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80fL; the shadows gray,
bells are rung for even song.
‘hﬂ r 8g0 Ltha golden sun
k slowly down into the west:
Poor, weary Hands, your toll is done;
* 1 Fls tAme (or rest {—'t1s time for rewt "

40 weary Feét ! that many a mile
ve lrudged along a I'WIII WAY,
At last ye reach the Lrysting stile;
0 lourr 10 gO nstray,
m.n 'Y bondlug, nmueg trees
:'ﬁuyonnl irds within the nest,
And y sings the quiet breese ;
*'Tis time for rest ! ’iis time tor rest !

orury Eyes ! from which the tears
ell many & timelike thnndomln—
o m-y Heart! that through the years
With such bitter, restiess pain,
Tﬁmht forget the stormy strif

0
know, what Heaven shall send 18 best;

B et ot 0 e
or rest ! —'t1s time {
= Chambers's Magazine, o iag

A TRUE STORY.

A TALE OF DOMESTIC LIFE,

“Well, Grace, my poor child,”
#aid a dignified old gentleman, I

have looked your matters all over,

spares my heulth,” *
“You were always a brave child,

Grace, but this 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- | looked
dent for a man to marry till he had
got something ahead in case of an

¢mergency,”
“l remember, father,

year,
just as I did then.

earth—even now.”

“You are a faithful wife and a

brave little woman, Grace, but—"
“But what, father ?”
“You can’t live on in this way
ohild.”

‘But I will live, father, and live
well, too, and take care of George

and the babies,’
‘How ?
Ay, that wasthe word that had

been ringiug in the heart of this
brave little woman ever since her
husband, Mr. George Burt, had fail-
od at his desk, and had be«n brought

home apparently dying,

*Well, Grace, I will do what I can
for you,’ said the old gentleman,
‘and—and—if it were only for you
and the babies I should say at once,

come home and be as welcome there

as you were four years ago ; but, you
know, the house is so smull we have
no room for four in it.’

Grace smiled asad smile, and then
said, perhaps a little provokingly.

*Four of us would occupy no more
room thun three; the babies are too
little to sleep away from us at nigh ,
Bat if your house were twice as large,
father, I could not teke my husband’s
own little home away from him now
that he is wrick. 1 shall have to
decide soon, and will let you know
my plans.’

The respectable old gentleman
rose up, and with his handkerchief

lished his already shining beaver,

issed his daughter, patted the
heads of the babies; and turned to
&0, saying ;

“Keep up a good heart, child, and
remember that the rayens fed Elijah.”

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

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

“Good-bye, father, give my love (o
mother,” although the real “mother,
who would have found room encugh
in her beart for 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 borrow
business. My wife says she can’
please the lawyers in courtsince you
and’she changed pickles and heney,
Old Squire Watt called out the
minute he sat cown to supper, ‘Come
Bruce borrow soine of your neigh
bor's pickles for me.” Them pickles
is a standing joke among them Why
can't nobody in the town make
{-i(‘klou, and catsup, and chow-.chow
ike yourn ! My wite’s a cook that
cau’t be beat in bread and meat, and
pastry and cake, Lut she cught to
prentice herself to you on things, I
tell her.”

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

“Ill give you a jar with all my
heart, Mr, Bruce, and that won't pay
your wife 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 gix jars left,”

that you
thought I should be wiser to marry
8 man with a house and a store for
whom I did not care, than to marry
George, with one thousand dollars a
Butif I bad the choice to
make over again to-day, I should do
I would not
change places with any woman on

s n
Rurt,  T'll b
Boston price, if you'llimake em fo!

we’ wake 8

besides.” .

street whispering with a sigh :

feod that family; T cav’t do it, fo

is terribly obstinate.”
been to find a nuggent of gold tha

Court as his customers.

husband that night.

babies, and Grace went to the city
ten miles away, in an early train
with a neat little basket in her hand

whisper :

am alive and in my health !”

cheerful and happy. O

blind and deaf people, but heaven

ones,

store and then a hotel.

'| and catsup.

mcunted the steps of her little home.

we are going to starve.’

Her cueerful story of success did
more for her puor
young husband than a peck of pills
-«could have done, He said
cheerful tone:

to get about again, and this is the
tirst time I have had any hope.’
Grace kept away from her father
till she had visited two market gar-
dens in the cutskirts of the town,
and engaged a great supply of cu-
cumbers, onions, peppers and tc-
matoes, and had  brought back tho
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 gentlemau’s eyes, and
the style of mouth he put up, and
heard his exclamations :
‘Why, Grace you are crazy. What
will your mother say ? You surely
forget that her first husband was
])residunt of the Marine National
Bank, and that I am cashier of it.
Who ever heard of a bank officer’s
daughter making pickles for taverns
and groceries ?
‘Who ever heard of a bank officer’s
daughter sitting dowsn and sturving
when trouble ccmes? replied tho
little lady.
‘Why dou’t you teach music ?’
‘Because I don’t know it well
euongh,’
‘You might keep a few very
genteel—well, not just boarders, but
friends who do not care to keep a
house, und who pay largely.’
‘Where are they, and where's the
house and furniture for them ¥’
‘Oh, that’s true ; but you might—
eh ? or you might—eh ?' and there
his wits failed him, There are so
fow grand things that people can do
in the hope of cheating others into
the beliet that they are working for
fun rather than from necessity. But
soon the old gentleman added—
‘I declare 1 am afraid to go home,
lest it has reached your mother's
Qil's.
The proud woman soon heard it
and she talked angrily of what Mes,
Adams and Mrs. Col. West, and Miss
Allen would say; and she was almost
inclined to think it would be "better
to give Grace five hundred dollars
than to be disgraced in sociely.
‘Grace wouldu’t take any money,’
replied the old gentleman, whose
attitude during the conversation was
that ofone caught in a cutting hail-
storm without any umbrella.
‘Dreadful independent for anybody
thavs penniless,’ cried the old " lady.
Grace and her stout helper went
to work at once, and ver'y soon the
china-closet, and the neat little din='
ing-room was filled with glass jus

in,
uy two barrels of best, |

me; and chow chow and catsup

Grace langhed without making
any direct answer, and the hotcl
keeper went with her to get the jar.

The old gentleman went dewn the

“The Lord knows who is going to

wife says I can't and she knows
everything most. And poor Grace

Well, the hotel keeper ran back
the next moment with his pickle jar,
as happy as some men would have

size ; for he had a rival who kept the
old tavern, and he wanted to keep all
the lawyers who came there to, hold

Grace had a long tulk with her
Next day an
old school frieny, who had always
been like a sister, came to stop with
, | the sick man and loock aiter the
and I must ssy I ece nothing but
bard times for you and your tamily,”
_ “Well, father,” replied a biight
little woman of twenty five, “though
the out look for us is dark, I've not
the loast idea of starving, mor of
letting my fumily starve—not if God

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

“See if my family starves while I

The day was lovely, and every-
body on the cars and on the street

course there were sick and lame and

was keeping them out of her sight
that day, and bringing before her
happy grown folks and merry little

The streets looked so clean and the
air seemed so pure that she cta ged
herself with having borne fulse wit-
ness against the beautiful, as she
walked with a light heart through
the principal streets, visiting first a

In each place she asked for the

roprietor or the steward, opened
Eer basket, and drew out three glass
jars containing pickles, chcw chow
In one moment she
told her business and the necessity
that brought her to it. Her cheerful
face, her prowpt manner and well
chosen words, the nice look and the
appetizing taste of her preserves,
gained the victory for her. She weut
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

‘I will show fath.r whether or not
disheartened
in a

‘Now, girls, I feel asif I was going

M S

which tiny g

r|in that line was

youug folks t

made not a little money:

years ago,
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THE BLESSED VIRGIS,

’
’

FRANCE,
Translated by Th Xr. K.

¢

' strengthen reslly Christlan souls,

look eround you,

that sheis Mary’s
gallie, regnum,Marice.
which nothing can affright, it pays to the
Blessed Virgin, by a filial worship, the
debt of our old Christian kings,
Eater our French churches the day a
feast of Mary is celebrated, or during the
beautiful month which is consecrated to
ber : you will see them filled withacrowd
touched and recollected ; from all Hpe
arise prayers in which the sincerest and
most ardent love strives with a boundless
faith,
It is because in all time, despite the
irsults of implety 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,” eays an illustrious writer, “the
Madonnais invoked, loved. But mowhere
has her worship been more permasnent,
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 the
inhegitance whish they have left us, On
the contrary, to be hoetile or simply
irdsfferent to tke wor:hip of Mary is to
devy our fathers, is to be bad French,
Consult the annals of your country; ou
every psge you will see the name of the
Blesced Virgin shining forth, mirgled
with the great events of our history, In
remotest ages, it is the city of the Carnutes,
now Chartres, erecting to the Virgin the
first altar which was built to her in
Europe, under this mysterious bame :
“Virgini pariturse~To the Virgin who
will bring forth,”

Later on we see Clotilda, grief stricken,
beseeching the Mother of Sorrows to touch
Ciov's’ heart; Chariemagne taking delight
in celebrating the praises of Mary, dedi-
catirg numerous oratories to her, and
carrying the picture of the Virgin with
him into the tomb, as the dearest otjsct
of his devotior; Alcuin, the illustrious
emperor’s master, calling the Mother of
GoS Qaeen of the Heavens, Flower of the
Fielde, Lily of the World, and graving her
love ia the heart of his dieciples ; Cnarles
the Bald, with all his army, “crying
thanks” to the Virgin Mary in the midst
of battle ; Robert iustituting the military
order of the Knights of Our Lady, who
bear on their sword and their breast a
golden etar, the symbol of their patrone:s;
Louis 1X,, the' holiest of our kings,
obtained from the Queen of Heaven, by
his mother's vow, and invoking the
“Blessed Virgin Mary” in the couflict of
Taillebourg and the dungeun of Man.
sourah ; Joan of Arc, the heroic maiden
of Dowremy, inscribivg Mary’s name on
ker bavner, aud, to the cry of “Notre
Dame 1" leading the Freuch to triumphs
which prepared the resurrection of her
fatherland ; Louis XI1L, zonsecrating his
kingdom and his crown to Mary and
ordering the solemn proceseion which is
still hcl{‘l on the day[mif the Assumption,

Yes, if there is a land wherein tois wor
ship, which rests the wearied soul, com.
forts the afil'cted heart, restores seicuity
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
ple were lavish of altars, pilgrimages, anu
prayers, it is assuredly our old land of
France. Every where still, despite persecu.
ticn, the image of Mary is found beside
crosses, or forests, beride fountains, every-
where that there is a danger or a benefit,
Aund this filial worship 1s as old as the
Chuistian light upon the land of the Gauls,
From the first ages of the Fravk mon.
archy the cities erected monumental bag-—
tlicas to the Mother of God, and such a
king of France compored bymns to her
glory, which the Church has retained.,

The barbarian invasicns, instead of en.
feebling the love of the Blerssd Virgin in
the soul of the people, only strengthened
it by trial. Oa theapproach of the pagan
hordes, the people of the cities hastencd
to hide from their fury not the goods of
earth, but the ohjacts of their veneration ;
they ran to hide in inaccessible places the
statues of the Virgin aud the saints, Some
were not recovered, not that indifference
kad followed fury, but becauee where the
barbarians had been, to the agitation of

and onions, and everything else nice | tbe
ping, or as
George said, ‘smiling on the family,’
The business went on bravely, ard
in one year Grace's husband, who
was purtially restored to health, for-
sook the bed, togk charge of it, and
she went back to the nursery—every
good mother’s place when duvy or
Providence does not call her out of it.
r| This is no Kretty fiction to teach
at ‘where there'’s a will

there’s & way.! 1t's the true story
of a brave little woman, and we can
tell you the street, and the number
of a large store ir a certain city, not
far away, where het enterprising
t | husband has, with her help, built up
a large business in presorves, and
He says
if Grace had never learned to make
p'ckles or had been too proud to make
them for others in his dark time, he
shouldhave been in his grave five

Who thinks less of her for doing i1?

A FEW WORDS ON DEVOTION TO MARY IN

(In previous articles some of the noted
sauctuaries of the Blessed Virgin in France
have been deccribed. The following, by
the Rev. A. Bizot, S. M, is somewhat in
the s:me line, and mt;.y prove iuteresting).

Amidst the sad facts of the present
there is vne incontestable and permanent
fact, which is we'l calculated to strike an
lmjmrtiul observer,but especially tor«j.ice
an

Whilst those who are emashing crosses
and laicizing to the bitter end are bent on
wiping out every glory of the France of
Ollf; To day the real
France, that which is honest and Catholic,
remembers more energetically than ever
kingdom—Regnum
So, with an ardor

y o miracle,
Hunters were attracted at night by »
bright light issuing from & cluwp of ver-

dure an

kneeling; soldiers, encamped in the fields,

to be a shower of shooting stars; princesses,
riding in the woods, suddeuly behol

or back, thea etamping on &

around,

Blessed Virgin. It*was Our Lad

ivg, Oar Lady of Lights, Our

retains for the land of Fiance. ;

sketch,

sentiment, meets every waot.

numbered wonders of the various sanctu-

sweet and expressive names naitonal piety
has given the Blessed Virgin ! For the
strayed or pursued traveler it is Oar Lady
of Good Encounter, of Safe Return; for
the sailor in danger, Oar Lady of Deliver-
auce, of Safekeeping; for the soldier who
is golng to battle, Our Lady of Victories;
for the affrighted sinner, Oar Lady of
Mercy, of Refuge of Grace; for timorous
hearts, Oar Lady of Hope; for efflicted
souls, Oar Lady of Pity, Our Lady of Sor-
rows; for those who are in gladness, Our
Lady of Mirth; for all Cbristians, Our
lady of Goad Help.,

ell is it known that the Good Lady
of Lourdes, La Selette, and Fourvieres ls
ia all times and places France’s powerful
auxillary.

To conclude, amidst a thousand is this
trait of motherly assistance,

The glorious Duke of Isly, arriving in
his native city, was congratulated on his
victory: “I did'mot win it,” he said, with
admirable modesty ; “Mary did. We were
beginning to giveaway; I invoked her aud
she gave us victory.”

ell, since Mary has been loved and
honored from all time in France, and she
has responded to this national worsbip by
maternsl favors, let us ssy to her, in this
beautiful month which is dedicated to her
and wkich just now causes fear and ead-
ness,

“0 Mary, more loudly than ever we
proclaim thee our queen aud our protects
ress. Butdo thou, t0o,in turn remember
France thy kingdom, which, called by
thy Son to the glory of being the eldest
daughter of His Church, has ever, derpite
many weaknessess, held the foremost rank
in the defence of His Mother,

“Dei&(n, then, O Mother, to intercede for
her aud to protect her at this inausyicious
hour. Hear the prayers of the faithful
and make us a new France wherein thy
name and thy Son’s will be respected and
lovid; a Frauce ever worthy of her glori-
ous destiuies and ready to bein the future,
asin the past, God’s knight on earth:
Gesta Dei per Francois /"

‘““THE HOLY LAND TYROL.”

B J. MCHUGH IN IRISH ECCLESIASTICAL
REQORD,
Perhaps in no country not even Ire-
land—are the beauty and sauctity of the
Church reen to better advantsge than in
“The holy laud Tyrol”—as her chiidren,
with affectionate pride, designate her ; for
in no other land to-day are Church and
State wedded in such hsppy union as in
the Austro Hungarian Empire; and in
the Empire itself, it may be safely eaid,
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 Las become proverbial ; his
pame, 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
ucquectionable 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 woild
that cleanliaess of heart and uprightners of
character are not altigether incompatible
with the teaching of the “Prince of
Rome.”
To the readers of the Record, and to
those 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 of some of the religious cus-
toms of a land where the church has fl-ur
iehed for fifteen centuriesand is still loved,
recpected and obeyed by her children, may
not be devoid of interest ; while the ex.
smple of those privileged ones, who evj,y
in full the blessings of our Holy Motker,
may not be wauting, let us hope, in its

salutary less' n to their less fortunate

brethren in distant laund:.
At the outside of my paper it may be

appropriate to remark, that the people of
the Tyrol ulways begin the day in that
mcst
assisting at the Huly Sacrifice of the Mass,
1f they failed in this it would show them
to be but ver
indeed; for there is mno village, howso-
ever emall, in all the land, that cannot
boast of at least one beautiful little chapsl
where the Saving Hoet is daily offered up
to his Eternal Father,
cities the oppurtunities of hearing Mass,
naturally, are ampler atill, and as early as

excellent  Christisn manner—by

lax and carelees Catholics

In the towns and

life succeeded the silence of death,

balf-past four in the morning the bells

venera! to the
ity of the faithful, aud almcst alwage

flowers; berdsmen approsched
a bush before which an ¢x persisted in

eaw falling upon one of them what seemmf

d
their white palfrey, unsble to go forward
stoue,
sirkiog his foot into it, and leaving the
mark of his shoe in it; knights lost their
bawk in the hunt aud found it in the hol.
low of an old oek, alone in the middle of
o stream, and with a soft light shining

And each of these wonders revealed the
preserce, in these different places, of a
venerated statue of Mary, and each time,
in the very plece where the miraculous
image was found, arose a sanctnary to the‘ deep impression on_the
[
the Woods, Oar Lady of good Meet-
Lady
of Verdelaie, Our Lady of the Oak;
vot forgetting Our Lady of Lourdes,
of La Balette, and of Pontmain, which to
the end of ages will proclaim the remark-
able predilection which the Blessed Virgin

I come at last to s final consideration
which it seems to me should complete this

Thanks to the z:al of the kings, the
lords, and the people of France, the wor-
ship of Mary iu the course of ages assumes
amonget us every form, expre:s:s every

And so one might make a delightful
bouk with all the pious legends and un-

aries of Mary in France; and sece what

be heard pealivg through the misty
air from dome avd spire of e bis
convent, ealling upon maukind to F
waking thoughts to his Creator. r(:lﬁ
this hour, when even the birds are iu
eleeping in their nets, uutil 9 "'m
o'clock, on week days snd Sucdays slike,
it Is easy to find sowe church in which &
Mass is being celebrated; and the throngs
of Yaithful worshipers that fill the sacred
temples at any 1ér;eibetween these hours
ht truly edifying.
" ’.l‘m“ 2 d.;, at the proper hourlﬁ the
Angelus is rung, and as the first stroke of
the bell is heard chiming on the air,
recalling to the Christian soul the won-.
derful mystery of the Word made Flesh,
the people, whether at home or in the
streets, in the shop or market-place, bow
their heads and with reverent lips softly
recite,
‘ eclared unto Mary,
Ir:d“fb‘: Lgfxéglevgf {)‘} :.lu: Hl(::'y Ghost.” i

Taia time-honored devotion, so simple
and yet so sublime, did not fail to makea
entle heart of
the Amerlcan poet Longfellow as he wit-
nessed it in Spein, and in his own beauti-
ful way be thus describes it :

Just as the evening twilight commencee,
the bell tolls to prayer. In a moment
throughout the crowded city the hum of
business is huehed, the thronged streete
are etill ; the gay multitudes that crowd
the public walks stand motionless; the
angry dispute ceaes ; the lavgh of merri-
ment dies sway ; life seems for a moment
to be arrested in its career, aud to stand
still. The multitude uncover their heads,
and, with the sign of the cross, whisper
their evenivg prayer to the Virgin, Then
the bells rivg & merrier peal, the crowds
move sgain in the streets, and the rush
and turmoil of business recommence,
have always listened with feelivgs of
solemn pleasure to the hell that eounded
forth the Ave Maria, As it acnounced
the close of day it teemed also to call the
soul from its worldly occapations to re-
ose and devotion, There is something
autiful in thus measuring the march of
time, The hour, too, brings the heart into
unison with the feelings and sentimefits of
devotion. . , . . It seems to be a
beautiful and appropriate solemnity, that
at the close of each daily epoch of life. .
. . the volce of the whole people and
of the whole world should go up to hea-
ven In pralse and eupplication and thank-
fulnees,

Fvery heart that is at all eusceptible to
the benign icfluence of religion must be
thus impressed at the ringing of the Angel-
ue bell, and gladly re-echo the Protestant
poet’s words, for its mysterlous effect is
still the same, whether its chimes be beard
along the vine-clad slopes of Avdalusia or
amid the snow capped peaks of the Tyro-
lean Alpe,

All I.Eough the Tyrol the tourists from
Protestant lands is surprised to find the
quiet country lanes, the rugged mountain
pasees, the very streets of the cities,
adorned here and there with shrines of
Our Lady, crucifixes and statues of saints
to whom some special devotion is paid,
Every bridge has its modest emgy of St.
John Nepomuk, the heroic priest who
braved the anger of the t{rlnt, Wences
laus 1V, of Bohemia, rather than violate
the secrecy of the confeesional, and recaiv-
ed in consequence the crown of martyr-
dom by being thrown into the Moldau at
the bsfiled king's command, and every
houre, almoet, bas a rude picture of St.
Florisn, the guardian of dwellings against
fire, painted on ite walls, ‘O God, through
the intercession of thy servant, Fiorian,
protect us Thy children from the dangers
of fire!’is an inecription often seen over
the main entrances of private houases,
This pious custom of giving honor to
the Most High, and seeking the patrcnsge
of His sainte in a public manner, not long
ago, as the readers of the Record are aware,
obtained throughout the greater part of
Euarope; but in many countriesstill claim.
ing to be Christian, the portraits of the
saints have ditsppeared during the past
ears, and the Crucifix has gone down
iefore the impious arm of the modern
Iconoclast. In the Catholic Tyrol, how-
ever, the image of the Crucified Redeemer
hes not yet yielded its place to the cffigy
of Apollo, vor the etatue of the Virginal
Mother to the figure of Diana or the Cyp.
rean Queen, Maria-Theresien Strasse, fn
Innsbruck, has a beautiful specimen of
Christian art, consisting of a magnificent
shaft of highly-polished granite, crowned
with a marble statue of the “Immaculate
Conception,” and relieved at the base with
life-sized figures of SS. Joachim, Ann,
Joseph and John, In passing these pious
representstions, the peasant respectfully
bares hiz head and offers up a brief and
silent prayer. Votive lamps burn con-
tinually before many shrines, and in the
barvest-time the first two ears of corn
plucked in the field are suspended from
the arms ¢f the nearest crucifix, in thanks
giving to the S.n of God for having
removed, by His sacred Pascion and Death,
the curse of old pronounced upon the
earth apd all its fruits and for having
restored the world to its primal grace and
favor in the eyes of its Oreator,
A mark of respect shown towards the
Blessed Sscrament by the Tyrolean farm-
ers is worthy the imitation of all Catholic
men, Not unmindfal of the Prisoner of
Love concealed within our tabernacles,
they never fail to 1'ft their hatsin passing
a church, and, indeed, not unfrequently
turn towards it and genuflect. When the
prieet carries the Viaticum through the
streets the people on either side kneel,
with uncovered heads, until he has passed;
and in_ garrisoned towns whenever the
Sacred Host is borne ptst‘ﬂ:e barracke, the
guard is turned out to present arms to the
King of Kings. Little acts of piety like
these, after ail, are what serve to keep the
faith alive in our breasts in all its Aposto-
lic fervor and secure to our souls mauvy
special graces from the Most High,
Early on summer morninge, when only
the highest peaks are flushing with the
rosy light of dawn, the village girls, push-
ing before them little carts, laden with
vegetables and fresh-laid egge, ccme down
from their mountain height to the market
in the city, Havirg disposed of iheir
tempting etock, and made whatever pur-
chases are necessary fur their humble life,
they form into little companies and set
out again for their aerial homes, And
bow, think you, do they while away the
two or three weary hours of their difficult
ascent up the rugged Alpine slopesi Not
with idle gossiping or feminine emall.talk;
not in discussing the gorgeous feathers or
shimmering silks exposed in the shop win.
dows of the city. Ah! no; foreign to the
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heart ‘of the Tyroless maiden are the
thoughts of such frivolity, Btrange a it
may scem to the worldly-minded, it i,
nevertheless an interesting fact, that the
bours of their return are devoted to recit.
ing in un'son the Rosary of our Blesseq
Lady; and ouly that bﬂ'iht Angel who
gnud- the heaveuly exchcquer may ¢,y
ow many fragrant garlands of neye-
fading flowers have thus been woven by
those pure and eimple village girle, anq
laid, a gerateful offering, at the feet of the
frumaculate Queen of Virgius,

In the salutations that greet the pedes.
trian in his holiday rambles through g
Tyrolese village there is somethiy sug-
gestive of the first days of Christianity,
“Gruss’ dich Gott!” (God salute you)
and “Gelobt sel Jesus Christus " (Prajsed
be Jesus Christ) are among thoge mqst
frequently heard. “Praise be Jesyg
Christ !” is cerlainly a beautiful ang
appropriate salatation for Christians, anq
when cne hears it for the first time ope
seems 10 be suddenly traneported by some
magicagency back to the very days of the
Apostles, I wasin the hoepital not long
ago in a neighboring city, and I remember
what a sweet awakevning it was, morning
after morning, as the modest little Sister
entered with my breakfast, and called
me back “from dream land unto day,”
with her toftly murmured ejaculation,
“Gelobt sei Jesus Christus!” Thess were
the first words that fell upon my ears at
the opening of each new day, and the last
I heard when day was over; for as the
gentle Sister smoothed my pillow for the
night and eprinkled me with holy-water,
her parting words were ever, “Schlafen
Sie wohl, Gelobt sel 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, with souls etrength.
ened with all the Lope and love and con-
fidence such faith as theirs must neces-
sarily inspire,

An American friend of mine lately re.
ceived an invitation to a Tyrolese wed.
ding. As it is unique in its way and will
serve a:a further epecimen of the deep
plet{ that pervades these people, it may
not be altogether inappropriate to give it
Insertion, It was printed on cowmon
paper and read as follows ;

PRIASED BE JESUS CHRIST !

Es'eemed and beloved Friend,—Havin
entered, through God’s will, into holy nn§
bonorable espoutals with Maria G—, I
kereby humbly invite you to be present
at our marrisge, which will take place on
the eighth day of the Spring month (i. .
March h‘), in the most worthy House of
Godat V—. A breakfast will be served
at the house of our honored pastor, and
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. Trueting
you will honor us with your presence on
this joyful occacdon, and recommerding
son to the protection of God and the

lessed Virgin,—I am, etc., ete.—C, J,

Like unto this, metfﬂnku, 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
aud hie disciples,”

Bricfly and at random I have touched
upon a few pious customs that attract the
attention of the stranger in this happy
land ; to describein full thedeep religious
current that eends its purifying waters
through the daily life of the Tyrolese; to
speak of the thoueand and one little acts
of devotion that distinguish them in the
field, at the fireside or in the nhop ; to
dwell upon the exterior pomp and inter-
ior fervor with which they hail the oft-
recurring festivals of the Church, would
require more space than I may ask of the
RECORD 1n & eingle number. ~ But I ma
eay in conclusion thatI never mingle wit{
these simple hearted peasants or s2e them
at their labore, their devotions, or their
rustic merry-makings, without thinking
that in them is realized the fervent aspir-
ation of the prayer—

“Actiones nostras, quaesumus, Domine,
apirsndo praeveni et edjuvando prose
"quere ; ut cuncta nostra oratio et operatio
a te semper incipiat et per te coepta fini-
atur.”

And with thissincere conviction I would

titleof honor which I have taken as the
subject of my paper,—“4 Uatholie Ulopia,

A Touching Incident.

There is & touchin; incident recorded in
connection with the Charleston earth-
quake. When the first shock came, the
Catholics in one of the parishes rashed to
the church to throw themselves at the feet
of the Eucharistic God. But the church
seemed in danger of falling, 80 the priest
would not allow them to enter, though he
opened the church door so that the altar
and tabernacle could be seen from °the
street. Thousands knelt in prayer around
the secred ed:fice while the pastor passed
along hearing confessions and glving abso-
lution, What a beautiful evidence of
faith in a supreme moment of peril| The
experience ai the other churches was
similar to the one recorded above.

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate,
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS,

Imitations and counterfeits have again
appeared. Be sure that the word “Hors.
ford’s” is on the wrapper. Nome are
genuine without it,

Jabesh Snow, Gunning Cove, N, 8.,
writes: “I waa completely prostrated with
the acthma, but hearing of Dr. Thomas’
Eclectric Oil, I procared a botile, and it
done 8o much good that I got another,
and before it was used, I was well, My
son was cured of a bad cold by the uge of
balf a bottle. It goes like wﬁd-ﬁre, and
makee cures wherever it is uged,”

Highest Praise

The well known drug firm of N, O
Polson & Co., of Kingsto‘zx, writee that Dr.
Fowler's Extract of Wild Strawberty has
long been considered the best remedy for

ummer complaints in the market, and
adds that thefr customers speak in the
hlghest_terms of ite merits, ild Straw-
berr‘y is the best known remedy for
Cholera Morbus, Dysentery and all Bowel
complaints,
NatioNAL PILLS are & mild purgative,
acting on the Stomach, Liver and owels,

removirg all obetructions,

give the Tyrol, before all other lands, the-

DO SOMETHING, kep!
Int

1d seems cold to you,
ul'{‘::d'l:rﬂm to warm it! at L
Let thelr oomnannl)xll_:l: from you asd
Wlnlﬂ“r.l r:%::n.n your own and

H;ﬂfm radiance gather ;

{ n forget to moan,
\311‘”211':211“:'13.1 weather ! ;l:leu,
1d’s a *“vale of tears,"”

"g.?a'u‘o'?{xﬁ rainbows span it! lhe.i

Breathe the love that 1ife endears— wai

Clear from clouds to fan it the

of your gladuess lend a gleam 1ot
Unto souls that shiver; ]

Show them how dark sorrow’s stream was

Blends with hope’s bright river. the
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THE SCOTTISH NATIONAL COUNCIL. lll,"t‘l

Ke

Reference i3 elsewhere made toFtht: Ko

Scottish National Council held at For pese

Augustus in the month of August last.

e much pleasure in giving our | je
ng:uha:e sermo:l: delivered at its open- | gq¢
ing by the Most Rev, Dr. Eyre, Archbishop | g¢
of Glaegow, : no!

On the eubject of the Scottish Reforma- | the

i ticular fallacies exist, One is
:ﬂ: ti‘;otg:: nfiddle of the eixteenth cen- | re|

the darkness of error was replaced by | dic
:ﬁ:’ugh: of'Bible truth; the other that the | Th
Reformers had great influence and weight | the

with the massesof the people.

When the | we

Reformation 1s analzyed, we | the
f::ltl;hgngftht 1t resolves itself into four | ve
elements—the land greed of the nobles, { pri
the secular power overruling the monas- | an
teries, the weakening of the parochial | pe
system, and the gold and the suldiers oﬁ of

enry VIII, The nobles were out of all | he
proportion to the population of the coun- | ()

try. The plunder of the English churcbes | of

fasterles exclted their cupidity; | of
:;llgy l:cotgsi as powerful and independent | ru

princes: their power had

grown into | h

something incompatible with that of the | fa

Sovereign—for, unfortunately

James IIL | an

1460) was' but nine years old when }.10 ru
gucéegded to the throne; James V. (1511;3.) wi
was an infant of three éaya old when his | w
father died, and Mary was but seven days | d)

J hen her father died. Adem‘.]y con- | u
:t}gﬁ'then arcse between the S‘comah b
usurping aristocracy and the Church, | n
which lasted above _thirty
and only ended by the tiiumph of

THE PROTESTANT NOBLES, o

in 1660, overthrew the Catholic
E:\ol’rch in Scotland. Another element b
was the oppression of the muuasten;n.
Not only tge landed aristociacy, but the
Sovereigns practically deman

years, | ti

the right |

to these houses to choose their abbots and S

jors, Scotland was fo far from the
g::lre of ecclesiastical authorlty 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 of the most power-
ful familles, Alexsnder Stewart, the
illegitimate son of James IV., was made
Archbishop of St. Andrews whilst yeta
boy; and James V. provided for his ille-
gitimate children by making them abbots
and priors of Holyrood, Kelso, Melrose,
Coldingham and St. Andrews, Though
these seldom took orders they ranked as
clergymen, and brought disgrace upon
the ¢ erical body. The third eloment was
THE WEAKNESS AND mxrmcxmc:h ;
the parochial system. The Churchin
ggot]n})d became morastic rather than par-
ochial. With few exceptiona all the par-
ishes and churches belonged to the great
abbeys, In many cases miserably paid
vicars were placed in charge of t.!:e
churches, and the fabrics, ineufficient in
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number, were again and again allowed to |

into disrepair. Let us take for an
{;I:tmce of thglm erfect parochial system,
the case of the Abbey of Paisley. 1t pos-
sessed at the dissolution twenty-nine
churches, of which eleven were in Ren-
frewshire, and the Archbishops of Glas-
ow had often to put much pressure upon
the monks to induce them to supply what
was due to the parish clergy. Aaother
instance, to pass from the Firth of Cl;de
to the Firth of Forth, was Dunfermline,
which possessed thirtdyzseven churches and
chapels, with the lands and tithes attached
to tgem. Henry VIIL endeavored, both
E’:m« INVASION AND DOMESTIC TREACHERY,
to establish the Reformation in Scotland.
In 1535 he labored to ¢ nvert his nephew
to the mew religion—in 1542 he sent

enty thousand men to Scotland—he
z?ﬂugted the nobles from theiralle zlauce
—and must be considered as the .\‘*hcr
of the Reformation in Scotland, When
the blow came it was not from the people,
but from the aristocracy. Everywhere
else the Church had contended snecess-
fully against feudalism, but not north of
the Tweed. The Reformsation was a
question not of faith, but of sacrilege —
not of Gospel truth, but of monastic
lands—not of man seeking to correct any
abusea that existed, but of the iconociasts
of the Covenant (1638), and the troopers
of Cromwell (1650), who appear in the
Kirk Sessions Registers as spreading
debauchery through the Scottizh glens and
hamlets, and teaching the S:olt sh cities
and seaports
NEW EXCESSES OF LICENTIOUSNESS.
The people were unwilling to be deprived
of their faith. A hard strug_gla they made,
but in vain. In August, 1560, the Catho-
lic religion was proscribed by the Parlia-
ment. As far as Parliament cquld do it,
the Pope’s jurisdiction was abolished. To
gsay or hear Mass was made a criminal
oigense—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 Feo
ple to the old faith was strikingly illus
trated. 1,00k to the bistory of our grea?
Western Abbey, Paisley Abbey was se
on fire {n 1561 by the Earl of Arrah an
the Ear] of Glencairn, who were giepu};e(
by the Lords of the Secret _Cuuncll. u
the people of Paisley continued ﬁWh“
thelr adherence to the old faith. e
the Preachers of the new doctrines cam
to Paisley they were refused ndmlt;m:{]:
tothe church, and the people stake :
doors againet them, Mass continued to
said in the burned and blackene
ruins. For  more than  eleve
ears many of the communit
{lngered about the Abby, and very man
of the people fraternized with them, s
they were mnot interfered with as long
they did not openly perform thelr sacre
ofices, Look to the Forth again, who‘
history tells us that in 1580,1. ¢, tlwen.
years after the Act of Parliament a rst(.
mentioned, a few Benedictines of - Du
fermline, with door bolted and barre



