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~ OUR BOY ORGANIST.

WHAT HE SAW, AND WHAT CAME OF IT.
(From the Cutholic World.)
¢ How was 1t, doctor, that you first thouglt

abont 1t ?

Well, I suppose I had better tell you the

whole story. It may nterest you. J.ust twenty

years ago, 00 A bright Sunday morning, I was
hurrying along the road home to Tinton, hoping
to be 1 time to hear the sermon at church.

My watch told me that I should be too late
for \he morping prayer. H_appemug ta I_nnk
across the ficlds, I was surpriced to see litile
Ally Dutton, our boy organist, running very fast
over the mealows, |eapl.ng the fences at a bound,
and [fpally disappear o the “.roods. ¢ \Vhat
could possibly take our organist away during
church time?  Surely,’ thought T, ¢ the mmister
must be sick” and, being the village doctor, I

ied still faster.
hufrjl‘:;l; what could talke our boy organist in that
out of the way direction at such an lour, and 1a
such haste 7 Is it mischief 7’ l.aske(l myself.—

But I bapisbed that thought immesdiately, for
Ally bad no such reputation, There must be
something wrong, however; for e ran so f“f"
and Ally is such a quiet, old-fﬂsluonud lad. The
rminster is ill, at aoy rate,’ said 1 to myselt, *or
Ally would not be absent.”  Contrary to my ex
pectations, I found the mimster preaching as
usual, I do mot recollect anything of the ser-
mon now except the text. Rev. Mr. Bilups,
our mimster, had a fashion of repeating our lexts
very often, sometimes vVery appropn?lely and
cometimes not. It was Dilate’s question to our
Lord :— YWhat 1s truth P You will see, after
what happened suhscquently, that I had anotber
reasor for remembering it besides ils frequent re-
petition, The sermon ended, the r-?)”m. was
sung, but the orgau was sident. The silence
was ommous. | can not explam why 3 perhaps
it was one of those strange presentimeuts ol dis-
aster, but I faccied our boy orgast ll'ead. 'I
joved Ally very mucl, and my heart sapk wthin
as T looked up through the drawn choir curtais,
and missed s slight fntle form, perched up as
Le was wont to be, on a pile of books soastio
bring bis hands on a levei with the key-beard,

‘trolling forth lis gay little voluntaiy as the con
oregation dispersed after service, I mssed his
:;Oilte in the hymuo, too ; those clear nogmy tones
which were far sweeter to me than any notes
that musical 1ostrumest ever breathed, 1 was
so fitled with this preseatiment of commy ewil
that 1 did not dare to ask any one !he cuuse o!
bis absence. ¢ Pooh !’ I said to myself, *there
is nothing w it. 1 saw lrm but just pow alive,
and well evough, 1f I may judge from the way he
cleared lliose fences and the swiftness of tis foot-

steps as he ran across ke meadows.” T ihought

no more of it until a messenger came o or
three days afterward to my vffice and sad—

« Wil you please, doctor, come down to the
wdow Datton’s 7 Ally is sick.”

¢ T will come inmediately,” said I to the mes
¢ We shall fose our boy—nargamst, said

senger. :
Tto myseil. And so we did : but pot as you
suppose.  Ally became — but 1 must not antici-
pate.

1 found our much loved boy organis: in a high
fever. ¢ Fe has becn constantly raving all night,’
said his mother, in aswer to my inquiries, * about
what he has seen. There has been some'bing
preymg on his mind lately,’ she continved. ¢ He
has been very sad andl nervous, and 1 fear it hus

ed to make him 1l

hEI]pn a tone of command, which T find will often
elicit 2 direct answer fiom patients whose minds
are wandering, 1 said to him: ¢ Ally, answer me
divectly, sir ; what did you see r ‘

With his eyes still staning at the ce’llmg he
answered 1 a wendering manaer ¢ God! ]

¢T was sorely perplexed what further question
to ask, but, thinking to lead him on gradually to
some more reasonable amswer as I thought, I
asked ¢ Where ¥ o

¢ The kneeling people and the priest, be re-
plied dreamily. ¢ Acd Jesus said, ¢ Neither do
1 condem thee.’ * And here b burst ioto tears.
Then ke remembrance of the Jast Sunday morg
ing came back to my mind, and [ koew now
what had taken Ally across the fields, and what
he nad seen. He was so fant and weak, s
pulse fluttered so unsleadily, that I feared the
worst, and the anxous, searcbiog look of the
mother read my tell tale countenance. She be-
gan to weep violently. ' :

¢ Mother !’ cried Ally. _

¢Yes, my child, she responded quickly, and
bent over and kissed bim, .

¢ Don’t ery, wother. God will not let me die
il 1 know what is true fiest.’

¢ That is a strange remark,’ tbought I, f’or a
boy like hum to make, What can he mezn ?

© My darhng Ally, saud the widow, ¢ you do
know what is true. You always say whatis
true. -

¢ Why should they say it isa’t true, then?

asked Ally. _
¢ What 1sn’t true, my dear ?

¥

' God P> answered the boy, turning his eyes
upward to the ceilicg again, aud lookmg, as it
were, al some object miles away, fand the
koeeling people, and the priest. It’s true and
oo he. Tins is my body, this is my tlood.’—
Acd he joined Ins hot and feverish little haads
together as if in. prayer.

¢ Don’t trouble about this,” said I to the weep-
g mother. ¢ T koow what it is. He has been
down to Mike Maiosey’s, a the Brook woods,
and seen the Catholic Mass, Don’t refer to it
again just now. I -will give him some composiag
medicine, but I ‘wish,” I added, ¢ that this bad
ot happened. It only tends to weaken him,’

Presenlly T noticed lnm plasing with h s lingers
on the coverlet as if he were playing the organ.
1 thought to take adrantage of tlus, aud said :

¢« Ally, my boy, gel well soon, now, and let us
have a grand voluntary on the organ—one of
your very best.

¢ TFor God, for Mass, for the kneeling people
and the priest,” he murmured.

+Oh! never mind the Mase)
nothing to you.’

Turaing lus eyes suddenly upon me, he ex-
claimed t—

$Q), doctor ! it seems everything to me. I
never cao forgetit.  Ilow could anybody ever
forget they had seen Mass. Could you ?

“That I can’t say, Ally) I repled, ¢for]
never <aw it.)’

¢ Never saw ut 2

¢ Olren ? 1 asked.

¢ Well—1I saw it—one Sunday, anyway,” an-
swered Ally, with the air of one who had never
been anywhere else all hus life.

¢ What was it hike, Ally dear ?* asked the mo-
ther.

¢ Lilze heaven, mother, if the angels hand oaly
been there?

¢ Angels!? saud T contrmptuously. ¢ Prenty
place to find angels, in Mike Maloaep’s sbanty !
Why, it’s bke a stable)

Agam Ally’s eyes went up to the ceiling, and,
while bis fingers vervously played an iavisible or

sard 1, ¢ that’s

Why I've seen it

gan on the coverlet be began to sing, so plain- .

urely and sadly that it quite unmaaned me 3

tHe came down to earth from beaven,
Who is God and Lord of all,
And Hie sbelter was a gtable,

- And Hia cradle was a stall.

With the poor, apd mean aud lowly,
Lived on enrth cur Saviour boly.’

The widow and | stood watehing and listening
long after he had ceased stuzneg.  lo a tew mo
ments a lueid nterval occurred, and, noticing
me, he saud :

s Doslor, why can’t we have [Mass in our
churc 7 Ou! wouldn’t Tlike to play the orgun
for it always Gl T died P

¢ We couldn™ bave Mass, Aliy)” T repled,
¢ Because 1t is only Catliolic priests who can say
Muss,’

¢lsit? Tknow I’d like to play the organ
for ever and ever for the Mass; but 1’d rather
be a priest. Oh! a thousand, thousand tmes
rather !> Aopd his pale sad face lighted up with
an upearthly glow.

Seeing I could not divert his mind from the
subject, and fearing to continue a cooversation
which excited fim so mnch, T quietly gave direc
tions to his mother, aod left. T had little hopes
of Ally’s recovery, but his words made =
deep mpression on my mad: ¢ Got will
not let me dee tll I know what s true furst’
¢ What (ruth can he mean? thought T. ~ Can
he have imagined he does wot know the true re
lizion? What can have inade him thik that
our Episcopal Church is not true? What
strange fancies will get into some children’s
heads! I should be sorry to lose Ally, but T°d
rather see him die, I think, than grow up to be a
Roman Catholic. Ugh! and a priest. too, per
haps. who koows? Gad forbid /7 Eevolving
the-e disagreeable thoughts in my head as | went
down the sireet, I met Mr. Billups, our mimister.
We shook hands, or rather I shook Mr. Billups’
haod while he shook his head, a manaer of his that
gave him a general doubung air, somewbal
puzzling to strangers.

» Mr. Bitlups,? saud I, ¢ do you know that Ally
Dutton 15 il 7 )

¢ No, [ did nnt hear it,’ he replied, emphasizing
the word ¢did,’ as much as to say, ¢ But I bear
it now.” Ahhough the negative accompaniment
with his head would seem to imply that he did
ro' believe it. ¢ Yes,and very i, too,” T added.
+ 1f tis mind becomes calmer thau it is, I thuk 1t
might do good just to drop 1 and see hum. I
fear he has been under some bad iofluences
lately.

¢ You astonish e, not to say grieve me,” re-
joined Mr. Billups. ¢ Ally was always a good
pous boy, and rnz of our head boys, as you are
aware, 10 the Sunday school.’ )

¢ | mean, sard I, ¢ that be has been reading or
tearing something about Catholies and thewr Mass,
and other things ; and it really has made a deep
impression on his mind, whici ought (o be el-
faced ; that is,* I added," in casc he recovers,
which I fear is doubtful.’
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faced,” repeated he. * Not a doubtofit, I re-

member, now, Mrs. White, bis Sunday schoolt

teacher tellng me that he had asked ber n class
what the mxth chapter of St, Joha meant. 1
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¢ Ot course, of course, which ought to be ef-] ¢YWhen he died on the cross, and shed his

blood for our salvation,” said the minister so
lemoly, closing the bible, and locking at me as i)
he wonld say: ¢ There’s an end of the whole
matter ; you see how easily [ have explamed it

bope he has not been reading that chapter of the | te him.”  Ally did vot, howerver, seem so casly

bible tao attentively, for it is calculated, 1 am
sorry te say to make a deep, very deep, not fo
say, in regard to the Popsk Mass doctrine, a
most alarming 1mpressien upon the mind, espe-
crally of a boy like Ally)

¢ Well, if you see him,” said I, not much re-
lishing thes opiaton about the bible berng m favor
of Catholic dectrines, * you can manage to bring
the subject up, 2ud easily explain its true mezn-
g to inm.’

¢ Yes, oh! yes! easily explain its true mean-
ing to lnm,” again repeated Mr. Billups after me,
yet looking rather puzzled, as [ thougbt, and
doubtful of success ; but perbaps it was only his
manner that gave me that impression, ¢ Would
to mortow, think you, do, doctor 7’ he continued,
after a pause, ¢ I am quite busy, just now.’

¢ Better,” I replied, fmuch better; Ally is
very low at tins moment.” 1 do not know what
made me say if, but Ally’s words camne snddenly
to my mind again, and [ added counfidently :—
‘e wil nol die jast yet, Me will sureiy be
better to-morrnw.

I bade Mr. Biliups good morning, not at all
satisfied.
sixth chapler of St. Johin!" I went on repeating
tn mysetf. Srranse! [ have pever read that
chapter with any thuugbt of the doctrme of Ca-
tholics.  Awnd yet, to judge from what the minis-
ter said it might trouble the mmnd, even ot a
ctild.  As 1 waited m the parlor of a siex by

‘whom T went to visit before returning howe, |

could not refram from turning over the leuves of
a large family bible on the ceotre tasle, and
findiapg the chapter in question. 1 had not time,
however, to read many verses before [ was sum-
mooed to the sick chamber.  Antention to my

i professional duties drove the suliject from my

mind duriog the rest of 1he day, and I retired to
rest considerably exhiusted and faugued.

¢ Now for a goed sleep,” snd 1 to myself, ¢ and
a quick ooe, for I shouldn’t wonder it T were
called up to Ally agamn belore woraing > But
T eould not sleep.  Tossing to and fro in the
hed, 1 began to guestion myself about the ranse
ol my sleeplessness 3 T =oon found . The
thonglit of Aliy had revived the -mory of thar
sixth chapter of St. tehn. ¢ Well? sad 1,4
wil remove the csuse by getting np and reading
il, and there will be ap end of 1. Then T shat)
sleep,’ Sn T rose and it my lamp, got out my
bible. and there, balf dressed, read the trouble
snme chapter.  As T reflected upon what 1 wag
doing. 1 felt more hke a thief, 2 widnighe robher,
or some desigwng villain laying plans tor murder
or hous<e-breaking, than as an hooest Christian
readmg lis bible 3 for was T not allowiig my-
self to do what was catculated to made a deep,
not to say ap alarming 1mpression on my mud,
that the Catholic rebigion was true, and the Pro-
testant religton false ?

Now, without vamty I say at, few people
know their bibles better than [ did,and, altougi
I must bave read that identieal chapter many
trmes, 1t seemed that I had never read it before,
I theok God for that wmidmght perusal of my
mble,

Ore thing I then and there determined, for
private reasons ol my own, which was to be on
hand at Mrs. Datton’s when the mimster called ;
and there [ was. Ally was a good deal better
and hrighter.  Afier some commooplace re-
wmarks, Me. Billups saud to Ally:

* You are fond of reading your Bible, are you
not, my dear child ; and would you not like me
to read a lttle of *he Word to you ? )

+Ob ! yes, sir,’ apswered the boy eagerlv.

‘T will read for you, then,? continued Mr.
Billups, producing a Bible from s pocket, ¢a
most beauniful an. instructive passage from St.
John’s gospel, commeancing at the sixth chapter.’
He said this in such a church-reading tone that
Mrs. Duttoa, instinctively responded as far as
* Glory pe’—but, discovering lier mistake, cnv-
ered 1t up with a very loud cough. Mr. Billups
read the chapter, but qute differently from the
manner i which I had read it: slowly and dis-
tinctiy, where I had read rather quickly, that is,
from the beginning to the fifticth verse ; and
quickly where T bad reat slowly, from that verse
to the end.

¢ That’s very beautiful, and very strange,’ said
Ally pensively, as the mmister paused at the end
of the chapter. *Bat, Mr. Billups,is it all
true 7’

¢ T'he bible, my dear Ally ought to know, is
all true,’ replied Mr. Biilups.

¢ And did Jesus give Ins flesh and biood, as be
said he wold ? asked Ally.

Yes my clild,” answered Mr. Billups, he cer-
taioly made all bis promises good.

1 wist I knew where,” sard Ally inquivingly,
¢ T asked Mrs. White, and sbe said she dido’t
know, and that I asked too many questions.’

.

¢ ‘Phe s1xth chapter of St. John ! the ﬁ
fadded Ally,

satisfied.
- ¢ But where can we get 1t to eat and drink P

"nsked be. ¢ Jesus said we must eat and drini

it
{  Mr. Dillups agamn glanced at me with a look
, which Tinternreted to mean, ¢ T fear bie iasbeen
“reading this too attentively,” and then saul:

¢ You partake of it by faith, my child, but you
do not really eat 1l.?

¢ T must believe T eat :t, and den’t eat 1t alter
all,” sad Ally explanttordy-

¢ Yes—no—not precisely,’ replied Mr. Tillups,
with some confusinn of manner, and noughing two
or three short little coughs in ls hand. ¢ We
eat the communion bread, and drink the com-
munton wiae, and then we believe we partake,
by faith, of the body and blood of the Savinr.

¢ But then,” asked Ally, pushing the dilfizulty,
s don’t we eat and drink what we belinve we elt
and drigk ¥ ]

¢ [’m, b'm, coughed the mimster, shifi
ing uueaslly m his seat, “ We believe — we
think —1n short, as 1 was absut o remark, we
"have fasth in Jesus Clivist as our bleswsed Savior.
* Bur dow’t eat s flesh nor drink his blood 7

¢ Notat all, not at all, replied Mr. Didlups
decrdedly. .

¢ Then [ can’t see what the hiblz means,” said
Ally, seratehing his bead w a disappoiated man-
ner. ¢ [Bxeept ye eat the {lesh of the Son of
Vlan, and drink Lis blood, ye cannot have life in
you,’

¢ My dear, dear chi'dy ered Ar. Gillaps,
quite distractedly, ¢ what can vou bave been
reathng to put this in your bead #

$Ouly the bible, «ir) replied  Ally simply,
» what you base rend just now, sir, and the story
of the Lot Supper; and [ heard Pompey Sunp-
son say it was alt true)

¢ Pompey Su:npsr{n.’ returned Me. Billuns, ¢ is
a negro, and [am sorry? be continuzd, rarning
to e, ¢ 1 should say both grieved and shacked,
to ity doctory one of those misgmded beings
groping in the darkness »f Rowan idolatry,
whose numbers are mereasing to an alarmng eg
teut in our conatry.  [lave notking to do with
Poiapey Sunpson, my dear) agan addressme
Ally, © er who knows vou might be led away to
hecaire o Bomews! 2 An evest wineh Mr,
B tuy’s head antunvted at rhal wmoment tn be too
dealovable to be expressed, ¥ Yes, one of those
exnisaru g of ginat Pove, desertied so truthfully
in Bunyan’s Pdgrio’s Piogress, a5 you remember,
D nol go near ihent. Atly, for my sake, for your
mathae’s sake, lor the sske of the church of your
baptism, or thiey will make you like unto them,
an 1delatrous worshipper of the host; which, as
you have sever seen it, T wnll tell you 19 only a
pece of bread.  You see what rgnorant detuded
people these Catholics must be.  Just to think
of 11—10 worchip a piece of bread P

Bat the Catholie is the old church and the
first ane, Pompey said,’ rejoined Aily, ¢ and the
old churely ouglht to know, Beudes, [—T-—saw
it myself,’

¢ Suw it yoursalf ! exclamed Mr. Billups, his
hair tarrly standiog upright with horree, ¢ My
organist dare to enter a popish Mass-house I’ -
Aund he frowned very severely at the widow.

+ Tt was only Mike Maloney’s® said Ally de
precatingly. ¢ And the priest 1 bis beautiful
robes, and the people all koeelng arcund, dida’t
lonk mustaken, sir 5 and T felt so sure that (God
was there,’ continued Ally, trembling, ¢ that I'm
all the nme thinking about it, Somehow I can’t
drive it out of my mmd.’

* Your son, madam,’ raid the misister, turning
to Ally’s mother, ‘must drive this out of s
mind. 1t would be a fearful calamty, madam,
to have a child whom you have reared, and, 1
may add in behalf of the vestry of nur church, an
organist, whose salary we bave paid, fall into the
tods of the man of sm. It would be well to
curb the mquirtng mind of your sen, madam, and
restrain tus wandering footsteps 5 because, if he
is permitted to worship at a forerzn altar, be con
no longer exercise the position of, in short, per-
form on'the organ of our church, Good mora-
ing.”  And be rose abrupily, and left the house

All this pettled me. 1 had hoped be could
easty explamn the doubts in the boy’s mwnd, not
to mention my own, and it exasperated me to see
bim have recourse to such base means to silence
thuse doubts, instead of using lkiadly Christian
counsel and teaching. To deprive Ally of his
situation, and the widow of the support which his
salary pave, would he, T koew, to infhct a heavy
joss upon them. Uuwilling to depart and leave
the widow and son without some comfort, and
yet not knowiog what to say I went to the win-
dow and looked out, Battening my nose against
the glass in a most uncomfortable state of miod,

and presenting a spectacle to the passers-by
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which must bave mnpressed them with the con-
viction of my being subject to temporary fits of
derangement. As Istood there, I beard Ally
say to lus mother : 7

¢ Don’tery, mother. 1 won’t be a Catholic if
it is0’t true.  Buat s better to know what’s true
than lo play the organ or get any salary, if its
erer so ig.  Isa’tat, mother? )

I assented to this sentiment so strongly with
my head that [ nearly put my nose tirough the
window paune, an action thal elicited a Strong
stare for my supposed impudence from the two
Misses Stocksup, danghters of the [fonorable
Washington Stocksnp, who happeced to be pas-
singr the house at that moment.

* So 1t 18, ny deas’ answered the widow,  But
I'm afrad, my darling, you are only fancying
something to be true that is ot trye.’

¢ Doctor!” eried Ally, arpealing to me, ¢ isn’t
it true 2 Oh! it most be true !

“ L can’t say I believe it is” I replied, ¢ but
Pm ve:ry much afrard at 192

¢ Afraid " exclumed Ally, ¢ what makes you
afraid ?

Poor Ally ! TIe could little comprehend Low
much 1t would eost bim or wme to say we believed
it to be true.  Excusing myse!l with all sorts of
bunghrg remarks, 1 left the bouse, my mind torn
by many conflicting doubt~ and emntions. Ally
| slowly, very slowly recovered. In the mean-
' ime a new orgamst, a poor man with a terrible
asthma, as I recollect, had taken bim place. Doe-
prived of the md which s salary afforded them,
the wolow and Ally found :f bard to live.

The mimster, 1L seems related to his wife what
bad taken place at Ally’s sicle bed, and it soon
got broated about that both Ally and lus mother
were going to turn Catiolies.  They soon left
the village, and I duf not hear of them until
several years after.  Aq for myself, 1t was not
tong before T tonk Ally’s way across the fields to
Mike Maloney s shanty, and now you know how
I first came to think about af,

* What hecame of Ally 2

Well, P tell you.  Oue day T happened to be
in the city of Newarlt. Tt was the feast of Carpus
Christ, and crowds were flacking to St. Pat-
rick’s cathedral to asast at the prand ceremnnies
that were To take place. At the gospel the
preacher ascended the pulpit, rad what wag iny
swrprise to recognize m the person of the yourh=
ful priest my dear boy-organist, Ally Duttop,—
He took for his text these words, ¢ This is my
hody, this 1s my blood,” and preaclied a powerful
and eloguent sermon.  After the services were
eonelu ted 1 went to the presbytery to call upon
mim, hut be did not recognize me 5 so I saul

¢ Allow me, reverend sie,to thank you for
vour beautiful sermon.  This doctrine of the real
presence wiieh you Catholies hold is a wonderful
and a very consoling doctrine 5 and what is more,
i am rather afrand o015 50’

¢ Alraid I' amswered Ally, smiling, ¢ That
reminds e of a dear old Triend of mine who
ance sanl the same thing ; but he was not long
nvercoming his fears,’

¢ Doctar P

" Allie P

As T knelt to crave the blessing of our quon-
dam boy orgamst, now a priest of the holy Ca-
tholic cliurch, be caught me ia his arms and
folded me e 2 warm embrace.

A STRANGE STORY.

¢ So Brawa, vru tell me, has been appointed
executor to Smuth’s will? sawd our major the
otber day, as we were Ioungmg together against
the low wall that divides Carlisle terrace from
the beach. ¢ T’ll venture to say that trusts com=
mitted 1o lnm won’t be as strange as 2ine were
the first time T was made executor,

¢ Some years since, T received a letter from
my old friend and comrade, Ellis, of the —th,
telling me that lus health had been for some time
declimog,—* there being,’ he added, ¢ a trust of
some importance to be undertaken, which I wish
to confide to no one bur yourself. The letter
concluded with a cordial iavitation to pay him
a visit at the snug co'tage in Duvonshire to
which he had retired. Now Ellis was hke my-
self—2n old bachelor; and, except his half pay,
wus, I knew, but little burdened with this world’s
baggage and accoutrements ; so It never occur~
red to me that the trust I was to undertake could
possibly relate to anything more importaat than
the beslowal of legacies on” is old bousekeeper
and hutler, or his almost equally antiquated cat
and dog. I wrate immediately to accept the in-
vitation, and early the next marning I deposited
myself and my portmantesu in the E — coach,
which, afiera day's travelling, left me atmy
friend’s abade, He was himsell standing at the
garden wicket, ready to pive me a cordia' wel-
come. There was nothng very death-like
the clear, bright glance of his eye, or 15 the firm
grasp of bis hand ; and 1 wondered internsily -
what the missive he had sent me could possibly = -
mean, However, I kept' my thoughts t6'my-
self, aad followed Ellis into his neat little diniog-

room, where the snowy tablecloth was speedily




