i

Ml

CATHOLIC

C HR O

NICLE.

P \\u'
@
i

VOL. X VL

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, AUGUST 18, 1865.

No. 2.

ANGELA;
AN HISTORICAL TALE.
CHAPTER MI.—aA MARTYR’S HORES.

"1Let us gask t.besa"msrtyre, these monsrchs of the

East,
Who are sitting ‘zow in beaven at their Saviour's

endless feest, .
To get us faith from ‘Jesus, and hereafter faith's

bright bome, .
And day esd vight to thank Mim for the glorious
fuita uf 'Rome. —London Oralary Hymas.

Angela pursued her way ratheriless rapidly
along tle rocky path, -now graduably descendiny,
ull Lhey stood at the entrauce of a'tavine, which
stretched uptbefore them n picteresque obseu-
nity ; for vhe-rays-of the moou could nor reach s
depths. . .

¢ Naow, Sic Kaight? sad she, turning as she
reached his powt, thus letting the ligbt of the
moon {ail #fuil oo - her shaded face, *go straight
on; you -ceunpot-miss 1t now, Lthink. Hark!
you can-eren-hear the gush of the walers.’

¢ God and cor Bless=d Lindy eeward your cha-
nity 10 &-poor Knight of 8t. Jobha,’ saud ber cow-
panion 3 ‘*'but, by beaven, I wiil see you back to
the ouiskwis of' the town j yeu ctmnol return
alone so fer)

¢ "Phere 1s-no- need,” sad Aogela, ¢I shall
take 2 0fferevtwwasy, Lo preveat altracting atien-
tion. Byt what s that noise-in the valley be-
low £ she-added, .as the distinct tramp of mea
broke the-silluess of the mgni.

are forlunately-on the right track, and I have
only mow:to join tiem. One-wvord more before
we part.  Tellvaze your neme, maiden, thatl
may repay you, ‘where alove I canat preseat
do so.

¥ am -a nomeless maiden, Sir Koight,’ said:

the maiden-sadiy; my only neme is Angela. 1
never kaew aunther,’

¢ Blessed:Lady ! card the Emght. ¢ I thought
‘I heard you meution it the churchyard, aad
there ds-such a hleness—’

« Y.ouc.men-are approaching, Sir Knight,’ seid
the marden. ;¢ it-were not becorng that they fownd
us thus-atoue in the dead of.night. TFarewell!
God speed jou'! A service readered to a Kuight
of tuze Crouss 1s but.a duty 3 and, without wail-
mg a Feply, she bounded dowvn a path to the
light, avd therkaight saw her hght form reap-
pear at -some distauce, and then again disappeur
into the-towa. Lken, and thee ouly, did be rouse
bimseif +o tar as to rejoin quietly his companioss,
and leat them tosthe spring wndeated o bim.—
They fovad wwithout further difficulty, fified their
vessels, aad returaed 10 their, gualley wilhout mo-
lestatieu.

Not so.easily fared Angela. As she turned
into the fown by another entracee, she saw stand-
ng 1 the-shade the forin of .a.mau, eyidemly at
templing .concealment, and .yet eyemg‘eagerly
the valley irom winch she bad come. * She had
almost reached the spot where he stood belore
she percerved (lum, and then .at a glince n.ade

sure 1t was no other than Fravcesco Commenos |
the last person .10 the world -ske could wish to,

bave seen ber. «Lu conscious ~anocence, how-
ever, she prssed rapudly on, caircnenthng berselt
1o God, not however, before she heard . wat-
ter 1o hmsedls

¢ It s sue herself, the Frank dogs, adopted
daughter

The door of the hovse was «pen as she reach-
.ed it 5 and hastly hurrging in, she met the hor
rified lovks of Sister Irancesca aod another
.nun, who were standing iu «lose coasultation to
gether. _

My child said the good Sister, ¢ what 1s
Abis1 ~ Where have you keen? We were just
gag 1o seek for you.” : :

« Surely you are not going to follow Annetta’s
-exawple, chned io the otber.

Auvgela cast a laok, we must confess,.of rather
proud contempt at the latler gpeaker ; aud bur-
rying up, to Sister Francesca, ook both her
bands, aud -tooping down kissed them, saying, as
she Jooked earnesily to ber face, .

¢ Matber, | have dcue notbiag wrong. Wil
Fou truel se,and ta-tmurrow moruag L will go my-
gelf and teil Monsigaore ail that bas happesed 7

So saywg, she j-asved out on the lerrace 10
avoid any mure guestivos.

The 1wo Sisters stood lor a momeat in sileace.
There was a manner about Asgela that removed
suspicion, aud her mention of the ‘Bishop’s vume
silenced hedm at once,

¢ Mother,” satrd Sister Batusta at last, ¢ let me
stay here with you to-mght. 1 am so startled, 1
could wot sleep alone; ued that chuld - looks
just s if she bad seen St. George as well as 17

*s But are you. sure, my Stsler, replied Sister
Francesca, ¢ that 1t was uot imagwary r

* Quite sure, Mother, replied the pam. ¢ T
had risen Iroin my place to go home, aud bad
just turned from the. Alter and advanced towards
the door, when 1 saw St. George standuig in the
moouligbl, cased 0 silver araor, “just hke he s

18 the picture io’ the Cathedral, with a belmet on-

his head, and a Jance that glieanered lke a star.
He was paciug quite noiselessly up and dowa the
charchyara, and the rays that tell from him were
so bright I wasquite bewildered 5 and I fell down
prostrate on the fleor wiere you found me, Mo-
ther, and brought me home with you.’

*Holy Virgin!® replied Sister Francesca,
¢ what does this portend ? Some new device of
the inRiels is on foot. But lie down, Sister, and
rest  for it is late. You izay sleep here, and we
may leave the door isto lhe terrace open; for
once that child is gozing out on the porf, she
will not easily .come 1 agamn, aad the nizht is so
fice the docr were better open all night)’

¢« But I am takig your bed, Mother ¥’ said the
nee. _

¢ Wo, you are mot, my child,” replied Sister
Frencesca; and she retired inte her litile cham-
ber, if the -hole she inbabited mght be calicd
sech, and there, laymng berself on the pieces of
wood that served her only couch, was sooa calai-
ly aslesp. Sister Pattista endeavored to do the
same outside; but Apgela waiched long that
otght, Starling at every sound, she sal gazing
from the terrace, till, to her inexpressible reliel,
she-distiactly saw the whole party of Chnstians
make their way to the beach, and even perceived
theflash of the Knight’s armor as he stepped into
the brat that-was to row them to the galley.—
‘Snortly alteryscouts were seen in all directions
looking out fram the peighboring bills, aud a
party of armed men were making their wey to-
wards the -shere. DBut the gulley was uonder

- | weigh, and spreading her white sasis to the cool
¢ ¢ is-ouly myemen, said the Kmght: ¢ they. weigh, and spreading aer

widnight breeze, was soon hovening among the
atr 1slands that bounded the horizoa. Wiy was
it-that Angela gazed after it as if her whole
hopes of happioess were centred in that beaunful
bark:? Shefzocied it was the romance of hav-
mg seen for the first time ome of the brave
Kuights of ‘St. Jolin 5 but yet she lelt there was
an undefined something ore. So at lust, wea-
ried out with-ker own thoughts, shé lawd her head

| on the parapet of the terrace, and 1 ihat posi-

noa, fanned-by the mght breeze, slept soundly
tdl.mermng. '

. was yetearly when Angela stoad at the
doar of -the,patace ; and passoy inte the women’s
guest-room, waited the arrival of the Bishop.—
e did notileeep her long waiting, aad, as she
knelt for Ins olessing, with more thay usuul kind
ness pressed-his band in benediction on her bead 5
aed {ooking  fulf at ber, with on= of Lhose genlie

very soul of those he conversed wilk, said, as
slie rose and-steod betore hun,—
-¢ Where wae my cluld last might so late

¢ Ap, Father) she replied, ¢ you koow all about

it already. Sister Fraocesea hus been telling.

Butd don’t mind,” she contivued, whele 2 pecu-
liue-seale crossed the Bishop’s lace, ¢ though they
did.make out that I was following Axgerta’s ex-
ample,;? and she began relaling the histery of the
eveaing before.

¢ Apd what were you saying, my child, as the
Koniuht stood besile you in the churcbyard of St.
Jotn’s2 sad the Bishop at last, as she fnished
relating the last words of the Kught.

Sle colored slightly.

¢ Ah, Father, I was again thinking that T was

Lady that [ would serve ber, uader the protec-
lion of St. Jobn, as lbe spouse of her Son,
so that I did but fiad my name sod parentage.’

The Bishop rose,:aad walked to the wwdow
overlooking the port; and Angela almost uncon-
scieusly tollowed, and stood beside nm, her at-
tention rivetied .on the expression of s counte-
naoce. His silvery beard fell nnjestically over
his worn and shightly stooping form. Tie mark
of the cross graven from bis birth on bis fore-
bead, now seemed distivetly to rise and stand
out hike burning rubies from the flesh around,
which sssumed a hue of wnearthly whiteness ;—
and ‘Apgela almost fancied she coufd see a pale
hight lisgeriog rouad 11, kissing the red rug that
could be partly seeo on the aide of the throat un-
corered by s beard, and hghting i up il
shone like curbuncles 1n the rays of the sun.—
Slowly he raised hus eyes to beaven ; and Angela
involuntarity koelt i awe, as the tears began si-
lently 10 course down his aged cheeks, while
a look of uueartlly ecstacy gathered on hus fea-
tures. '

¢ Ah, my Jesu /' he murmured at last, spread-
ing abroad lis with red hands; the white babit
of St. Dummick, which he always wore, seem-
ing to gleam with the reflection of the heavenly
consolations that were mundatiog h1s soul,—* ah,
my sweet Jesu! the tuue is then at last near
‘witen 1 shall shed my bload far Thee! Oh, hope
of my early years! oh, one longing of my soul
through hfe ! art thou, then, indeed on the eve
of bemg accomphshed? Angela, 'my daughter,
thy prayer is beard.
pame and thy kindred will be restored to thee
yet.a dsrk cloud of sorrow and trial is gathering
over thee; promise here, before the lmage of
the. Crucified, that thou wilt confess the name of

Christ, if necds be, unto death.’

yet percing glances which seemed 1o read the

a nameless creature 3 and I made a vow to our.

*1 promise 1t,—s0 help me God,’ returoed the
awe-siruck girl, clasping ber hands, and gazing
reverently into the spired. face of the bely
Bishop, from whom a supernatural strengih seem-
ed 10 descead at that hour, and fll her soul wirth
aa ardor that would have faced death or torlure
in the cau-e Christ. :

He made 1he sign of blessing over ber with
the pectoral cross, which was the wonder-work-
ing means of alnost ail his miracles.

¢ Spouse of Jesu! not here, but w other
lands, the great St. Jobn be thy guard, thy re-
fuge, and tuy rest. ;

Filied with astonishment and awe—far his
words sermmed ouly the answer to, and an expla-
vation of, her thoughis the night before, thouph
a veil of mystery rested stll aver them,—she
now percerved 1hat Dom Michele bad entered
wnnoliced, and was gaziag sileatly, hke bLer, on
the still ecstatie features of the Prelate. Mon-
signore Carga now turaed to him.

* Do Michele,” said he, ¢ the marriage feast
is almost ready.

¢ To-morrow,

Monsignore,” sasl the good

priest, thinking he was speaking of Annetta’s,

wedding, which was to take place the next day.
¢ 1 ooly wish the bridal pair were better fitted to
partake of it

¢ Not quite so seon,’ returaned the Bishop; =
montl must pass ere 1t be celebrated.’

*I do mot tlwuk they will consent to wait,
Monsignore,” replied the priest. ¢ Francesco
Commenos, at least, 18 10 a wighty great bucry.’

Lae Bishop sunled.

¢1 did not mean Francesco Commenos® wed-
ding, but Giovanai Andrea Carga’s ; but s the
bride ready 7’

¢ Truly, Monmgnore, replied Dom Michele,
who began to see inio the myslic mesnisg of s
words, * if the bridegroom be Giovanm Audrea
Carga, the bride must be poor Doz Muchele
Faleologo.; for God do se to me, and more also,
if avght but death’part thew.”” =~ -

¢ And even death witl pot part them, Dom
Michete,” replied the Bishop ; ¢ that tuge will be
but the bridal-day, woich will unite 1rm toge-
ther before their Kng, See you those waters
that he 50 sl before us? There, even there, s
the sceue of ocur coutlict.’

¢ I am ready, Monsignore,’ said the good priest
—¢ give me but your blessing, that your manile
of ligh courage m+y descend upon my poor weak
soul;” and he crossed himseft devoutly, as 1he
Bishop conlinued 1o tones that seemed hike the
very ceho of Lis Master’s on earth :

¢ bave prayed for thee, that thy strength fail
wot.  Be el good courage, for tie enemy shall
pot prevai agaast thee P

*The whole town isn a stic this morning,’
said Do Michele, after a pause of several win-
utes, during wineh there was deep sience, un-
broken save by the busy hum of the town borue
up to the windows, ¢ about a supposed apparition
of St. George, walking up and down the chureh
yard of St Jubn, Oue hus seeu him pussing
swiftly along the streets ; another on the sea-
shore, majesucslly waving his sword ; another
rouad the hill-side, with lts shining lance,~in
tact Lhe tales are numberless, and spread from
wouth lo wmouth Lke wildfire, carrying a panic
along with them ; for these apparam(\'us always
portend some misfortune. I coneluded at last
that some onv belonging to the Maltese vessel
that auchored in our port last night had been
wandering aboul the towa in knightly armor j—
but your Lordship’s words make me begin o
think there is some truth 1a the reports, es
pecially as there is no gailey io the harbor this
wmorsing.’

It left this morning, about two o’clock,’ re-
plied Aagela.

¢ Ah, you bave been watelung it tll that hour)
returned the gaod priesc; ¢ and you loock, foo,
as if you bad wot slept all pight.  Per Buacco
cootinued he, seemng ner changing color and con
stious fuce ; * but | shall begin to thwk 1vis 1rue
what they say, that you were seen at mrdoight
talking 1o the apparition.

“ Aud if I was, Father,’ replied she, ¢ you will

1 shall not see it 3 but thy |

not suy, like Sister Battista, that | am smutating
Aannetta, will vou ? .

‘Does a word said for your good rankle so
long within you, my child? sad the Bishop
kindly. * How, then, will you keep the promise
you have just made to your Liord 2

weepng and  consuience-stricken girl; *how
right you are! May G d forgive me, aud give
me grace 10 do all His will.?

¢ oly Virgin!" here broke in Dom Michele;
‘there ure suls, in pood earnen! See, see,
Moansignore, one, two, three, out there, turning
the beadland over against- Paros; and there
comes another, as [ am speaking. Why, it isa
whole «quadron.’

“lt 15 the Viceroy of Naples’ flaet, replied
the Bishop, as tranquily as it were a thing he

had-expectied - Jong. ¢They will anchor: in the

port; and, Aongela, my child, though I do not

John last night to find the spring, Jo not let your
charity carry you to do the snme to these Nea-
po itans ; for they aie the sworn enemtes of the
Republic of Venice, and are wagmng an unnalu-
ral war, Christian agawst Christian, when all
shoutd be united agalst our common foe—the
infidel, Neutber the Pope nor 1ae Knights of
Malta will help thewm, though repeatedly sohicited
to do so; so our ine must be to fnllaw the course
adopled 10 these matters by the Vicar of Curist,
aud not (0 give apy upnecessary hondle to the
‘Turks to chastise the ivocent, by making them
tancy we uphold one side a zawst the other.?

*That is just what T was Urying te convince
her of Jast night,? sud Dam Michele. ¢ [ hope
you will mind onsignore’s words more than you
seewn to have doue nue, Angela,’

¢ It 1s pot exacily the same case, Father,’ re-
plied Angela playfully 5 ¢1t was simply a watter
of precaation not to aid the Kuights of St. Junn.
Not 1o ad the Neapalitavs 1s duty backed by
precaution.’

* Ah, you arguer,” said the priest, | ughing and
shaking Ius finger at her 5 ¢ you must always have
the lust word,.?

¢ Dun Dlichele, said the Dishop, ¢ send for
Dom Autouwo, the Grand Viear, and T will pive
orders how 1o act during the tine tins fleet 15 in
the harbor.  Aud now, Angela, my child,’ be
added, as the priest left the roova, *i wil give
you smnething you wmust keep very careflully, as
the ouly thtog thal remawmns whereby the identity
of you birth could be discovered.? . He pulled
farth a steel chain, to wiich huag appended a re.
iquary. ¢ Not being of value, I conclude 1t was
ot thought worth while to rob you of it; and [
took 1t (roir your ueck and preserved it when
you {ell ivto my hands. See, there re intals
engraved on ut, and a relic ol the trae Cross is
eachased witlin,  Take it, aud keep 1t salely ;
for I wnay not have avother epportumity of giving
it to-you.? '

¢I huve a faint recollection now,’ said An-
gela, ¢ of my motnier hanging ths round my neck
and @akmg me kiss it mmorning and  evemng, and

¢ On, my Father, my Father? replied the now |

wember my  brother’s tryg ope day to 1ake 1t
away froin me in a cluldish quarrel,  But why
give 1t me now? why not keep it as hereto-
fure 2’ she added, a sirange pang shooling across
her heart.

Bat she had no time for more, as Dom Mi-
cbele summened the Bishop away ; and tender-
ly giving her s piriing blesaing, he lelt the
roosm.

There she stoad, watcling those proud galleys
that evening, as they beat their way o the
port ; fur a strong unorth wind had arren, which
almost forbade their votrance, and they bore wp
agnnst i, dashing Lhe foam from thewr hundred
oars, and looking, to her eyes, lite beautfut sea
moensters Moughng  their way along the deep
wlile, on the other band, the testive sang  close
by awnounced the eve ol Aunella’s marmage.

Before dayhght the next toruing, the wed-
ding procession had passed wp to the purish
churel, the nuptial Hiss bad beew said,—though
no partaking of the Blessed Sacrament could
vuke place, as Francesco, even in the tmost
salemn part of the s rvice, refused to koeel, and
seeined, by his scornful manner and contemptu-
vus smife, to be veritpmg Dom Micnele’s predic-
tion of a few eveniags belore.  Gruly went rovnd
the jest and 1he song, the wige-cup and the
fligon ; but even amid the marriage festivilies
Prancesco was (o be seen eagerly asking alter
any news of the Neapolit.n vessels, and exchang-
tng glances aud words of seerel tmport with s
Greek friends, who composed all s invitalions
10 1he wedding-dinner.

A carouse long into the night, and a dance
which was kept up till mdmghi, ended the enter-
tainment ; and (hen Annetta wds borne 1o her
busbaud’s howuse, past the deor where ber aunt wa.
sull kneeling in prayer for ber ; nor could 1o
gond pun restrain ber lears, as she lhougl:f of
her woo once had promised so fair, and longed 1o
dedicate herself to God, as the pure spouse ol
His Son, being ziven vp so far 10 the desires ol
her own heart as to have her fate indissolubly
bound up with that of an alien from the fuld ol
Cirist,  Nay, more; Francesco was the well
kiown machinator of all the calumnies and plots
which some of The schusmnanie Greeks had long
been trywg (o concoct agamst the Pastor of the

isfand, in revenge for the firnness he had showa
in opposwng any Catbolic furmshiog them with
malerials tor (he construction or reparation of
their churches, and the nuwmerous coopver-
sions Bis zeal and boly lfe had eflccted amoug
them, :

Persons may wonder at Francesco’s insisting
on marrying Aouetta ; but she was decidedly.the
prettiest girl 1o the townand the very boast of bav-.
ing persuaded the pretty postulant ot Saint Joho's:
to have him;  and the certaicty he’ feft of being
able to carry oul-his plan of perverting her from
her fuith afier he had made away wilh the bishop

blamie you for helpiog the brave Kuight of St.'

induced it to‘conseat o any thing to “gain bis

pE A A

now, as 1 look atit, methinks a3 yesterday [ re- |

ends. A pigue, too, aguest Angela, who, ue-

conscious of lis admrration, vever even turned:
to logk at him, or hsten to im when she eonid.
1znore him oo Jonger, mads him the more deter-

mined to ohan Aupeita—and we have seen how-
wel! be succeeded.

CHAPER IV. — A SKETCH OF THE BISHJP’S‘!’
LIFE.
* [Tis words like gentlest dews distil,
His fice as enlin na summer’s eve,
Hig 102k can tame the wilaest will,
Acd muke the glouteat heary o grieve.,”
London Orutory Hymns..

The Venerable Giovanni Andrea Carga was:
born i the year of our Lord 1560, in the eity
of Venice, IHis Mother Modesta, winle on &
visit to her relations, brought into the world the
marvellous child, who even before ns birth bad
been, we may well imagine, a source of spiritual
jov and consolation instead of sorrow, as if to-
prengure what sanetity God bad in store for this:
favored clnld of hers; and how very great was
tne wondering awe of the 4llendants when they
perceived on the brow of the uew-barn babe a
red mark in the form of a eross, and romwnd his
neck an excrescence, as if formed by nature to
vetcken the kind of martyrdom he was one day
to endure, 1t was the 11ih of November, and:
in hosor of the warrior-sait the child was im~
mediately baptized Martin, and brought up by
his piows mother more hke a treasure committed,
to her care to be returned to God, than mothes..
often do.  And scon the child gave all fose -
marks of sanctuy which God s pleased to shiow
forth in those whom he is culling to emnent
holmess.  Grave, silent, uninelmed to the sports. .
of his age, the little Martin spent bis time either
before the Blessed Sacrameat, or the favaoite-
picture of a Madonna that hung in one of the
rooms of 1he palace ; and those who lovked upon
s unearthly beauty and angehie modesty, Jomed
to all the graeelut simplicity of a child, often
struck with a secret awe, said to the wondening
mother :

¢ Wrat an one, tlnk you, shal) this child he 7~

One day she met himn commg out of Iis favor -
ite room, nnt, as usual, with thal sweet and coma.
pased peace that usually dwelt on his infantine fea-

of ten years), but the tears rapidly chasine one -
another dawn bis cheeks, and bis whole e;lerior.-
betokening mtense grief, B

¢ What ie the matter ? what are (hese tears-
about ¥ syid the wmother, ¢ what have you been
tong wrong ¥’ for the jealously hid Trom hep
nrecious charge the 1dea she entertained of his

fulure sunctity, by assurning somelime a cold and
slern manner. '
¢ Nothing,” replied the sobbing chid; ¢Tam.
crying because 1 could not bear to see the:
Mudanpa weep.’
¢ You have been domg something wronz,’ ngainr
returned Madesta 5 ¢ andif the Madonna we:ps
It ia only because you are nanghty,? ?
¢ No, no,” said the ehild 3 ¢ T I i
, 0o, 8 il have do
wrorg. ‘[ne Mad s been m; e o rE
a. adonna has been making me cry,.
[ could not help it wlen 1 saw her tears. Come-
and see 1f it is not trae 3* and leading his aston--
ishec’ mother fo the painting, she saw ndeed the-
miraculous tears chasing each oth
: : er dowg the
pale chieeks of the Motber of Mercy,

And why did Mary weep? . Wag it seein
the then impending fearful slaugliter of her chill.r:
dren i the island of Cyprus, when the scoffing-
wlidel sriz=d upoa the true delender of Farma%
gosta ; and the heroic Bragadmo, the fywer of -
Venetian chivaley, amid the tortures of bein
{liyed alive by his barbarous captars preserve%-.
unshaken, 1 those untold agomes, lbe' calm en-
durance, the meek forgivingness of hys Lord ag
with s jast breath he ~murmurﬂd, like I-f:m
* Father, forgive them ; for they kaow not wha{
they do ¥ Or did Mary weep for the plague of
heresy then spreading far and wide, and ecalino
nut the heart of the fairest kingdom of Eur‘opeb\
and the martyrdom and suppression of the brave;'

daughter ot the Bth Henry?™ Oy,

tongiog for suffering \hat adorned’the great ig
ofithe Cross; St.- Andrew, " "H¢ '!iéft" JOTeE &

some sy, for the fearful pestilence that in 3 few-
years was to decrmate the fair ¢ bride of the sea”

own father and brothers and sister ?

mother, the pious and chaste Modesta—she hyed
through the dreadful malady with bep youngest-
boru, to guard the treasure committed 15 hér'iill
safe within the sanctuary of the rehgious life,
At the age of eighteen, they bad ‘seen the face .
that once wept-so sadly smile ‘ioydusly—a pew.
miracle—on- his consecration to God.” “Sie [0
then went to rest; for Modesta’s ‘worl ’ wa;-:

doge. The great St.' Dominic bad Teceived hop-

child spoiless and-unstained from he: irurs — . pe..

white habit he had -adopted: wel befitting the in---

nocence of his'pure'soul ; dod she haq R
uoing. the virtues of - t\‘wo’<Aposlles,‘_vfwhosgee g: i::eu;.
he took—the loving gentleness and tendergess of. "
the beloved diseiple, St. Johu ;- and : 'the: grdipgss.

Sr&rar

bis noviuate with the humnlity.and “fervor

tures (though Le had then ooly attained the age -

Koights of St. John in  England, under the-
ers‘il, BS'

aud count among its victims the kttte Mariio’s: )
Andthe:: -

hved

tobe .

et



