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In tbo Sun (New York) of 
there apiK-ared an open let: 
„d to Cardinal Gibbon» bj 
Randolph II. Mvlvitn, pa. 
Ohnrob of fhe Kpipbany, ' 
'»he letter wah copied 
dailies in other cities 
Sunday last appeared th 
master!ill reply, written b 
John Webster Melody, of tl 
the Catholic University of

To the Kdltor ot the Su 
»n open letter published in 
January 8th, <h , Itov. Dr. 
tor of the Kpiacopal Uy 
Muiphany, Washington, I 
exception to the following 
Ordinal Gibbons reported 
more Sun of November 4 :

!• Tho recent conveutio 
made an endci 
the subject.

divorce.

i
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show him the book from which he drew 
such beautiful doctrine ; and Thomas 
replied : “I shall no long marvel 
your proficiency in-the sacred science**, 
since you apnly yourself s» assldoously 
un 1er the guidance of so great a Master. ' 
lu like maimer the pra>er at d study of 
our saint were so combined that they 
formed a constant union of his soul with 
the Incarnate Wisdom.

At the Monastery of St. Vincent, An
thony was so fortunate as to have for 
superior, the venerable Gonzalez Men 
dez, who died in the odor of sanctity. 
At Coimbra, his professor of philosophy 
and theology were graduates of the 
University of Paris. 8 > great was hit 
geniut, so close his application and »o 
tenacious his memory, that he learned 
by ivart the «nt.ro Bible : ; n he wai 
always ready to explain the sacred text 
witn choice passages from the Holy 
Fathers. Nay, it was believed that ho 
coaid write the Old as well as the New 
Testament from memory. Hence he whs 
called the Ark of the Two Covenants 
by Pope Gregory IX.

To some it appeared that he was en
riched with a wisdom all infused, but it 
is not necessary to resort to a miracle 
to account for his excellent memory 
and wonderful genius. Nature's 
choicest gifts were given to him in 
abundance. A quick perception, strong 
reasoning powers, and a retentive 
memory enabled him to amass a fund of 
knowledge without great effort. Studi
ous habits brought forth Nature’s frniti. 
The dews of heaven's grace enriched 
the garden of his soul. There is no 
wisdom ex3ept from God. At the feet 
of Jesus, and in constant union with 
the Incarnate Word, the Young Angus 
tiniau Canon became a prodigy of sanc
tity and learning.

his lonely hours with devout conversa
tion.

ask the good Mother could I see him, 
Sister ? If he knew, he'd be just as 
glad n me, I'm sure."

“I wi 1, 1 will, Csth irine," answered 
Sister Beatrice cheerily. •* To morrow 
morning we'll arrange it—and I 
tain, as you say, ho will be as glad as 
yourself. What a strange, strange 
happening that you should find each 
other here, after all these years !"

the fashionables then abroad in the 
Piazza di Spagna, until I was recalled 

frame of mind by his 
Here I must leave you, 

Giovannini. Surely, some

always in another calling. “ My father 
promised that neither he nor yon would 
force me to become a priest against my 
w.ll, and I cm never be happy unless I 
have a right to wear a sword by my 
side," I ended.

Thereupon, seeing my mind so firmly 
resolved, he hade me prepare for a visit 
to the Cardinal Protector, and in all 
haite I made myteif ready. The truth

, now that I saw Father Urban! had 
d, 1 would have faced Ilia ftloli- 
tho Pope with the whole College 

b hind him, without a second thought.
S > we took our way in a coach to toe 

PaUce, and were inered into the 
presence of the < 4 trdinal with the usual 
cer. monies. He was a thin old man, 
with a long, dark face and a grumbling 
voice. We partook of chocolate and 
sugar biscuits, and made polite conver 
sation until the object of our visit was 
broached ; thereupon, a mighty storm 
began —that is, a storm from His Km In

for we stood side by side in the 
middle of the great room, silent before 
the torrect of his wrath. After thun
dering hotly at Father Urbani, as if he, 
dear man, were to blame, he turned on

“ What were you ever sent here to 
the College for ? And since when has 
it been turned from a House of God 
Into a training school for every worth
less cockatrice that would fallow the 
drum ? Tell me, sir, what dii you 
come here for ?" he stormed.

Bat I told him I would rather j >in at 
once, for there was no one to dispute 
my resolution at home, as my only 
sister, .Margaret, was with Lady Jane 
Drummond in France, and my father 
had promised my choice should be free 
when the time came.

" Well, then," he continued, “ I say 
nothing of the rights of the quarrel the 
King of Naples has on his hands now, 
but if you w:ll enter the Queen of Hun 
gary’s service, I will see you 
strongly recommended to persons of the 

recommanda-

bl'ANISH JOHN. Anthony was a saint frem his infancy. 
He could scarcely speak when bis ad
vancement in perfection began. In him 
the exercise of virtue teemed to pro 
cede the u*e of reason. Docility, com 
passion for the poor, and an earnest do- 
sire to lie taken to the church tilled his 
parents with contolation. He heard 
Mass every day ; and some biographers 

The old women were leaving the re- testify that he made a vow of chastity 
fee tory next morning when Sister Bea- at the age of five years, through filial 
trice again sought Catharine Blake, devotion to the most pure Mother of 
Taking her by the hand, she led her God. On his mother's kuee, the future 
into the garden. apostle of Mary learned to love the

“ Catharine.’’ she said, “ 1 have August Queen of the Seraphic Order. 
sometQing to teil you." The first tong that fell from the lips of

Yes. Sister," replied the old little Ferdinand wds the hymn 44 O 
Wuinat'. with trembling lips. Gloriosa Domini ! In after years it

‘ You were right. He is the man came from his lips in solitude and pub 
you knew. Last night he was sudden- lie places. It cheered him in trials and 
ly stricken and is now dying. It is temptations. lie sang it along the 
paralysis. At first his mind wander- roads of France and Italy, and he in- 
ed. and he called your name. Later toned it in the midst of his powerful 
he came to his senses and has already sermons. Mary was his companion and 
received the sacraments. I will take his hvpe. Throughout his busy life he 
you to him." never forgot the beloved of his child-

Catharine did not speak. Side by hood. Her presence gladdened his last 
side two women entered the infirmary, moments, and, while she sang his favor- 
where the old man lay dying. In a ite by mu, she led him in triumph to the 
moment Catharine was leani.-g over mansions of bliss.
him. As soon as permitted, little Ferdi

nand was enrolled among the cleriîs of 
the cathedral, where he excelled his 
com pan uns in learning and piety. As 
charity is the queen of virtues, so it 
was resplendent in his conduct ; and, 
like Francis of Assisi, he never refused 
a request made in the name of God. 
Long before he became acquainted 
with the sainted founder of the Friars 
-Minor, his character appeared 
formed after the Seraphic Prototype. 
For the love of Jesus Cruciled he 
bewailed the miseries of the poor and 
alllicted. His sweet conversation and 
agreeable manners revealed a tender 
heart, ajgentle disposition, and a soul 
adorned with charity.

Thus he passed bis childhood among 
the young levâtes of the Cathedral of 
Lisbon ; and to this day, he is revered 
as their model. In the middle ages, the 
cathedral schools, under the immediate 
guidance of the bishops, were nurseries 
of sanctity and learning. Far from 
secular turmoil, within the shadow cf 
the sanctuary, the youth of Lisbon 
grew in age, in wisdom, and in inno
cence. SucU was Ferdinand's childhood. 
How beautitul the day, in its noontide 
splendor, that followed so lovely a 
dawn !

Into a more fitting 
gentle voice : " 
tnio caro r" 
times, in a quiet hour, you will turn 
your heart to me, lonely here within 
these walls, for I love you like a son, 
Giovannini, my little one. May God 
and ail His saints have you iu their holy 
keeping this day and forever," and he 
embraced n.e tenderly.

And so ended my life in the old Scots 
College in Rome.
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THE LAST TRYST.
on

An old woman was walking up and 
down the long acacia avenue in the 
garden of the IlDtne for the Ages— 
under the supervision of the .Little 
Sisters of the Poor.

She had her beads in her hand, and 
presently, kissing the silver crucifix, 
depending from the rosary, she made 
the sign of the cross. A Sister was 
sitting darning stockings in a little 
summer-house near by.

“ Good morning, Catherine." she 
said, as the old woman reached the 
door,

“ Good morning, Sister," was the 
reply. "I wish my eyes weren't so bad 
till I’d give yon a hand at the mend
ing. Twas I was fine at the needle 
once, bat that's a long agr. I'm good 
for nothing now bat peeling the vege
tables and sayin’ my prayers."

“ And giving every one a cheery 
word," said Sister Beatrice, with a 
smile. 44 Toat counts for a great deal, 
Catharine. Sit there on the step and 
rest yourself."

The old woman sat down.

will never come within
men a., 
ned from entering into
““According to Dr. McKi 
no compromise on the <|u* 
riago and divorce at the 
tion ol the Kpiacopal Chur 
lie .aid :

•• The dint, net issue, 
was this : " Shall the h 
the attitude which it has 
this subject of marriage 

1808 and gralt op. 
law a modified recognition 
ciple of the absolute indi 
marriage ? The battle i 
fought out on that issue, i 
was not a compromise, bu 
re-assertion of tho i ight t
party in a divorce for 
adultery to marry again.

As president of the c 
do not forgot that Dr. Mi 

know the cl 
Never the le

stand F
•* I do, sir."
“Very well. Now, honour for honour. 

I will uake up jour affair with this man 
Creacli, or Graeme, or whatever *1»* he 
may call himself, and you may rest 
satisfied that. your quarrel will not 
HUtfor. And now, God bless you, my 
lad, and a hen you are older you will 
QhiAiiir me lor this day's work. Good
bye l" And he shook my hand wirmly, 
and stood watching me until I pAssed 
obi into the hall.

“Do you know me, Arthur ? ’ she 
asked, wiping the tears from her cheeks 
wi.h one old shriveled hand, while the 
other rested on his outside coverlet.

41 Sure I do, Cathie," he said, quite 
calmly. 44 But where are your brown 
lock»?"

44 Gone with yours, Arthur," she 
answered, smiling through her tears.

44 And where were you all the time?"
44 Looking for you mostly till I came 

to this good place."
“And I thought you went back on 

me! I thought it—God forgi ?e me, 
Cathie. I—l was 
but 1 never married.

44 You were not in New York at the 
place you told me, and no one knew 
where you’d gone. Arthur."

“ I waited nigh seven months with- 
44 That is a curious cru3ifix you have out tale or tidings." 

there, Catharine," remarked the dud. “'Twas my tault, Arthur. ^1 should 
44 Perhaps belonged to your mother." have come when you told me."

“ No, Si er, but to his." “No, but mine. 1 was too hot-
“ His ? thought you were never headed, and a rover always—always 

married ?" from the day I was born."
“ Nor was I, Sister, Catharine Blake ‘‘I knew your voice in the chapel 

I was born, and Catharine Blake I'll yesterday."
die. But there was a boy I liked once, 44 An’ did you ? Well, well, Twas a 
and he gave it to me waeu he lett crazy thing to do, Cathie, but I 
homo. ’Twas on account of him I came couldn't help it. 1 had to sing 
to America." I used to at home."

'• And why didn't you marry him, “’Twas God did it, Arthur. Praise 
Catharine ?" * and thanks be to His holy

4* Sure, I never found him. My all our wanderin's we're together at 
people wouldn't have me speak to him, last."
if they could help it. He was shift-I 44 Will you let her stay near me. 
les*, they said—and maybe ho was. \ Sister ?" asked the old man, with a 
But he had a kind heart, and he was j wan smile, as he softly patted Cath- 
fond of me. He was a great singer, arine's hand, 
aul ho played the fiddle flue, and a 44 As long as she likes, 
better lookin' bjy there was not in Sister. 44 All day if she wishes." 
the whole barony." 44 Then I'll never leave him, Sister

“ And you came to America looking dear," said Catharine, drawing a chair 
for him : That was not very wise to the bedside.
Catharine." Sister Beatrice went away.

44 He soit me the address ot the 41 Do you mind this, Arthur?" asked 
place where he lived. I waited seven Catharine, after a moment, 
months till I earned enough money. He lifted his eyes, and feebly ex 
I was at service with a farmer. Wtien tended his hand, chill with the touch 
I had the money in hand I came." of death. The fingers closed about the

44 Without telling your people ?" crucifix—he pressed it to his lips.
44 Without tclliog my people. My 44 My mother's cross ! Oh, Cathie," 

mother was dead long sinoe, my he murmured, 44 yours was the brave 
brothers and sisters all married. And true heart, acushla, the loving heart 
when I came to New York he was gone. After that he spoke no more. People 
And I never found him." came and went, but Catharine neither

44 That was some time ago, Cathar- heard nor saw them. Till the last 
ino ?" sx'd the Sister, glanciog at the flattering breath faded away into 
witheiod hands closed about the silver silence she sat, her hand in his, the 
crucifix in the old woman's lap. cruc.fix between them, token of a lile-

“Nearly fifty years ago—no less. Bat long human love, emblem of the love 
there's never a day since he gave me everlasting that was soon to encompass 
the cross that I did not say my beads him ; her quest forever done, her 
for him. I worked an' I worked, I patience rewarded, faithful to the end. 
went here an’ 1 went there, but I never —Mary E. Mannix, in Benziger a 
found him. There was a great tale Magazine, 
of gold in California in early days, and 
I came out, thinking maybe I'd meet 
him. But I never did, Sister dear, I 
never did. Blessed be the holy will of

since

I may as well admit here, that at 
times I am slow at displacing any idea 
wnich has once taken root iu my mind, 
and it was not until some years after I 
conceived the explanation that Creach 

this fellow's name at all, but

to be

position to 
enactments, 
accept the testimony atToi 
ports contained in the c 
accredited Episcopal on
log Church, » >« * 
«y mat Dr. Mchun » >
compromising canon is 
can generally be accent 
that this action of the lit 
la,t tall was radically 
that ot the clerical and 
Tho former were for the 
of the canon that would 
marriage even 
after divorce for the can 
To this the clerical am 
dissented, and it was onl 

to the clt

w<*s never
for some reason best known to himself 
he h«ad chosen to fare under it, when we 
met with him at Aquapendeute, uther- 

honoarable men would never have

She
wore a coarse black gown, but her 

gingham apron and the white 
silk handkerchief about her neck were 
scrupulously clean. Saftly waving 
ver locks framed a sweet, restful face, 
that must on 3d have been very baauci-

THE SAINT OF LITTLE INTERRUP- 
TIONS.bitter once—veryIon[g

Wist)
Aii»*er**'l lor him as they did. Bat this A charming story is told ' of St. 

Frances of Rome, that hoi v wif*-, 
mother, foundress of a religious order, 
widow, and then a nun in the order 
that she founded. She was born in 
1381, and died in 1 HO ; but the story 
toid of her has its ptcuUar adaptation 
of our hurrying, strenuous IU05.

For indeed ours is a harrying, rest, 
le s, active life today; and “ American 
itis ” is not a thing to be laughed at, 
but a very serious matter. Wo have so 
many calls upon our time, so little lei» 
are, so many interruptions, while such 
constant inroads are made upon oar 
strength and resources, that our nerv
ous faculties are denoralized and our 
patience is well nigh gone.

And who is it that docs not maintain 
that “ little, nagging things " are the 
worst of all ? Tne triflirg interrup
tions, the ceaseless chatter, the rat 
ing electric cars, the twanging tele
phone, the door bell, the callers, the 
business agents for tewing machines or 
44 postum cereal," for anything we wane, 
or nothing we want, — oh ! it may be an 
age of many conveniences, but they 
have brought in their train cndkss an
noyances as well. If we could only bo 
still for awhile, and attend only to what 
is important, to what is great !

Father Faber has declared that little, 
constant interruptions form the daily 
trial, the iar from self-imposed mortiti 
cation of the priest. St. Frances of 
Rome, however, teaches us something 

than that. So now for her story.
One day, this noble Roman lady knelt, 

down in her quiet oratory to say the 
prayers and read tho psalms she deafly 
loved. It was all so very quiet, and 
peaceful, and restful, as she read, in 
Psalm 72, the words : 44 How good is 
God to Israel, to them that are of 
a right heart. ... I am always 
with Thee. Thou hast held me by my j 
right hand ; and by Thy will Then hast 
conducted me, and with Thy glory Tho.i 
bast received me." But there and - 
then came a knock at her door ; her 
servant waited to say that Lorenzo, 
her husband, was departing for tho 
chase, and wished to say farewell to her.

Sweetly she rose and left her prayers 
—she was wont to say that “ a married 
wo nan must leave God at the altar to j 
find Him in her domestic cares — she 
saw her husband ride away, watching 
him faithfully till he was out of sight ; 
then she returned to her oratory, only 
to be interrupted three times more at 
that selfsame verse. Her child wanted 
to speak to her, she met him with a 
loving smile ; a pilgrim had come from 
the Holy Land, she humbly knelt and 
washed his travel stained feet, and rev
erently heard his story, and gave him 
food; a gay young nobleman, passing 
by. came in for an idle chat, and was 
patiently and courteously received.
Not once did a murmur cross those holy 
lips, sealed against any querulous or 
com

sil-
greatest interest, and a 
tion will mean advancement."

“ Oh, Father," 1 say, 44 f could not 
do that ! The Regiment Irlandia was 
my Uncle Soottos* regiment, and 1 
could not j >in any other."

“ You Scots are a famous people for 
hanging together !" he said, smiling ; 
"and f suppute you wouldn't care if 
the regiment were fighting for the 
Grand Turk himself ?" and he smiled

is by me w »y.
1 «vent forth from the Palace with my 

ht-ad iu a Aoirl ; for, though I was satis- 
part I had played towards 

Crete!., tnero was iny promise to the 
Colmui, and, despite every effort 1 
aiigut uitk'), my visits did not appear 

»,» defeasible as before. I tried 
to .ir,uo to myself that 1 hid not been 
forbidden ; but, somehow, that did not 

lUll! .out, and I was the more uu-

ful.
A ;d vim ;Im

to Ui< of the

eumioruiio when I called to mind the again.
uisl ke of the company 1 bad •• No, Father," 1 said, seeing nothing 

been iu tiio habit of keeping. to laugh at, " it could make no differ-
.i .w.jv.jr, it must be faced, and ho, once to me ; i would be only a cadet." 

M ■ reolag ■«!, i ukedtolM « Well, well/' said, quietly, 
alio vod t.i »eo the Rector and was a l- “tuch questions are perhaps as well 
mutvd to h s room. NS hen I entered left, to older heads. Now to bed, and 
he ...is sitting at his table alone and sleep if you can, for your days will be 
su-u- i sv, -then I saw his kind old face, mil until you leave."
I kuo.v suddenly why none of my ex- True to his word, the Rector sent to 
cu t:.i uuid answer ; 1 h id been deceiv- rne a tailor, by whom I was measured 
lug Cnis old man who had been like a for two full suits of regimentals ; a 
la. •• r to n -, who had never treated me broker, with side-arms and equipment ; 
save Wi .a kindness, and had trusted me 
without questioning. I was so over- 
c*i'UM tut I could not speak —over- 
%'uoluH'i with an utter sense of wroteu- 
etluuK.4—uui.il tie stretched out his hand

day previous
modilviiiR tho aba

Co.viv 1 out asi] canon
each of the two houses w 

final 
whic

Ch pfcer II.
Tin: ACGÜSTINIAS CANON.

A simple consecration cf himself to 
the service of the Blessed Virgin, in 
purity of life, did not satisfy the ardor 
of the holy youth. He was one of those 
heroic souls who never stop at any
thing short of the highest perfection of 
their state. At tho age of fifteen 
years ho resolved to abandon the 
world entirely. After mature delib
eration, he asked to bo received among 
the Regular Cancns of St. Augustine, 
and his request was granted.

Regular Canons are secular priests 
leading a community life. Several 
such communities sprung up, in the era 
of monastic reformation, a couple of 
centuries before. Among them were 
cathedral chapters, and the clergy of 
other churches. The canons of the 
Monastery of St. Vincent, near Lisbon, 
were living under the rale of St. 
Augustine, and in that holy abode our 
saint b- gan his religious career.

The silence, the retirement, the 
strict discipline, and the regular ob 
servance charmed the young novice, 
but it had one serious disadvantage. 
It. was too near his home, for it was 
just outside the walls of Lisbon. Fre 
quent visits of relatives and friends 
brought distraction of spirit, and lett 
little time for prayer. When he as
sumed the religious habit he resolved 
to sever his connection with the world. 
His sole aim was to advance in perfec
tion, and he longed for greater retire
ment. Hence he begged his superior 
to permit him to go to the Monastery 
of the Holy Cross at Coimbra. T^ie 
religious were unwilling to part with so 
rare a treasure, but the divine will was 
manifest in the desire of tho holy 
youth.

The Monastery of the Holy Cross, at 
Coimbra, was at the head of all the 
houses of the Regular Canons of St. 
Augustine in Portugal,and the fame of its 
s'net observance had gone throughout 
Europe. Antbony entered therein, to 
ward tho end of îr'ept^mbor 1212. after 
having parsed two y tars in tho Monas
tery of St. Vincent. At this period, 
two miracles occurred to render con 
spicious the hidden virtue of our saint.

A member of the community being 
taken seriously ill Anthony was as 
signed to tae duty of serving nim. The 
disease hai progressed so far that 
neither skill nor other human agencies 
could bring any relief. The attending 
physicians confessed their inability to 
effect a cure, and every earthly hope 
was gone. In this extremity our saint 
betook himself to prayer, and he asked 
God to do what appeared to be irapossi- 

Boullon, the leader of the first crusade ble to man. In faith and charity, ho 
for the liberation of the Holy Land merely touched the sufferer, when the 
from Moslem rule. malady disappeared. The sick man in

He was born, on the feast of the As- stantly arose,and,running to the church,
he extolled the power of God and char 
ity of His servant.

Tho other miracle was not less re
markable. It was the custom of An- 
thouy to turn toward the chapel, and 
adore the Blessed Sacrament whenever 
he heard the sound of the altar bell. 
One day the bell rang while he was en
gaged in some duty ; and, as usual, he 
knelt in fervent adoration. To reward 
hit faith and devotion, the wall opened, 
and he was able to assist at the Holy 
Sacrifice celebrated in the adjoining 
chapel. The Bellandists say that a 
similar favor was granted to other saints, 
but the miracle, in this instance, does 
not become less marvelous.

Anthony's chief aim was to be hidden 
in Christ, and deprived of earthly hon
ors, that ho might win a crown of 
celestial glory, lienee he delighted in 
being assigned to menial duties, but he 
devoted to study and prayer all his 
time not taken up in other works of 
obedience. As the bible was his favor
ite book, so it may be inferred that 
prayer was his most fruitful study. 
Thus we read of the Seraphic Doctor, 
St. Bonaventure, that he pointed to the 
crucifix, when asked by St. Thomas to
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marriage after a divi 
it implicitly declares 
to proclaim the rig 
official capacity and 
sacred grounds call 
Can a better sampli 
measure be afforded t 

THE GOSPEL 
Dr. McKitn declar 

accord with the stat 
Oibbons that “ th 
remedy in this quest 
go back to the Gosp 
nis official relations 
vention his word l 
when he says that 
tho canon that fins 
body were of the san 
observed that Dr. M 
for those who favo 
that was eventually 
would not, however, 
bers of the House 
majority of the 
sitting in a commi 
These, no less than 
voted for the suce 
dare say, would 
opinion regarding 
Gospel to the quest 
of Bishops and the 
in the committee ol 
for the absolute ini 
riage. And so wh 
attitude toward th 
teg the only effect

a nl. to my great satisfaction, a periw.g- 
uiakor» who took my size fjr my first 
w.g, until my hair should grow long 
enough to be dressed in queue.

At last all was ready, and I swag
gered about in my finery, and bade fare
well to my comrades, all of whom great
ly envied me—even Angus, thjugh he 
would not confess to it, However, he 
had the satidaction of walking through 
the streets with me to pay our respects 
to Mr. O'Rourke, who had just com
pleted his course, and was to take 
orders immediately.

He at once pretended great astonish
ment, and begged Angus to introduce 
him t) 44 tho General," and then broke 
into an old ranting Irish air :

ii

Mid x.tid, g. citly,
" D i, F : her," I cried, 44 let me leave 

the l i.ltigv 1 Lot me gj away l" too 
uimu.'Aolu to think of anything else.

41 Nil, no, Giovannini. Tnat would 
be a co '. i d's way of meeting trouble. 
Co u -, toil me what the matter is. and 
wu 11 .tv; i il there is not some better

6\:l

III
Ir -

w*y ouï. than turning your back on, 
ft, i d In pitted inn on the cheek as 
it I were still a child. Indeed, I t< It 
like one then, and lor the matter of 
th it .sl.v iy » did when talking with him.

So l hluuderod out tho story of my 
doing», to all of which ho listened in 
his quiet, gontlo way, helping me out 
wueu I i iu.id it hard to go ou, until the 
wn<>1o story wts told, whereupon 1 telt 
a mi,*:, y iviief, for tho worst was now 
over and l had quite unde up my mind 
as to wii it part 1 would take iron now

P
m

“ WH your « di an' lace
An' four wnrlik-- face 

In a l -mbit» fright ye thr w mo—
Giovanni, me dear
Y ju locked so 

Uh. Jo
And away he marched up and down 

the room to his d >ddering old song, 
and then drew up before mo, making 
passes a-» if he wore saluting, and bowed 
almost to his knees, bringing his hands 
up to his forehead and performed a low 
salute, which ho informed Angus was 
only given to the Grand Turk on great 
occasions.

44 Well, well," he said, at last, with 
a great sigh of relief, 44 my heart is 
va-.y new I see they wouldn’t trust you 
with a sword : though I might set you 
up with the cook's skewer, it they won't 
do anything better for you !" And 
here, at last, ho hu : needed in angering 
me, lor it Was a point I was somewhat 
uncertain about, and only my delicacy 
had prevented my speaking of it to 
Father Urbani.

" "Vis lucky for you, Mr. O'Rourke, 
that I haven't it," 1 said, 44or I would 
triHs you so that the heathen you are 
going to ford would 1 avo nothing more 

! !"
posed he would be off as a missionary 
like most of those from tho L’ropagaada.

"I don't know about tho eating, 
Giovannini, ray son, but you aro quite 
right about the heathen, for I am going 
to follow the Drum like yoursolf, and 
if you ever come proi erly accredited 
to the Chaplain of tho Company of St. 
James, in the Regiment Irlandia, y au 
may have a surprise."

"Oh, Mr. O'Rourke!" I shouted, 
embracing him at 
"surely this isn't only another bit of 
your funning."

44 Fanning ? 'Tis genuine brimstone 
and piety combined, that's what it is, 
an l Aithin a week after I take orders 
I'll be off. So 'tis only ‘goodbye’ till 
'tis 4 good-day ' again."

The next morning, when I went to 
take leave of Father Urbani, I saw be
fore him on the table a silver-mounted 
s word, at the sight of which my heart 

», fo 1 could not doubt
it was for me. 
suspensa, but handed it to me at once. 
" See what you think of that, Giovan- 
uini?"

! drew out tho beautiful blade, found 
it balanced to a nicety, and could not 
forbear making a pass or two, even iu 
his presence, at which he smiled and 
sail, " Carry it bravely, little 
carry it bravely, and sometime* 
bvr tho old man who gave it to you 
*vill nightly pray that you may be kept 
in safety in tho path of honor. Come, 
I will see you somewhat on your way," 
ho added, and we passed out into the 
street together.

Conscious of my brave appearance, I
could not help strutting as we passed

ll y koewye'

Oil.
Aftor all, ho d d not say very much 

in tho way »f blame, excep' that should
I
a .an the 11 i sc. duty 1 had before me 
w v. t, » r« quest his pirdou for mixing 
him up 'u my affairs, as il the Colonel 
of » • ■ r, ne it had nothing el so to do 
tbau 1 >>( ;.vr a school-boy's quarrels 

Among p'ot'ers ami schemers," he 
•.i'li some touch of scorn, 44 you 

ii • ï with strange company, and, 
wi:I take up with such, you may 

j . ie.Kiio *Capt tin CruAChV and 
N «w I am nut going to talk 

m vj night, and 1 wmi you to 
i 14M r well over until 1 hav - 

• » o)l M ac Donnell iaud have do- 
• i h tb is best to be done, 
ly irry, Giovannini. that you 
lot trusted in your best friend." 
vita a heavy no.art I said good- 

took my way to my room

ST ANTHONY OF PADUA ANPfTHE 
TWENTIETH UEfcTURY.• with Colonel Mac Donnell

God !" BY KEY. FRANCIS DENT,* *
Chapter I.It was a strange little procession— 

inaugurating the Forty Hours. Four 
of the least decrepit among the old 
men carried the canopy, while such of 
their companions as were able fol
lowed. Behind came the old women, 
then the Sisters, chanting the /’inje

I'adna has its university, with a 
history of several hundred years. It 
was the birthplace of Livy, the his
torian. and it is enriched with many 
raturai beauties, but iu none of these 
1 es it glory. The name suggests one 
thought, and one tradition excludes 
every other. A church and a tomb 
«arm its chief attraction. Millions of 
hearts turn to Padua, because it is the 
resting place of St. Anthony, the 
w.ii der worker of every land, and the 
illustrious son of the Seraphic Patri
arch, Francis of Assisi.

Padua was not, however, his birth
place, neither was Anthony always his 
name. Lisbon, the chief city of Por
tugal, gave him birth and ho received 
tho name of Ferdinand in baptism. 
His parents were Martin Bulhan and 
Teiesa Tevora. His mother was des
cended from the ancient kings of 
Asturis, and on his father’s side he be
longed to tie same stocn as Godfrey de

44 the

i/>
Litha vo

Suddenly from among the group of 
men a voice chimed in feeble at first
but swelling in volume as it gained 
courage. A flutter ran through the 
whole length of tho procession.

Some of the men looked at one an
other with a surprised and disap pro v 
iug shake of the bead ; many of the 
wo non pressed their lips together, 
hardly able to restrain a smile. Cath 
arme Blake walked at the < nd with 
her friend and comrade, Bridget Miles.

" G >d bless m? 1" whispered Bridge4. 
44 What old man is that ? ’Twas a fine 
voice, though, Catharine."

Catharine put her finger to her lips, 
and made no sound. But there were 
tears in the faded blue eyes, and the 
hands that wrapped themselves about 
tho silver crucifix trembled as with 
palsy.

It was late in the afternoon before 
the old woman could waylay Sister 
Beatrice, for whom she had been 
watching. At last she saw her com
ing out of the chapel, where she her
self had spent the greater part of the 
day.

th

ltenu

For 1.1ni^nt
alot.v

plaining utterance by the one sooth 
ing. uplifting thought of 44 the will of 
God.":

In the morning word was brought to 
• it I was to remain in uiy room, 

»üich I li l all tho more gladly as it 
> >vl well for tho gravity of my 
for at) ive all things what I most 

s being taken as merely a 
buy's whim. However, 1 was speedily 
aa»ur- i ot i*s impurtanco by the visit 
ot on • I our Jesuit fathers, wiio very 
ev'io introduced his mission and began 
to urge bis arguments why i should con
tinue my studies and 
tor i . pr . s mood. But this I resented 
nt -ti -, .aying, 44 Sir, I w.as left hero 

h by the ord«r of the Rector, 
Slid l have no wish to be disturbed." 

X bin: lie was wi»e enough to take ; 
unit) i ig something abjut “ like 

, likv son," ho left me once more

But when she went back, peacefully, 
the fourth time to her little room, it 
seemed to her she saw a radiant form of 
heavenly beauty disappear from her 
prayer-desk ; and, on the page of her 
missal, shone out in golden letters of 
unearthly loveliness the words of her 
psalm at which she had been so contin
ually interrupted, and by 44 little inter
ruptions " only : "I am always with 
Thee. Thou hast held me by my right 
hand ; and by Thy will Thou hast con
ducted me, and with Thy glory Thou 
hast received me."

Here lies the cure for our nervous
ness, our worry our 44 Americanitis " 
if you choose to call it 
take our little interruptions, as we try 
to take our great ones, simply and 
sweetly as the will of God. This is tho 
one thing necessary, and by doing it. 
we embrace always the better part of 
Mary ; for ho who does God’s will 
everywhere, in small things as in great 
things, finds God everywhere, and, 
whether iu crowds and tumult, or in 
prayer and Communion, he stirs not 
from his place at Jesus’ feet. Let us 
look thus on 44 little interruptions," 
that come, uncalled-for but imperative, 
in our daily lives sooner or later, in 
God's good time, our restless, nervous, 
storm tossed beings will become 44 calm 
as the whirlpool's central drop." 
—Sacred Heart Review.
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the same time,
sumption of the Blessed Virgin, in the 
year 11U5, and his baptism took place 
in the Cathedral of Lisbon, eight days 
after. The baptismal font was pre
served for age», and it was exposed to 
the veneration of the faithful on every 
feast of the saint.

The cathedral was dedicated to the 
Assumption of the Blessed Virgin ; and 
this ciroun'-tance, together with the 
day of his birth, seemed to presage his 
future tender devotion to tho Queen of 
Heaven. NVhile yet a babe, he gazed 
with delight, ou the sacred temple, 
and his mother ofteu had to carry him 
to the door or window from which it 
cculd be seen.

The family residence was converted 
into a magnificent church, and it was 
destroyed by an earthquake on the 1st 
of November, 17Ô5. A fire consumed 
the ruins, and everything combustible 
was reduced to ashes, except the altar 
dedicated to our saint. When the work 
of removing the debris began, a young 
man was found alive and well. He took 
hie preservation as a mark of the divine 
protection, bat all Lisbon marveled. 
During his confinement a Franciscan 
friar came to him with food, and cheered

ue day prapare

[

]i| ï so. NVe must,Sister, dear," she asked, "can you 
tell me tho name of that man who 
joined iu the singin* this mornin' ? Is 
he here a long time ?"

" 11 is name is Arthur Donahue," aid 
Sister Beatrice. 44 He is a newc nier 

very feeble, but begged to be allowed 
to walk in the procession to-day. He 
meant no harm, poor man, and his 
voice is remarkably good for 
his age."

" That is so, Sister," Catharine re
plied in a low tone. " But years ago 
it couldn't bo beat in all Ireland. 
That's the boy I told ye of, Sister, 
dear."

fa' Horn

XIy m-xt interruption wa» an order 
to wait on Esther Urbani, which I did 
« tu great readiness, and to my joy saw 

ii reflections had not rendered 
hi h any !••.»» kindly t » mo or 

“ Well, my dear Giovannini, 
not wish to dis

:

He did not keep me inII
th

my hopes. 
" ho said,

fit are with Father Paulo.
>'>u have caught somewhat ot tho 

bru-qu* m-tD ot the camp already," 
Bu in smiling reassured me.

" No, bottier," I said, 44 I held, in 
the abiouee of my own lather, you are 
the ouly one to whom I am bound in 
such matter.» ; but I had no intent to 
be rude "

So, with tins introduction, we began 
car argument, and to all he said I as
sented, but assured him I should make 
bat a sorry priest if my heart were

a man ofcuss your 
He tells me

It.

remern-

" Are you sure, Catharine ?" 
44 Yes, Sister ; that’s the 

I seen him. 
and

boy,
His hair is white 

his face old, butnow,
it would take more changes than 
them for me not to know Arthur when 
1 cast my eyes on him. Would you
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