1 Then the dancing ceased, 
thought it wiser and safer. Alas I lor c[,ilization for Rood or ill, or create a " I’m too warrum," said Mary, " and
human resolutions ! 'vbat 0?1? a mau,a° civilization of vour own. The people l'm tired a*ther all the cookin’ and
In Charybdis, but filng out his arms for are losing the poetry of the past—their sluehtn.’ ”
succor ? belief in Celtic superstitions and créa. "An ye did ft well, Mary,” said

" That reminds me, said a ^oa,'îv tions. Can you create a new poetry John, the musician ; "I never saw a
curate, who had been classmate witn |or tbem y and can you fight, and beat betther dinner at the Archdayken's."
Luke in Maynooth, ‘ °; a leK®n“ ol back your invaders, except with their " Wisha 1 for the lnv of God, stop
-- college days, of a student, who was own weapona?“ the ‘Archdayken’s,’ ” said Mary, who
atrletly forbidden to enter the rooms of “Botter the whole race were swept despised flattery ; “ it's nothin’ but 
a professor, his uncle, lie tried sev- lnto the Atlantic,” said the yonng ‘Arohdayken’ here, and ‘Archdayken’
eral strategems, but in vain ; lor Jack jest "than that they ahonld there. Why didn’t you athop wid him,
was as onto as a fox. T hen, he struck I TOmprom|8e aB their traditions wbin yon were there ?" 
on the plan of. dragging up the coal &ud their honour by accepting “ Take that, John," said one of the 
■cuttle, and tumbling oyer it, just at I ^be düvil's code of morals. One race buys, who had dropped in, with that 
Jaok'a door. And Jack should °°™e after another has been annihilated in easy familiarity which la common to the 
ont to see and help the poor servant in th,a Iale of Ua8tiny lor |onr thousand country.
his emergency. And then the warm r8_ But they passed away with “ I didn’t mane any harrnm,” said 
Are. and the glass of wine. oononr untarnished. So shall wel" John, hnmbly. “ But it was a grand

•• I don't see the application of your | ,,Qb dear dear Father 1" said dinner out an' out ; I heard the priests 
anecdote,’’ said Luke, who was very Luke deprecatlngly, "if you are pre-
much pnt about by tho accident in the parod to ait down and accept the in-

-- - evitable, all right 1 There is no need 
for further argument. Let us fold our 
togas around us as we fall. But if the 
struggle is still to continue, there is 
not much use in kite-flying, in the hope 
that we are going to call down the 
lightnings of heaven on our opponents.”

“I suppose 'tie Destiny,” said the 
young fire-eater, resuming his seat.
“But, better bo exterminated a hundred 
times than turned into money grabbers 
and beef eaters.”

“ It’s only the cyclical movement in 
all history, noticed by aU great 
thinkers, and formulated by Vico and 
Campanula,” said Luke, now victor
ious and exultant, and forgetful, “the 
cor&i and ricorsi of all human 
ress ; and there is one great luminous 
truth running through it all—that he 
who cannot govern himself must allow 
himself to be governed by another; and 
that the world will always be 
governed by those who are superior 
in nature,”

It is a little thing that turns the Irish 
mind from anger or despair to laughter.

“Would you please pass down the 
corti and ricorni of that coffee and hot 
water?” said the young wit ; and lo ! 
the discussion ended in a roar of merri-
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of grace, 
passed over him. He I 
bead to foot. Homorse 
able joy overflowed into 
faith of Dante was chalk 
lay down tbe weight of I 
begin with sweat and li 
desire, to climb the terr 
cation.

The impression of gra 
was, quickly faded. Tt 
noon one of his literaiy 
on him and proposed a i 
cbateau. During the e< 
conversation, this friec 
Botté bis dlssatlslacti 
scientific irréligion that 
to lose his adhesion. C 
presented itsell to his n 
sible solution ot bis dont 

Bette was astoun

indon bridge 1b broken 
Grand said the tittle dear 
udon bridge la broken do 
Fains Ladyo !

Lo
L

;

arce.
if this man was a living 
own troubled self. Hoi 
opportunity. But Ihe t 
in him, 
his friend by a litany of 
pcemy, a panegyric of ( 
ism, and an outrageous 
one c? fc'.s own p 'phih. 
Blessed Virgin wis revil 

llis friend was shaken 
of words, and before he 
supplied him with a I s 
r ere calculated to coni 
ing Christian tendenci 
time, however, it is ee 
struggle which was bei 
his soul, entered upon I 
stage. Dante had given 
not only oi Christian pe 
of Catholic Faith.

He perce ved that t 
salvation lay in the di 
Catholic Church. Soo 
thought taking form in I 
He wont early one mor 
loved forest to think oi 
and this was the fore 
hitherto vague gropin 
good tack coherent shat 

From the day when 
themselves tho questioi 
put into the world, a ho 
and as many philosopl 
tempted ta answer it. 
have been various, ac 
surroundings, tho circ 
fashions, and above all 
the human mind, Bel 
born, have developed, 
ished. Reason and sc 
erted themselves to g 
tion oi the universe, h 
succeeded in establis 
since a theory that wa. 
as a truth is replaced b; 
esis to-day, and this 
to-morrow by anoth 
That is the experien 
But it must bo ackuow 
the midst of this pert 
Catholic Church alone i 
able. Its dogmas bav 
its foundation. They i 
substance in the Gosp 
the Apostles and the 
done nothing more th 
strengthen them, frami 
a liturgy and a disi 
while, scholars and ph 
given themselves ove 
disputes, and heretii 
ceased to rend themseV 
tude ol sects, in which 
God in his own fashion 
centuries this has been 
Church maintains iti 
while aronnd it doctrir 
whirl like dead leaves 
a cyclone.

Then meditating on 
country, Rette opened 
state of misery to whic 
Century philosophy, a 
application during the 
reduced it. Ideals, r< 
guards of civic and I 
ht eu thrown into the n 
what had taken their f 
and disruption were ri 
of Gold promised and 
the sentimentalists sc 
at ever it was.

“ What did Balzac c 
all ? Nothing short o 
Church, which has rec 
is alone capable of lie 
whose brightness wool 
through this fog th 
drifted vessels." He 
ing a truth which t 
never tired of procla 
beginning, that outs id 

«vai ion could be found.
We find our poet i 

1900 leaving his fores’ 
capital, which, in spi 
pensations, he heart! 
w.sr.ee mpanied thith 
with dark eyes "—h 
There he was confron 
set-back to his progri 
have kept him iu his 
The extremists whoa 
by his pen were in po 
work at their businos 
Church from the Sts 
had recovered his asc 
was question of provic 
toward for faithful sei 
by appointing him to a 
department of the Sti 
a long time despised 
heart, but the evil 
there were many oth 
and who yet did not ■ 
good living out of it I 
hypocrite more or 1< 
Would make no greal 
soon felt, however, 
hypocrisy was demai 
these masters.
«..One evening he v

and be answeroc

TO BE CONTINUED.

THE STORY OF A CONVERSION.
In the last month of last year a sen 

sational surprise was caused m French 
literary circles by the news that 
Adolphe Retté, a prominent "devonrer 
of priests’’ and a leader uf the irrelig 
ions movement, had become converted 
to the Catholic truth. Tne event gave 
great consolation to many Catholics in 
that trying time, to none more than J.
K. Daysmans, who was justifying lully 
the sincerity of his own conversion by a 
patient and most exemplary endurance 
ol the long and painful illness which 
carried him off last May. Retto had 
had been among the foremost of those 
who attached with blasphemous abuse 
the defection of Huysmans from the 
anti-Christian ranks. After his con
version, by the advice of his friends,
Retté retired for a time to write a book 
of confessions describing the journey 
he had just irade from atheism to be 
lief, or as he somewh.t sensationally 
describes it, from the devil to God.
That this work of expiation has been 
widely read is evidenced by the fact 
that it has already reached its twelfth 
edition. It is a book if striking In
terest. Its author is not one of those 
who, like the late F. Brnuetlore or 
Paul Bourget, has returned to tho 

The problem of the inexorable present; Church of his infancy after a long neg 
and the prophecy of the inevitable iect Qf n, creed and practice. On the 
future strangely blended again. other hand, the Catholic faith which acy.

He went into the village church be now embraces with such enthusiasm 
again, on returning. There was a ia the oniy faith he has ever known, 
deeper twilight here than without. He Orphaned at an early age, be was left 
knelt to make his evening visit, and to tbe chances of the world. The Pro- 
say his rosary. Here and there were teetantism which he learned at college 
scattered s:me of the pions villagers. wa8 never a personal religion to him.
You heard only their j whispered and a life of debauchery soon effaced 
prayers, and the rattle of their beads, whatever fragments of Christianity bad 
At the altar rails, bowed in reverential altered into his life. He became a sol 
love, was the old pastor, his head d[er| then a journalist, and in the 
slightly inclined to one side. Luke latter capacity the work which he took 
envied him. npon himself was the extirpation of rc-

" I wish I wore old,” he said, “ and ligion and moral ideas from the youth 
done with these life's enigmas. These of France. Bnt Divine grace waa seek- 
old men seem to cast untroubled ing him, though he knew it not; It pur- 
glances into eternity.” sued him later even when he knew it

He stopped a moment at his cottage and fled from it. The sttuggle and the 
gate, before retiring for the night, and victory form the theme of his fasclnat- 
looked down npon the street, the neat ing book.
cottages, outlined against the dark, It may be that Catholics have learnt 
deep bank of the thick foliage betilnd. by experience to distrust what may be 
It was very peaceful. called artistic or literary conversions.

“A wise man would make up his Moat of ua have known cases in which 
mind to be happy here," be said, sentiment has led people info the 
“But will it last ? And what can I do Church, and then either fading away, 
to preserve and extend it ?" The or turning in another direction, has 
problem and puzzle again. led them forth again. Nevertheless,

"Anything that man can do, I’ll do," there ia no need for ns to be too cynical 
he said vehemently, "to solve this if we bear In mind that a conversion, 
dread enigma, and save this devoted while It la the end of a psychological 
people." stage and the culmination ol a process,

Tbe following morning two letters is trom another pol„t of view the be 
lay on his breakfast table. One was ginning of a new period in which grace 
from Amiel Lefevril. It was one of and natnie are destined to play tbeir 
many. And It was the old cant. part. We may rejoice in a conversion

"Humanity is incarnate in all great with that hopeful joy with which the 
men in a supremo degree ; the true crowds cheer the launching of a ship 
Shechinah, says Chrysostom, is man. that comes newly made from the bnlld 
Every child of humanity is a trans- ing yard, wish every promise of a sne 
figured type ol humanity. We are im- cessfnl passage over the perilous 
mortal in the Immortality of the race, ocean.
Seek the divine in man, and help its The book before ns centers round a 
development.” poet. Yet the description it contains

’There is a hidden element of truth is not in the first place that of tbe con- 
in the jargon,” said Luke. " Wonder version of a poet, but that of a sinner, 
we were never told it.” The convert, as we might expect, ex-

And Luke forgot that he had taken presses himself in the terms of his own 
First o/ First In Maynooth, in Dog- art, he uses poetical language, he has 
matie Theology ; and that he had held pages of “fine writing,” but for all 
with vigour and success that “the that, he leaves the impress!' n that in 
revelation of God in man, through the the Chnrcb he has ionnd, not merely 
lowly figure of Jesus of Nazareth, had the satisfaction of his resthetlc in- 
a far-reaching object, apart from the stlnots, bnt refuge and relief from the 
immediate purpose of the Incarnation ; corruption and slavery of iniquity. He 
and that was, to confound the pride ol gives thanks, not because God has 
mortals in the perfectibility of the given him the grace of artistic “ self- 
race.” realization,” bnt because his Creator

"If we could only teach these poor has dragged him ” from the way of 
people,” he said, " that their lofty eternal damnation.” 
ambition : Seek ye the God in man, His disappointments, his disillusion, 
was once, and only once, realized, all his remorse have brought him “ unto 
would be well. But, then, they should this peace.” Stately ritual, appealing 
become little children again ; and liturgy, the majestic chant of sonorous 
Nloud emus said that waa Impossible." Latin have had nothing to do with the 

The other letter waa from Margery, change ln him. Not in the midst of 
asking for light andjadvice on a critical splendid ceremonial, nor In the retired 
question, about which Father Tracey, solemnity of abandoned churches ha» 
who said he had no Idea of he found the faith, but in the forests 
theology or mysticism, was mneh with the panorama of nature, It sounds 
concerned. «It would appear that and Its silences, Ms mind has learnt to 
one of their penitents, Sister step upwards to wares the sanetury, ubt

always so, 
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London bridge is broken down, 
Grand, said the little dear: 

London bridge is broken down : 
Faire Ladve!

r This man exercises a strange fascina
tion. It is all the more difficult to 
understand it, because bard, sarcastic, 
often insulting, he treats with brutal
ity those who admire him and court bis 
friendship. Perhaps his power over 
vulLiva'j’d minds comes from his strong 
intelligence, his genuine tas‘e and real 
understanding in matters of arr, and 
again from a comparison which one is 
obligea tu make be ween the quality ol 
his mind and the stupidity of tbe radi
cal gang. Again, like all commanding 
temperaments, he dominates you by the 
authority of his manner. He is a Jaco
bin, but a well educated one, a type by 
no means common.

Bat to return, in the strife of relit- 
leal fractions, in the ferment of his 
social ideas, Retté had experienced a 
disappointment, both with men and 
systems which had prepared the way 
for the mental struggle which was to 
follow the incident of the Fontainebleau 
café. His moral training had been 
totally neglected, he had had no sers* 
of discipline instilled into him by early 
education; his passions ran wild. A 
woman, too, ruled him with a lawless, 
sensual sway, of which he frequently 
tried to rid himself—not from any 
scruple of conscience, but because her 
lying, her ill-temper, and her intemper
ance added to the miseries of a hard- 
earned and laborious existence. Yet, 
though he dispised her, and perpetu
ally quarrelled with her, her fascina
tion would reassert itself, and leave 

dismiss her. This

our
i
i

say so.”
R! Yon’11 have a nice pinny to pay for 

for all the glass you broke," s'id Mary. 
" Tbe maether looked like a jodge wid 
his black cap.”

" ’Twasn't that made him mad,” said 
John, “ but that little red prlesht from 
Lorrhabeg. Begor, he pitched into 
masther like mad.”

" 1" Let me see,” said the other, 
don’t think I Intended any application. 
Pot let me see I Oh, yes I 1 really 
would not havo noticed that clever 
Ganymede were it not for that crash in 
the hall. Accidents are required to 
develope genius.” ....

" It is really interesting,” said the 
old pastor, " to behold how easily onr 
people fit Into their surroundings. 
Yon can torn an Irishman into any
thing. A skilfnl alchemist, that is, an 
able statesman, could take np all the 
waste matc'rial In Ireland, and turn it 

forms of utility and

i
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" He met his match, thin,” said 
Mary. “ I’d like to see wan of ’em, 
excep' the parish priesht, who could 
honld a candle to him.”

“ What was it all about ?" said one 
of the neighbors, unable to restrain bis 
cariosity.

“ No saycrets out o' school. If you 
tell this ‘party boy,’ he'll have it in all 
the public houses in the parish before 
Sunday,” said Mary, the loyal.

“ Wisha, 'twasn't much," said John. 
“ Twas all the ould story ol England 
and Ireland. The masther said we 
mast all be English, or be swept into 
the say. The little wan pitched the 
English to the divil, and said we’re 
Irish or nothin.’ "

“ And who got the best of it ?” laid 
the “ party boy."

“ Hard to say,” a..id John. “ They 
were all talkin’ thegither, and jumpin’ 
up, like Jack-in-the-Box, excep' the 
quite ould parish prieats. And thin 
that girl came, and you'd think they 
wor all in their cradles. '

” Begor, they're a quare lot,” «aid 
the party boy. “ They’re as like 
ohlldre as two pays. Get wan of 'em 
into a tearin’ rampage about the dbrink, 
or a dance, or a bit ot ccortin’ ; and 
thin say a word about the Blessed Var- 
gin, or the ould land, and yon have 
him quiet as a lamb in a mtntt.”

“ The English and the landlords 
would have alsy times bnt for 'em," 
said Mary.

“ Thry that jig agin, Mary," said 
John. “ I'll get the concertina.”

" No,” said Mary ; “ 'tis too war- 
rum.”

“ I'm thlnkln,’ John,” said the party 
boy, “ of gettin’ me taylor to make a 
«halt for me, like that. What ’ud It 
cost ?”

“ More than Ivor you see In your

'
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; into all beautiful 
loveliness. I know that poor fellow, ' 
said the old man, in his kind way, 
“ when he nearly broke the ht art of 
tho archdeacon by his insobriety and 
untruthfulness. 1 never thought that 
yon could transform him so rapidly."

The little compliment made Lake 
proud, and broke his cast iron resolu
tion into smithorinos. Ho called for 

hot water and coffee, and settled

prog-

him powerless to 
mistress (though fortunately she does 
not appear prominently in his confes
sions) bound him, throughout bis 
struggle for his soul, to every element 
that was base in his Ideals and that 
was lawless and outrageons in bis 
conduct. His only consolations were 
his art and the forest which he loved. 
When it was possible he lived away 
from the city at Fontainebleau. H* 
loved the open air. Removed from the 
company of self- seeking publicists an* 
from the wretchedness of his home, his 
delight was to wander in the woods, 
composing hla verses, and reciting them 
to himself, acquainting himself with ai> 
the moods of nature, whose companion
ship seemed to provide an anodyne for 
the cares and disappointments of If'®- 

“ Without this love of solitude wit* 
which God has been pleased to endow 
me from my childhood," he writes, 1 
do not know what would become of me. 
For, It is worthy of note, that at ai 
times in my life, I have only felt happy 
in solitude in the fields, under the 
trees, or near the waters’ edge, t 
dream, to meditate silently npon so®» 
landscape, such have been my deepes 
and my moat salutary pleasures, 
have felt this un days when after heap

:

. more
down to a pleasant academical discussion.

“ Yes,” ho said, folding his napkin 
over his knees, “ the Irish are a plastic 

but the mould in which they are

.

kj race ;
newly oast should never be allowed to 
run cold. If it is so suffered, they are 
ate ret,typed forever. It is a land of 
cast-iron conservatism. You cannot 
break away In originality without be 
coming a monster. It is the land of 
the Pyramids and the Sphinxes, with 
all the newer races staring at it, and 
giving It np as a puzzle.”

“ It would no longer be a puzzle, 
said the young priest above mentioned, 
*< if ««e were allowed to solve it in our 
own way. Bat, It has ever been onr 
misfortune that a blind man Is always 
called upon to solve the riddle.”

" j'n, not quite so sure of that," said 
Luke, tossing his soutane over his 
knees, with the old sic nrpumentarii 
gesture ; “ onr ecclesiastical depart
ment is not so much meddled with ; 
and behold where we are !”

“ And where are we ?” said the 
other.

» I should say somewhere in moflite

JV
ment.

J usfc then a sweet, clear, girlish voice, 
just outside the window, which was 
raised this warm, summer evening, sang 
softly, and with great feeling, the flrwt 
linos of Lady Uufferln's pathetic bal 
lad :—

I'm etttlng on tho etilo, Mary, where we sat. 
side by side.6

>a It was so sweet and mournful, there in 
that Irish village, with the golden sun 
streaming "over the landscape, and tho 
air warmed and perfumed with the 
sweet odour of the honeysuckle that 
clambered aronnd the window ; and it 
seemed so appropriate, that the priests 
were hushed into silence. It wrapped 
in music the whole discussion, which 
had just terminated. It was the cooine 
of the Banshee over the fated race.

a long farewell, my Mary kind
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