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through which tiny green cucumbers 
and onions, and everything else nice 
in that line was peeping, or as 
Goorge said, ‘smiling on the family.’

The business went on bravely, and 
in one year Grace’s husband, who 
was partially restored to health, for
sook the bed, togk charge of it, and 
she went back to the nursery—every 
good mother's place when duty or 
Providence does not call her out of it.

This is no pretty Action to teach 
young folks that ‘where there’s a will 
there's a way.' It’s the true story 
of a brave little woman, and we can 
tell you the street, and the number 
of a large store in a certain city, not 
far away, whore hei enterprising 
husband has, with her help, built up 
a large business in preserves, and 
made not a little money. He says 
if Grace had never learned to make 
p cklcs or had been too proud to make 
them for others in his dark time, he 
shouldTiave been in his grave live 
years ago.

Who thinks less of her for doing it?

=i
heart ef the Tyroleae maiden are the 
thought» of such frivolity. Strange as it 
may item to the worldly-minded, it j, 
nevertheless an interesting fact, that the 
hour» of their return are devoted to récit, 
ing in un'son the Koeary of our Blessed 
Lad) ; and only that bright Angel who 
guards the heavenly exchi ouer may my 

fragrant garlands of never- 
fading flowers have thus been woven by 
those pure and simple villsge girls, and 
laid, a grateful offering, at the feet of the 
Immaculate Queen of Virgins,

Jn the salutations that greet the pedes • 
trian in hie holiday rambles through a 
Tyrolese village there is aomethiug sug
gestive of the first days of Christianity 
“Grass’ dlch Got! I” (God salute yob) 
and “Gelobt soi Jesus Christus !” (Praised 
be Jesus Christ) are among those most 
frequently heard. “Praise be Jesus 
Christ !" is csr'.aioly a beautiful and 
appropriate salu’atiou for Christian-, and 
when cue hears it for the first time one 
seems to be suddtnl) transported by some 
magic agency hack to the very days of the 
Apostle-. I was in the hospital not long 
ago in a neighboring city, and I remember 
what a sweet awakening it was, morning 
after morning, as the modest little Shter 
entered with my breakfast, and called 
me back “from dream laud unto day,” 
with her toftly murmured ejaculation 
“Gelobt sei Jesus Christus I” These were 
the first words that fell upon my eais at 
the opening of each new day, and the last 
I heard when day was over; fur as the 
gentle Sister smoothed my pillow for the 
night and sprinkled me with holy water, 
her partir g words were ever, “Schlafen 
Sie Wvhi, Gelobt std Jesus Christus !” 
Truly, a people in whose hearts and upon 
whose lips the blessed name of our divine 
Saviour is thus with reverence ever found, 
may turn from this poor world when that 
Saviour calls them, wi ll souls strength
ened with all the hope and love and 
fidence such faith as theirs must 
sarily inspire.

An American frietd of mine lately re- 
celved an invitation to a Tyrolese wed
ding. As it is unique in Its way and will 
serve a> a further specimen of the deep 
piety that pervades these people, it may 
not be altogether inappropriate to give it 
Inset lion. It was printed on common 
paper and read as follows ;

this hour, when even the birds are >t 1 
sleeplrg in th.ir nests, until 9 or 1U 
o’clock, on week days and Sundays alike, 
it 1» ta-y to find some church in which a 
Mass is being celebrated; and the throngs 
of faithful worshipers that fill the sacred 
temples at any time between tbeae hours 
is a sight truly edifying.

Thrice a day, at the proper hours, the 
Argelta is rung, and as the first stroke of 
the bell ii heard chiming on the air, 
recalling to the Christian soul the 
derful mystery of the Word made Flesh, 
the people, whether at home or in the 
streets, in the shop or msiket place, bow 
their heads and with reverent lips softly 
i ecite,
‘The nngel of the Lord declared unto Mary,

And she conceived of tUe Holy Ubost.”
Tais time honored devotion, so simple 

and yet so sublime, did not fail to make a 
deep impression on the gentle heart of 
the Amerlcm poet Longfellow as h»wit
nessed it in Spein, and in hia own beauti
ful way be thus describes it :

Just as the evening twilight commences, 
the bell tells to prayer. In a moment 
throughout the crowded city the hum of 
business is bushed, the thronged streets 
are still ; the gay multitudes that crowd 
the public walks stand motionless ; the 
angry dispute cea es ; the laugh of merri
ment dies «way ; life seems for a moment 
to be arrested in its career, and to stand 
still. The multitude uncover their heads, 
and, with the sign of the cross, whisper 
their evening prayer to the Virgin. Then 
the bells ring a merrier ptal, the crowds 
move again in the streets, and the rush 
ar.d turmoil of business recommence. 1 
have always listened with feelings of 
solemn pleasure to the bill that sounded 
forth the A tie Maria. As it announced 
the close of day it teemed also to call the 
aoul from its worldly occupations to re
pose and devotion. There is something 
beautiful in thus measuring 
time. The hour, too, brings the heart into 
unison with the feelings and sentiments of 
devotion. , ... It seems to be a 
beautiful and appropriate solemnity, that 
at the close of each daily epoch of life. .

. . the voice of the whole people and 
of the whole world should go np to hea
ven In prilie and supplication and thank
fulness.
flFvery heart that is at all susceptible to 
the benign influence of religion must be 
thus Impressed at the ringing of the Angel- 
ue bell, end gladly re-echo the Proteatent 
poet’s words, for Its mysterious effect it 
still the same, whether its chimes be heard 
along the vine-clad slopes of Andalusia or 
amid the snow capped peaks of the Tyro
lean Alps,

All through the Tyrol the tourist, from 
Protestant lande Is surprised to find the 
quiet country lanes, the rugged mountain 
passes, the very streets of the cities, 
adorned here end there with shrines of 
Oar Lady, crucifixes end statues of sainte 
to whom some special devotion le paid. 
Every bridge has its modest effigy of St. 
John Nepomuk, the heroic priest who 
braved the anger of the tyrant, Wences 
laua IV,, of Bohemia, rather than violate 
the secrecy of the confessional, and rtcaiv- 
ei in consequence the crown of martyr
dom by being thrown into the Muldau at 
the bsffled king’s command, and every 
house, almost, has a rude picture of St. 
Florian, the guardian of dwellings against 
fire, painted on its walls. ‘O God, through 
the intercession of thy servant, Fiorian, 
protect us Thy children from the dangers 
of fire!’ is an inscription often seen over 
the main entrances of private houses.

This pious custom of giving honor to 
the Most High, and seeking the pâtre nage 
of His saints in a public minner, not long 
ago, as the reader» of the Record are aware, 
obtained throughout the greater part of 
Europe; but in many countries still claim
ing to be Christian, the portraits 
saint» have disappeared during the past 
years, and the Crucifix has gone down 
before the impious arm of the modern 
Iconoclast In the Catholic Tyrol, how
ever, the Image of the Crucified Redeemer 
h»s not yet yielded its place to the effigy 
of Apollo, nor the etatue of the Virginal 
Mother to the figure of Diana ortheOyp. 
nan Queen. Maria-Theresien Stresse, in 
Innsbruck, has a beautiful specimen of 
Christian art, consisting of a magnificent 
■baft of highly polished granite, crowned 
with a marble statue of the “Immaculate 
Conception,” and relieved at the base with 
life-sized figures of S3. Joachim, Ann, 
Joseph and John. In passing these pious 
representations, the peasant respectfully 
bares his head and offers up a brief and 
silent prayer. Votive lamps burn con
tinually before many shrines, and in the 
harvest-time the first two ears of corn 
plucked in the field are suspended from 
the arms i f the nearest cruc’fix, in thanks 
giving to the S.n of God for having 
removed, by His sacred Passion and Death, 
the curse of old pronounced upon the 
earth and all its fruits and for having 
restored the world to its primal grace and 
favor in the eyes of its Creator.

A mark of respect shown towards the 
Blessed Sscrament by the Tyrolean farm
ers is worthy the imitation of all Catholic 
men. Not unmindful of the Prisoner of 
Love concealed within

A SONG OF BUT. "Suppose we make a bargain, 
Burt. I’ll buy two barrels of Dost, 
Boston price, if you’lljmake em for 
me ; and chow chow and catsup 
besides."

Grace laughed without making 
any direct answer, and the hotel 
keeper wont with her to get the jar.

The old gentleman went down the 
street whispering with a sigh :

“The Lord knows who is going to 
food that family ; I can't do it, for 
wife says I can't and she knows 
everything most. And poor Grace 
is terribly obstinate.”

Well, the hotel keeper ran hack 
the next moment with bis pickle jar, 
ns happy as some men would have 
been to find a nuggent of gold that 
size ; for he had a rival who kept tbo 
old tavern, and ho wanted to keep all 
the lawyers who came there to hold 
Court as his customers.

Grace had a long talk with her 
husband that night. Next day an 
old school fiien i, who had always 
been like a sister, came to stop with 
the sick man and look alter the 
babies, and Grace went to the city, 
ten miles away, in an early train, 
with a neat little basket in her band. 
If any ore had been near enough 
when she put her little basket upon 
the platform of the depot with such 
spirit, he might have heard her 
whi per ;

“See if my family starves while I 
am alive and in my health !”

The day was lovely, and every
body on the cars and on the street 
looked cheerful and happy. Of 
course there were sick and lame and 
blind and deaf people, but heaven 
was keeping them out of her sight 
that day, and bringing before her 
happy grown folks and merry little 
ones.

The streets looked so clean and the 
air seemed so pure that she cl a god 
herself with having borne false wit
ness against the beautiful, as she 
walked with a light heart through 
the principal streets, visiting first a 
store and then a hotel.

In each place she asked for the 
proprietor or the steward, opened 
her basket, and drew out three glass 
jars containing pickles, chew chow 
and catsup. In one moment she 
told her business and the necessity 
that brought her to it. Her cheerful 
face, her prompt manner and well 
chosen words, the nice look and the 
appetizing taste of her preserves, 
gained the victory for her. She went 
back at night, pledged to supply 
home-made pickles, catsup and chow- 
chow, for three hotels, and five large 
groceries,and she whispered a- she 
mounted the steps ot her little home.

*1 will show lath.r whether or not 
we are going to starve.’

Her cueerful story of success did 
more for her poor disheartened 
young husband than a peck of pills 
■could have done. He said in a 
cheerful tone :

‘Now, girls, I feel as if I was going 
to get about again, and this is the 
first time I have had any hope.’

Grace kept away from her father 
till she had visited two market gar
dens in the outskirts of the town, 
and engaged a great supply of cu
cumbers, onions, peppers and to
matoes, and had brought back the 
strong help the had at first felt 
obliged to dismiss, to as-ist her in 
her new work.

But if you could only have seen the 
size of the old gentleman’s eyes, and 
the style of mouth be put up, and 
heard his exclamations :

‘Why, Grace you are crazy. What 
will your mother say ? You surely 
forget that her first husband 
president of the Marine National 
Bunk, and that I am cashier of it. 
Who ever heard of a bank officer's 
daughter making pickles for taverns 
and groceries ?’

‘Who over hoard of a bank officer’s 
daughter sitting down and starving 
when trouble cemos ?’ replied the 
little lady.

‘Why don’t you teach music?'
‘Because I don't know it well 

enough.’
'You might keep a few very 

genteel—well, not just boarders, but 
friends who do not care to keep a 
house, and who pay largely,’

‘Where are they, and where’s the 
home and furniture for thorn ?’

‘Oh, that’s true ; but you might— 
eh? or you might—oh ?’ and there 
his wits failed him. There 
few grand things that people c m do 
in the hope of cheating others into 
Ihu belie! that they arc working for 
fun rather than from necessity. But 
soon the old gentleman added—

‘1 declare I am afraid to

It arte not until long aftsrsratds that 
the venerated statues were restored to the
piety of the faithful, and almost always 
by e miracle.

Hunters were attracted at night by a 
bright light issuing from a clump of vei- 
dure and fl iwer, ; herdsmen approached 
a bush batt re which an ox persisted in 
kneeling; soldiers, encamped in the fields, 
sen falling upon one of them what teemed 
to be a shower of shooting stars; princesses, 
riding in the woods, suddenly behold 
their white palfrey, unable to go forward 
or back, then stamping on a hard stone, 
■irking his foot into it, and leaving the 
mark of his shoe In it; knights lost their 
hawk in the hunt and found it in the hol
low of an old oak, alone In the middle of 
a stream, and with a soft light shining 
around.

And each of these wonders revealed the 
presence, In these different places, of a 
venerated itatuo of Mary, and each time, 
in the very piece where the miraculous 
image was found, arose a sanctuary to the 
Bletsed Virgin. It ‘‘was Our Lady of 
the Woods, Our Lady cf good Meet
ing, Our Lidy of Lights, Our Lady 
of Verdelaie, Our Lady of the Oat ; 
cot forgetting Our Lady of Lourdes, 
of La Balette. and of Puntmain. which to
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O Weary hands 1 that, all the day,
Were set to labor bard and long,

Mow softly fall the shadows gray,
The bells are rung for even soug.

As hour ago the golden sun 
Bank slowly down luto the west:

•oor, weary H*uds. your toll Is doue:
** ’fis time for rest f-'tis time for rest !” ow many

O weary Feét ! that many a mile
ARiït%lMîL0.Bf,?.lSünï,.J,îr’

No longer fear to go astray.
The gentle bending, ru.tllog tree»

Rock the young Birds wltfitn the neet, 
the a"1"! bretse,• ’Tie time for rest : ’tie time lor

X
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. rest !” won-

L^2oVn7fi.^te,e;eeVoh,l!}.T<l " '",ti
’Tie time for reel !-'tl« time for rest !

—CtMinbere’t Magazine.iv,
A TRUE STORY.!

A TAI.E OF DOMESTIC LIKE.

“Well, Grace, my poor child," 
said a dignified old gentleman, “I 
have looked your matters all over, 
and I must sty I see nothing but 
hard times for you and j our family,”

“Well, father,” replied a bi ight 
little woman of twenty five, ‘‘though 
the out look for us is daik, I’ve not 
the least idea of starving, nor of 
letting my family starve—not if God 
spares my health.

“You were always a bravo child, 
Grace, but Ibis is a terrible crisis. It 
would be cruel in any one to taun 
you now, but remember that I told 
you and George it was very impru
dent for a man to marry till ho had 
got something ahead in case of an 
emergency,”

“I remember, father, that you 
thought I should be wiser to marry 
a man with a house and a store for 
whom I did not care, than to marry 
George, with one thousand dollars 
year. But if I had the choice to 
make over again to-day, I should do 
just as I did then. I would not 
change places with any woman on 
earth—oven now.”

“You are a faithful wife and a 
brave little woman, Grace, but—”

“But what, father ?”
“You can’t live on in this 

child."
‘But I will live, father, and live 

well, too, and take care of George 
and the babies,'

‘How ?’
Ay, that was the word that had 

been ringing in the heart of this 
brave little woman ever since her 
husband, Mr. George Burt, had fail
ed at hi“ desk, and had beta brought 
home apparently dying.

‘Well, Grace, I will do what I can 
for you,’ said the old gentleman, 
‘and—and—if it wore only for you 
and the babies I should say at once, 
come home and bo as welcome there 
as you were four years ago ; but, you 
know, the bouse is so small we have 
no room for four in it.'

Grace smiled a sad smile, and then 
said, pel h ips a little provokingly.

‘Four of us would occupy no more 
loom than three ; the babies are too 
little to sleep away from usât nigh . 
But if your house wore twice as large, 
father, I could not t: ke my husband's 
own little home away from him now 
that he is sick. 1 shall have to 
decide soon, and will let you know 
my plans.’

The respectable old gentleman 
rose up, and with his handkerchief 
polished his already shining beaver, 
kissed his daughter, patted the 
heads of the babies ; and turned to 
go, saying ;

“Keep up a good heart, child, and 
remember that the rayons fed Elijah."

“Well I don't wait them to feed 
me ; I prefer to feed myself,” replied 
the spunky little woman, who felt 
that it was rather hard in her fathtr 
to discourage her and then exhort 
her to keep up a good heart.

She loved the old man, although 
he was stiff and narrow in his views, 
and never Jorgot a slight offered his 
judgment. She followed him to the 
door, and said :

“Good-bye, father, give my love lo 
mother,” although the real mother, 
who would have found room enough 
in her heart lor them all, had been 
dead for years in the grave.

It was twilight, and as the old 
gentleman was going down the steps, 
a young man came up.

“Ah, good evening, good evening,” 
said the stout, good natured hotel 
keeper to both, and then added to 
Mrs. Burt “Here I am on the btrrow 
business. My wife su)s she can’t 
please the lawyers in court since you 
and she changed pickles and honey. 
Old Squire Watt called out tbo 
minute he sat t own to supper. ‘Come 
Bnicc boriow some of your neigh 
bor’s pickles for me.’ Them pickles 
is a standing joke among them W hy 
can’t nobody in tbo town make 
pickles, and catsup, and chow-chow 
like yourn 1 My wife’s a cook that 
can’t bo boat in broad and moat, and 
pastry and cake, tut she ought to 
prentice herself to you on things, I 
tell her.”

Ginco who had known Bruce all 
her life, smiled and said :

“I’ll give you a jar with all my 
heart, Mr. Bruce, and that won’t pay 
your wile for the nice thingsshe has 
sent in to George. I have my cu
cumbers all ready now to make my 
next year’s pickles, and 1 have yet 
five or six jars loll.”

not for
of La Balette, and of Puntmain, which to 
the end of age» will proclaim the remark
able predilection which the Blessed Virgin 
retains for the land of Fiance.THE BLESSED VIRGIL

HI.
I come at last to a final consideration 

which it seems to me should complete this 
sketch.

Thanks to the zeal of the kings, the 
lords, end the people of France, the wor
ship of Mary in the course of age» assumes 
amongtt us every form, express every 
sentiment, meets every want

And so one might make a delightful 
bouk with all the pious legends and un
numbered wonders of the various sanctu
aries of Mary In France ; and see what 
sweet and expressive names naitonal piety 
has given the Blessed Virgin ! For the 
strayed or pursued traveler it is Our Lady 
of Good Encounter, of Safe Return; for 
the sailor In danger, Our Lady of Deliver- 
auce, of Safekeeping; for the soldier who 
is going to battle, Our Lady of Victories; 
fur the affrighted sinner. Out Lady of 
Mercy, of Refuge of Grace; for timorous 
hearts, Out Lady of Hope; for afflicted 
souls, Our Lady of Pity, Out Lady cTSor- 
rows; for those who are lngladnees, Our 
Lady of Mirth; for all Christians, Our 
lady of Good Help.

Well is it known 
of Lourdes, La Seletie, and Fourvleree is 
la all times and plaças France’s powerful 
auxiliary.

To conclude, amidst a thousand is this 
trait of motherly atelstauce.

The glorious Duke of Isly, arriving in 
his native city, wee congratulated on his 
victory. “I did eot win It," he said, with 
admirable modesty ; “Mary did. We were 
beginning to give away ; I invoktd her and 
she gave us victory.”

Well, since Mary has been loved end 
honored from all time in France, and she 
has responded to this national worship by 
maternal favors, let ue say to her, in this 
beautiful month which is dedicated to her 
and which just now esusea fear and sad
ness.

“0 Maty, more loudly than ever we 
proclaim thee our queen and our protect
ress, But do thou, too, in turn remember 
France thy kingdom, which, called by 
thy Son to the glory of being the eldest 
daughter of Hie Church, has ever, despite 
many weaknesses», held the foremost rank 
in the defence of His Mother.

“Deign, then, 0 Mother, to intercede for 
her and to protect her at this inauspicious 
hour. Hear the prayers of the faithful 
and make us a new France wherein thy 
name and thy Son’s will be respected and 
luvtd; a France ever worthy of her glori
ous desti oies and reedy totem the future, 
as in the past, God’s knight on earth: 
Grata Dei per Francois !”

A FEW WORDS ON DEVOTION TO MART IX 
FRANCK.

Translated by Th Xr. K.
(In previous articles some of the noted 

sanctuaries of the Blessed Virgin in France 
have been described. Tbe following, by 
the Rev. A. Biz.t, S. M , is somewhat in 
the acme line, and may prove interesting).

Amidst the sad facts of the present 
there is one incontestable end permanent 
fact, which is we 1 cilculated to strike an 
impartial observer,but especially to rej dee 
and strengthen really Christian souls.

Whilst those who are smashing 
and laicizing to the bitter end are bent on 
wiping out every glory of the France of 
old, look around you. To dsy the real 
France, that which is honest and Catholic, 
remembers more energetically than ever 
that she is Mary’s kingdom—Begnum 
gallice, regnum\Maricr,. So, with an ardor 
which nothing can affright, it piys to the 
Blessed Virgin, by a filial worship, the 
debt of our old Christian kings.

Enter our French churches the day a 
feast of Mary is celebrated, or during the 
beautiful month which is consecrated to 
her : yon will see them filled with a crowd 
touched and recollected ; from all lips 
arise prayers in which the etneerest and 
most ardent love strives with a boundless 
faith.

It Is because In all time, despite tbs 
lr suits of impiety and the rage of perse
cutors, the worship of Mary has been dear 
to France, and has, as it were, made part 
of the sacred patrimony of her national 
traditions,

“In all latitudes where Catholic faith 
prevails,” says an illustrious writer, “the 
Madonna is invoked, loved. But nowhere 
has her worship been more permanent, 
more ardent, more filial than in the great 
nation which is called France.”

And, In fact, to love and honor Mary, 
is, for us, to bind the present to the past, 
to coutinue the furrow begun by our 
ancestors, to pre-erve the deposit and tbe 
inheritance wtii.h they have left 
the contrary, to be hoetile or simply 
indifferent to the worship of Mary is to 
deny our fathers, is to be bad French.

Consult the annals of your country; on 
every p«ge you will see tbe name of the 
Blested Virgin shining forth, mingled 
with the great events of out history. In 
remotest ages, it is the city of the Carnutrs, 
now Chartres, erecting to the Virgin the 
first altar whith was built to her in 
Europe, under this mysterious name ; 
“Virgin! paritune—To the Virg'n who 
will bring forth.”

Liter on we see Clotilda, grief stricken, 
beseeching the Mother of Sorrows to touch 
Ciov’s’ hear’; Charlemagne taking delight 
In celebrating the praises of Mary, dedi
cating numerous oratories to her, and 
carrying the picture of the Virgin with 
him into the tomb, aa the dearest ot j -ct 
of bis devotion; Alcuin, the illustrious 

perot’s matter, calling the Mother of 
Goa Queen of tbe Heavens, Flower of the 
Fields, Lily of the World, and graving her 
love in the heart of hie disciples ; Cnarles 
the Bald, with all hie army, “crying 
thanks” to the Virgin Mary in the midst 
of battle ; Robert instituting tbe military 
order of the Knights of Our Lady, who 
bear on their sword and their breast a 
golden etar, the symbol of their pationeis; 
Louis IX., the holiest of cur kings, 
obtained from the Quetn of Heaven, hy 
hie mother's vow, and invoking the 
“Bitsaed Virgin Mary” in the conflict of 
Taillebourg and the dungeon of Man- 
sourah ; Joan of Arc, the heroic maiden 
of Domremy, inscribing Miry’s name on 
hir banner, and, to the cry of “Notre 
Dime I” leading the French to triumphs 
which prrpnvd the resurrection of her 
fatherland ; Louis Xlll,, consecrating his 
kingdom and his crown to Miry and 
ordering the solemn proce-slon which is 
still held on the day of the Assumption.

Yes, if there is a laud wherein this wor
ship, which rests the wearied soul, com
forts the atll cted heart, restores set unity 
to the sorrowing mind, was ever held in 
honor a land where to her whose name is 
sweet to the lips as to the heart, the peo 
pie w'ere latish of altars, pilgrimages, atm 
prayers, it is assuredly our old laud of 
France. Everywhere still, despite peisecu- 
tien, the image of Mary is found beside 
crosses, or forests, beside fountains, eveiy- 

The proud woman soon hoard it «here th.it there is a .larger or a btnefit. 
and she talked angrily of what Mrs wor>,{1'P 18 18 “Id 88 the

tiÏÏa.1’K."lSîi5?wïiAllen would say; and she was almost „chy the cities efected monumental bat- 
inclineu to think it would he hotter llicas to the Mother of God, end such a 
to give Grave five hundred dollars king of France composed hymns to her 
than to bo disgraced in society. glory, which the Church has retained.

‘Grace wouldn’t take any money,’ The barbarian invasions, instead of en- 
replied the old gentleman, whose f?tbliD4 the love of the Blewd Virgin in

,d"™s Mi1 ,&32ji^,53fe
that ot one caught in a cutting hail- hordes, the people of the cities haatemd 
storm without any umbrella. to hide from their fury not the goods of

‘Dreadful independent for anybody earth, but the objects of their veneration ; 
that’s penniless,' cried the old lady, they ran to hide in inaccessible places the 

Grace and her stout helper went ,ta<ues of tbe Virgin aud the saints. Some 
to work at once, and very soon the »e,re, ”<>1 recovered, not that indifference 
china-closet, and the neat little din- ' “ad. fo!low‘d furj, but because where the 
ii-v vu,mi ..... c,n i , , hat la tans had been, to the agitation ofing-ioom was tilled with glass jais, hfe succeeded the silence of death.
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FRIABED BE JESUS CHRIST !
Esteemed and beloved Friend,—Having 

entered, through God’s will, Into holy end
honorable espoutais with Maria G----- , I
hereby humbly Invite you to be present 
•t our merriage, which will take place on 
the eighth day of the Spring month (». c. 
March S), in the most worthy House of
God at V----- . A breakfast will be served
at the house of our honored pastor, and a 
dinner at the inn of our excellent towns
man, Joseph H----- . May everything
tend to the greater honor of God and the 
holy Sacrament of Matrimony. Trusting 
you will honor ue with your presence on 
this joyful occasion, and recommending 
you to the protection of God and the 
Blessed Virgin,—I am, etc., etc.—C. J.

Like unto this, methinks, might the in
vitation have been that was issued for 
the marriage feast given of old in the lit
tle village of Cana in Galilee, and which 
of all marriage feasts was blessed by 
Heaven ; for, as we read, “The Mother of 
Jesus was there and Jesus was also invited 
and his disciples. ”

Brit fly and at random I have touched 
upon a few pious customs that attract the 
attention of the stranger in this happy 
land ; to describe in full the deep religious 
current that sends its purifying waters 
through the daily life of the Tyrolese ; to 
speak of the thousand and one little acts 
of devotion that distinguish them in the 
field, at the fireside or in the shop ; to 
dwell upon the exterior pomp and inter
ior fervor with which they bail the oft- 
recurring festivals of the Church, would 
require more space than I may ask of the 
Record in a single number. But I may 
say in conclusion that I never mingle with 
these simple hearted peasants or see them 
at their labors, their devotions, or their 
rustic merry-makings, without thinking 
that In them is realised the fervent aspir
ation of the prayer—

“Actiones nostras, quaeeumue, Domine, 
a-pirando praeveni et adjuvendo prose 
■quere ; at cuncte nostra oratio et operatio 
a te semper incipiat et per te coepta fiai - 
Btnr. ”

And with this sincere conviction I would 
give the Tyrol, before all other lands, the 
title of honor which I have taken as the
suhj .ct of my paper.—“A Catholic Utopia.
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“THE HOLY LAND TYROL.”I

B J. MCHUGH IN IRISH ECCLESIASTICAL 
RECORD.

Pei haps In no country not even Ire
land—are the beauty and sanctity of the 
Church seen to better ed vantage than in 
“The holy land Tyrol”—aa her children, 
with affectionate pride, designate her ; for 
in no other land to-day are Church and 
State wedded in such happy union as in 
the Austro Hungarian Empire ; and in 
the Empire itself, it may be safely said, 
no other State has won such renown for 
its sterling fealty to “Kaiser, Gott and 
Vaterland,” as the mountain girdled home 
of the patriotic Hofer.

The loyalty of the Tyrolese peasant to 
the Church has become ptovetbial ; his 
name, like that of bis unfortunate Irish 
brother, is but a synonym of Catholic ; 
his lively faith, untainted with the faint
est suspicion of any modern heresy or 
fashionable ‘ phyosophy ;” the almost 
primitive simplicity of his manners ; the 
unquestionable honesty of all his deal
ings ; and the stainless purity of his mor
ale, are the admiration and delight of all 
who behold them ; while they serve not a 
little to prove to the Protestant wotU 
that cleanliness of heart and uprightness of 
character are not altogether incompatible 
with the tenctvng of the “Prince of 
Rome.”

To the readers of the Record, and to 
these of them especially who live in parts, 
like America or Australia, where the 
Church, but yet in her lusty infancy, is 
striving to beat down the barriers of big
otry, prejudice, and intolerance, a short 
description ot some of the religions 
toms of a land where the church has fl ur 
ished for fifteen centuries and is still lovt d, 
reepecled aud obeyed by her children, may 
not be devoid of inti rest ; while the ex
emple of those privileged ones, who enjjy 
in full the blessings f our Holy Mother, 
may not be wantin let ue hope, in its 
salutary less n to their less fortunate 
brethren in distant laud».

At the outside of my paper it may be 
appropriate to remark, that tbe people of 
the Tyrol always begin the day In that 
most excell, nt Christie» manner—by 
assisting at the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass. 
If they failed in this it would show them 
to be but very lex and careless Catholics 
indeed ; for there is no village, howso
ever small, in all the land, that cannot 
boast of at least one beautiful little chapel 
where the Saving Host is daily offered up 
to bis Eternal Father. In the towns end 
cities the opportunities of hearing Mass, 
naturally, are ampler still, and aa early as 
half past ftur in the morning the bells
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A Touching Incident.

There is a touching- incident recorded Ip 
connection with the Charleston earth- 
quake.. When the first shock came, the 
Catholics in one of the parishes rushed to 
the church to throw themselves at the feet 
of the Eucharistic God. But the church 
seemed in danger of falling, so the priest 
would not allow them to enter, though he 
opened the church door so that the altar 
aud tabernacle could be seen from ‘ the 
street. Thousands knelt in prayer around 
the stored edifice while the pastor passed 
along hearing confessions and giving abso
lution. What a beautiful evidence of 
faith In a supreme moment of peril I The 
experience at the other churches was 
similar to the one recorded above.

■
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our tabernacles, 
they never fail to bft their hate in passing 
a church, and, indeed, not unfrequently 
turn towards it and genuflect. When the 
priest carries the Viaticum through the 
streets the people on either side kneel, 
with uncovered heads, until he has passed; 
and in garrisoned towna whi never the 
Sacred Host is borne past the barracks, the 
guard is turned out to present arms to the 
King of Kings. Little acts of piety like 
these, after all, are wbat serve to keep the 
faith alive in our breasts in all its Aposto
lic fervor aud secure to our souls many 
special graces from the Most High.

Early on summer mornings, when only 
the highest peaks are flushing with the 
rosy light of dawn, the village girls, push
ing before thtm little carte, laden with 
vegetables and fresh-laid eggs, come down 
from their mountain height to the market 
in the city. Havirg disposed of their 
tempting stock, and made whatever pur 
chases are necessary for their humble life, 
they form into little companies and set 
out again for their aerial homes. And 
how, think you, do they while away the 
two or three weary hours of their difficult 
ascent up the rugged Alpine slopes? Not 
with idle gossiping or feminine small-talk; 
not in discussing tbe gorgeous feathers or 
shimmering silks exposed in the shop win- 
dows of the city. Ah! no; foreign to the

a t o so

Horatord’a Acid Phosphate.
BEWARE of imitations.

Imitations and counterfeits have again 
appeared . Be sure that the word “Hore- 
fords’ is on the wrapper. None are 
genuine without it.

Jabeeh Snow, Gunning Cove, N. S,, 
writes: “I was completely prostrated with 
the atthma, but hearing of Dr. Thomas’ 
Eclectric Oil, I procured a bottle, and it 
done so much good that I got another 
and before it was used, I was well. Mv 
eon was cured of a bad cold by the use of 
half a bottle. It goes like wild-fire, and 
makes cures wherever it is used.”

Highest Praise
The well known drug firm of N. C- 

Poison & Co., of Kingston, writes that Dr- 
Fowler s Extract of Wild Strawberry has 
long been considered the best remedy for
.jUinn!or.c0?,;laints ln the market, and 
adds that their customers speak In the 
highest terms of its merits. Wild Straw- 
rn,rrr K,1*1! best known remedy for 
compuSjts°rbU8’ Dfeenterf and 1,1 Bowel

National Pills are a mild purgative, 
acting on the Stomach, Liver and Bowels, 
removing all obstructions.

CHS-go home, 
lest it hits reached your mother’s 
eats.'j
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THE SCOTTISH NATIONAL COUNCIL.

Reference is elsewhere msde to the 
Scotti.-h National Council held at Fort 
Augustus in the mouth of August last.

We have much pleasure in giving our 
readers the sermon delivered at ita open
ing by the Most Rev. Dr, Eyre, Archbishop 
of Glasgow.

On the subject of the Scottish Reforma
tion two particular fallacies exist. One is 
that in the middle of the sixteenth 
tury the darkness of error waa replaced by 
the light of Bible truth ; the other that the 
Reformers had great influence and weight 
with the masses of the people. When the 
Scottish of Reformation is analzyed, we 
really find that It resolves itself into four 
elements—the land greed of the nobles, 
the secular power overruling the 
teties, the weakening of the parochial 
system, and the gold and the soldiers of 
Henry VIII. The nobles were out of all 
proportion to the population of the coun
try. The plunder of the English churches 
and monasteries excited their cupidity; 
they acted as powerful and independent 
princes: their power had grown into 
something incompatible with that of the 
Sovereign—for, unfortunately, James III. 
(1460) was but nine years old when he 
succeeded to the throne; James V (1513; 
was an infant of three days old when his 
father died, aud Mary was but seven days 
old when her father died. A deadly con- 
test then arose between the Scottish 
usurping aristocracy end the Church, 
which lasted above thirty yeirs, 
aud only ended by the triumph of
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hTHE PROTESTANT NOBLES, 
who, in 1660, overthrew the Catholic 
Church in Scotland. Another element 
was the oppression of the monasteries.
Not only this landed aristocracy, but the 
Sovereigns practically demand the right 
to these houses to choose their abbots and 
priors. Scotland was to far from the 
centre of ecclesiastical authority that 
abuses existed here that were unknown 
elsewhere. During a considerable time 
the posts of highest dignity had, for the 
most part, been held by either the illegiti
mate or younger sons ot the most power
ful families. Alexander Stewart, the 
illegitimate son of James IV., was made 
Archbishop of St. Andrews whilst yet a 
boy; and James V. provided for his ille
gitimate children by making them abbots 
and priors of Holy rood, Kelso, Mylrose, 
Coldingham and St. Andrews. Though 
these seldom took orders they ranked as 
clergymen, and brought disgrace upon 
the clerical body. The third element was 

THE WEAKNESS AND INEFFICIENCY 
of the parochial system. The Church in , 
Scotland became monastic rather than par- j 
ochial. With few exceptions all the par- , 
ishes and churches belonged to the great j 
abbeys. In many cases miserably paid 
vicars were placed in charge of the , 
churches, and the fabrics, Insufficient in i 
number, were again and again allowed to 
fall Into disrepair. Let us take for an 
instance of the Imperfect parochial system, 
the case of the Abbey of Paisley. It pos
sessed at the dissolution twenty-nine 
churches, of which eleven were In Ren
frewshire, and the Atchbishops of Glas
gow had often to put much pressure upon 
the monks to Induce them to supply what 
was due to the parish clergy. Another 
instance, to pass from the Firth of Clyde 
to the Firth of Forth, was Dunfermline, 
which possessed thirty seven churches and 
chapels, with the lands and tithes attached 
to them. Henry VIII. endeavored, both
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Ol’EN INVASION AND DOMESTIC TREACHERY, 
to establish the Reformation ln Scotland. 
In 1535 he labored to c invert his nephew 
to the new religion—in 1542 he sent 
twenty thousand men to Scotland he 
corrupted the nobles from their allegiance 
—and must be considered as the 1 athor 
of the Reformation in Scotland. When 
the blow came it waa not from the people, 
but from tbe aristocracy. Everywhere 
else the Church had contended success
fully against feudalism, but not north of 
the" Tweed. The Reformation was a 
question not of faith, but of sacrilege — 
not of Gospel truth, but of monastic 
lands—not of man seeking to correct any 
abuses that existed, but of tbe iconoclasts 
of the Covenant (1638). and the troopers 
of Cromwell (1650), who appear in the 
Kirk Sessions Registers as spreading 
debauchery through the Scottish glens and 
hamlets, and teaching the Sro’.t th cities 
and seaports

NEW EXCESSES OF LICENTIOUSNESS
The people were unwilling to be deprived 
of their faith. A hard struggle they made, 
but in vain. In August, 1560, the Catho
lic religion was proscribed by the Parlia
ment. As far as Parliament could do it, 
the Pope’s jurisdiction was abolished. To 
say or hear Mass was made a criminal 
offense—on the first occasion to be pun
ished with confiscation of goods—-on the 
second with banishment—and on the third 
with death. The attachment of the peo 
pie to the old faith was strikingly illus
trated. Look to the history of our great 
Western Abbey. Paisley Abbey was se; 
on fire In 1561 by the Earl of Arrah anc 
the Earl of Glencairn, who were députée 
by the Lords of the Secret Council. Bu 
the people of Paisley continued tan 
their adherence to the old faith. VV hei 
the Preachers of the new doctrines cam 
to Paisley they were refused admittanc 
to the church, and the people staked th 
doors against them. Mass continued to b 
said in the burned and blackene 
ruins. For more than eleve
years many of the commuait
lingered about the Abby, and very man 
of the people fraternized with them, an 
they were not interfered with as long 
they did not openly perform their saert 
offices. Look to the Forth sgain, who 
history tells ue that in 1580, s. twen 
years after the Act of Parliament alreat 
mentioned, a few Benedictines of Du 
1er inline, with door bolted and narre
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