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can't understand me. Fintan, Fintan, 
Fiutan i Let them have their gold ! 
Come you back to me ! We don't want 
riches here 1 Fintan, Fintan,—O Fin- 
tan !” And then the tears would fall, 
and poor Nuala could say no more.

This love of Nuala’s was not lost. 
The lad loved his sister with all the 
earnestness of his boyish heart, lie 
saw her plainly in the daytime, when 
wide
times more plainly in his dreams when 
he sped back over the long miles to 
chase with her again the honeybee 
the heather, and to hear the quaint call 
of the curlew once more ringing in his 
ears. Aye, there she was,—tall, grace­
ful, gentle ; eyes like the stars, cheeks 
of rose, hair like the night when 'tig 
darkest 1 “The very picture of her 
mother,” she was, as her father and 
other folks had often said, ere yet he had 
gone into exile.

But time was flying very rapidly. 
Summer passed, then autumn, followed 
by winter. With it came the first re­
mittance from America, and the heart of 
old Fintan O'Fsrrell was glad, as Nuala 
read his the following, after glancing at 
the date and address :

Dearest Father

hands and looked up into my face while 
she cried : * You l l ? Jefferson Stewart 1 
You ? Yes, iudeedy, I 
youh pooh mother, my 
mother broke her heart and died, when 
she couldn’t find you 1 She pined and 
pined, and when the priest came to her 
poor bed an gib her de Blessed Saviour 1 
was there, an* she turned to me and 
says : “ Rachel, ii ever you meet ray 
pooh boy on this eauh, tell him his 
mother watches him uay and night ”— 
and den that night t>hc died ! 1 don’t
know where they buried her, for it was 
war times aud such things was done in a 
hurry.'

“ It was a hard blow. Father, a hard 
blow 1 1 could ouly bow my head and
take it—but then 1 thought I must get 
to the church my mother loved aud be 
a good Catholic—for that’s all I can do 
to please her, and Father, 1 had a lot of 
trouble finding this church, it is much 
changed, but here I am, and when 
you out there in that box 
speak to you, aud ask you to help me to 
be a good Catholic like my mother, so 
that 1 can see her some day in heaven. 
Will you help me, Father ?”

the rock fortress of Magdala at an tile, 
vation of over nine thousand 
experienced severe cold,

Ktbuologically, Ethiopia presents 
strange mixture of races. Descendants 
of Cush, locally known as Agas, stiij form 
the basis of the nation. On the 
they have intermarried with the ai, 
cient Berbers, aud with the blacks of 
the Soudan. Ou the east, Semitic 
peoples, Arabs and llimyarites, bavine 
crossed the Red Sea in the fourth cei. 
tury B. C., conquered the whole vaster» 
coast of Africa, aud settled chiefly iu 
the Ethiopian province of Amhara 
The invasion of the Galla tribes, in the 
fifteenth and sixteeuth centuries 
spread through all this region, and es­
pecially toward the south. Owing to 
this mingling of races the neighboring 
Arab tribes speak of the country as 
Habccli (from which the ; 
sinia " is derived,) which

heap of sweepings." The 
natives naturally resent this insulting 
designation aud call their country by 
its old name 44 Ethiopia." Contrary to 
our ordinary interpretation of the word 
" Ethiopian,” the majority are of the 
Caucasian race, generally well-formed 
and handsome, with regular features, 
hair long aud straight or aomewhit 
curled, but not woolly, and color dark 
olive or brown. Even the Dallas, who 
constitute a large part ol the soldiery 
are merely brown, with long biaek hair! 
aud have nothing in common with the 
negro type. The entire population «.f 
Ethiopia is estimated at five or six uni 
lions.

WHAT A MOTHER’S MEMORY 
HID FOR A BLACK MAN

free-papers as she called them. 1 have 
seen her show them to the constables 
who sometimes stopped her on the 
streets.

“ She had to work hard, and scrubbed 
and cleaned a number of cilices. We 
lived with a colored Catholic family, in 
an alley full of our people.

“ I often went with my mother when 
she went out working. One of her 
offices was along the waterfront, aud one 
evening while she was working at her 
sweeping she sent me for some sand to 
strew on the floor. It was a long sum­
mer day, and 1 went over in a pile of 
sand that lay heaped up near the river. 
Mother knew the black man who 
watched there aud told me he would 
give some in a can. I got the sand, 
carried it to her aud ran back to talk t--

stood speechless with terror. There at 
the end of a great, long rich of turf was 
the jénnet’e cart turned over, and the 
owner himself pinned to the ground - 
dead l

Recovered from his shook the young 
man raced back with the grim tidings to 
his mother. Afterward he gave informa­
tion to the police. Full soon a number 
of the neighbors had come together, and 
a sad cortege wound its way over the 
hoglaud path to the tiny cottage, whose 
bright lamp shone dimly iu the day­
light.

*‘(lod rest his soul they said, plac­
ing the dead man reverently upon his 
bed. "Heaven help his poor girl as she 
stands tc-day without one in the world 
to look upon her I”

Aud then came the question as to 
N uala's whereabouts. A group said the 
Rosary over the corpse ; the rest went 
to search for the orphan. They found 
her far away in the bog, still holding her 
lightless lantern above her, aud still 
calling loudly on her father to come to 
her aid.

She dragged out her years in an asy­
lum, after Fintan had come home with 
the lapful of gold he had written of in 
the years before. Side by side they 
rest to-day beneath the shamrocks of 
Grangemore, a stone of spotless marble 
recording their names, their years, their 
virtues, aud begging eloquently to 
little|prayer in behalf of the departed.

The tiny cottage had long since 
crumbled into its dusty elements, leav­
ing not a trace of its existence behind 
it. Bnt the great lone bog is still there, 
silent, solemn, unchanged, and unchange­
able as the fair fame of sweet Nuala 
O'Farrell. Her name is as fresh iu the 
minds of the men and women of to day as 
if it were but this morning that her sad 
story had been told for the first time 
E. P. Dowling, in Ave Marie.

observe that here all are brothers, no 
police officers to keep order, no hustling, 
no elbowing to make one's way ; every­
where Kindness aud consideration one 
for another ; everywhere faces radiant 
with joy ; community of faith, of love, of 
hope. Here is the true France, the 
France af former days, thrilling in unis­
on under the empire of one same thought, 
the adoration aud love of the one same 
great aud loving God, the Creator and 
Father of all ?

“ Did you see with what delicate con­
sideration all these strangers, who do 
not know you, drew on one side as you 
passed, to facilitate your access to the 
tountaiu, saying to you: ‘You are ill, 
Sir. Pray pass before me ?' Did you 
ever see anything like that in the or­
dinary crowds of worldly assemblies, at 
markets, on the exchange on the high 
streets ?”

He was silent. I added : “ Well i
does not the thought strike you to do 
like all these people ; to kneel, to pray, 
to communicate ? See what heavenly 
joy shines from all these faces.”

He replied : " When I compare my­
self with all this crowd of people, 1 am n 
miserable man. What you ask of me I

h«t they'members
child,

A true story by Rev. Richard W. Alexander

Not far from the beginning of my 
ministry, it was very many years ago, 
as you may suppose, 1 was visiting a 
brother priest at his church in Balti-

He asked me to help him in the con­
fessional during a busy season, and I 
consented. 11 \1 any of my people are 
negroes,” he said, “ and I think you 
will not be sorry for that, when you 
make friends with them in the box.”

44 Negroes 1” I said, “ I have yet to 
discover their fervor ! They are very 
emotional, are they not ?”

11 Nut over much !” he replied, "they 
love to sing, so do the angels for that 
matter ! Given fair instruction they 
are fine, reliable Catholics. I have no 
discount to make in comparing them 
with the whites. To be sure, they are a 
subject race, greatly despised by many 
whites, as well as feared aud detested ; 
others patronize them, spoil them, laugh 
at their foibles, and forget their strik­
ing qualities. But taken all in all they 
are good people, a submissive race, and 
religiously considered are the fairest 
prospect for our Catholic missionary 
field, second to none l”

Aud we chatted about the blacks and 
their spiritual and other traits, till far 
into the night, incidentally comparing 
notes about their social and domestic 
qualities even their intellectual ones 
which cross their religious state.

Tnr< work in the confessional always 
consoling, was especially so with the 
negro-penitents that time,audit seemed 
to me 1 had the “ lion’s share " of them! 
In fact, few others came to me. I re­
velled in their simplicity and sincerity.
I was heartsick at the sidelights of 
misery that were revealed.

One evening 1 was pretty nearly done, 
and was thinking of a well-earned 
night's rest. Glancing between the 
curtains after ray last penitent had gone 
I saw a roan rise in the middle of the 
church. He looked towards my box and 
doubtless noted that there was no one 
else to go to confession. Then he left 
the pew, and uiaue n gtriiuQeutivU and
started towards me.

Evidently, bending his knee was new 
to him, for it was anything but rubrical, 
but I could not help noticing a peculiar 
grace in his unrubrical reverence to the 
altar and watched him. He was under 
the full glare of the large central chan­
delier as he stepped along the middle 
aisle. I know a handsomely built man 
when I see one, and that negro, black as 
my cassock, was an ebony Appollo 1 
Tall, well-knit, with a fine head, and 
broad shoulders the swing of his body 
was full of elasticity and grace ! It 
seemed to me he was about twenty-five 
years old, becomingly and neatly clad, 
but not stylishly. As he advanced, he 
kept his face turned towards my corner 
and I saw that his features were almost

awake be saw her ten

tb<- man.
“ I found a black boy of my own age 

and we began playing tag out on the 
long wharf where several schooners lay 
moored on the liver. A man soon began 
loosening some ropes on one of the 
vessels and as we passed he called to us. 
He was a low-browed, evil-looking man 
—a white man, of course. When he 
saw us be shouted :

* Here, you youngsters, get abroad 
and help to haul this rope iu, and I'll 
give yo i each a penny.'

" We raced each other which should 
be first Lu Lake up his oiler, anti I 
thought how proud I should be to give 
mother my first earnings that evening ! 
So we jumped aboard, and were instant­
ly caught up by two other fellows, 
carried down below, locked in a room 
aud told we would be killed if we made

name“ Ab 
means

crowd " or 11
wanted to

After a great deal 
of delay, I am at last able to send you 
the few pounds enclosed.

tell you my answer ? My 
heart went out to that child-hearted, 
big, black man ! 1 saw the grace of
God had come to him through that poor 
old hard-worklcg mother. Her teach­
ings, her influence had guarded his life, 
and shaped his pathway to me, and I 
gave him all 1 could of instruction and 
assistance day after day until 1 left him, 
a true, fervent, practical Catholic ! 
Where he is now i know not, bub I 
firmly believe that his life is one that 
his mother in heaven is not ashamed of.

Oh, Christian mothers of the present 
generation, do yon thus impress piety 
and faith on your children ?

Learn a lesson from this lowly negro 
mother and her stalwart son.—The Mis­
sionary.

Need am unworthy to do."
“ My dear fellow," I went on, “ if you 

are sincere in what you have just said, 
never were you at any moment of your 
life more worthy than you are to-day to 
approach Our Lord. Go and tell this to 
a priest ; he will understand you, he 
will help you, aud God will give Him­
self to you.

do not know 
what you had better do with it, but 1 
think if you could manage to buy a 
jennet and cast, the money would be 
well spent. Poor old Danny must be 
nearly past his labor by this time. He 
drew home a lot of turf and brought in 
a great deal of money for the last ten 
>ears. It is almost time to give him a 
long rest now. Poor old Danny,—poor 
old gray-nosed, long-tailed, big-eared 
Danny 1 Won’t you keep him till f come 
home, father, just to see if he’ll know 
me ?

Iam going to spend the 
night in adoration before the Blessed 
Sacrament with the pilgrims, 
make arrangements to celebrate Mass 
to-morrow morning at the hour which 
will suit you best, so that you may 
assist at it, and communicate at it if 
you are ready."

The next morning he told me that he 
had not slept at all—that it was impos­
sible for him to get up. It was the last 
assault of the evil one. I returned to 
my room much grieved. Suddenly my 
little nephew ol twelve years of age ran

The Ethiopian empire is not less in­
teresting from the viewpoint of reliKjt)[J> 
According to the vague traditional 
legend of the “ Glorious memories i,| 
the Empire,” the dynasty of the Ethio­
pian kings and emperors goes havk to 
King Solomon and Makedda, Queen of 
Sheba, and by it the worship tf the 
true God and the Mosaic law

shall
the least noise. We huddled together 
and shivered in speechless terror.

“ Soon we heard the rushing back and 
forth of hurried feet overhead and felt 
the upward and downward motion of the 
boat. We were afloat and going—God 
knows where l

44 Oh, how we wept in that dark room. 
Oh, how my heart broke to think of ray 
mother, my poor, dear mammy, hunting 
for me, her lost boy, her only boy, never 
to see me again I" He stopped, over-

The pathos in that negro's voice 
would have put to shame the tenderest, 
deepest feeling expressed by s culti­
vated white man, and I too felt my heart 
swell in sympathy, for I knew he was 
telling a true, simple fact. He went

Tell Nuala 1 had a beautiful dream a 
few nights ago. I thought I was at 
home, counting out sovereigns into her 
bib until it was nut able to hold a single 
one more. Wasn't that grand, father ? 
Don't you think it will come true ? 1 
always dream sharp. Next time I will 
send Nuala a letter, and something in it 
for herself.

Did yon cut as much turf this year as 
ever ? Wasn’t it the bad vear you had! 
Which of the Ryans did you get to give 
a hand in the clamping ? When you 
see Danny Doolen, tell him I was asking 
for him.

brought to Ethiopia. Whatever truth 
there may be in this legend, it is cer­
tain that ancient Ethiopia was evangel­
ized in Apostolic times by the eunuch 
of Candace, baptized by Philip the 
Deacon, but was not wholly converted 
to the faith until 311, when 8t. Frumen- 
tius, who was a captive aim tutor to the 
emperor's two young sons, won over his 
pupils to Christianity. Frumentius. 
wishing to establish the true religion iu 
the country of his adoption, went to 
Alexandria and entreated the Pa­
triarch, St. Athanasius, to send 
Bishops to Ethiopia. The Patriarch 
called a synod of Bishops and by their 
unanimous advice, ordained and 
crated Frumentius himself, whom, on 
account of the conversions already 
made, be thought best fitted to rule this 
infant Church. The life of St. Frumen­
tius, whose feast occurs on October 27, 
will be found under that date in Allan 
Butler, whose learned notes add to the 
interest of the biography.

A CONVERSION AT 
LOURDESA TRAGEDY IN 

TVRFLAND Uncle 1 Uncle 1" he cried. “ A 
miracle ! Father is getting up.” He 
had fully decided not to go out, when he 
had heard a crowd passing under Lis 
window, singing hymns. It was a pil­
grimage of men arriving frnm Rodez, 
their Bishop at their head on their way 
to the Grotto, their rosaries in their 
hands. This sight electrified him.

“ Go aud let your ancle know that 1 
am coming to assist at his Mass.”

Twenty minutes later, we were enter­
ing the Basilica of the Rosary, when I 
said to him : “ Have you decided to 
receive Holy Communion ?”

44 But

Spiritual cures at Lourdes are not 
less numerous nor less remarkable than 
the cures of bodily ills, but as a rule 
they remain hidden from the world. 
God, however, sometimes permits certain 
cases to become known,‘for the edifica­
tion of the faithful. Thus it was with 
much pleasure we read in a French 
paper the following interesting account 
of a conversion

A Bishop whom we met at Lourdes, 
July 27, 1910, related to us the follow­
ing fact :

In the August of 1897, I was accom­
panying my brother to Cauterets, where 
he had been ordered by his doctor, 
when convalescent, to complete his 
cure. He was just recovering from a 
serious illness during which he had been 
in danger of death. On the way I 
urged him to break his journey at 
Lourdes. From the age ot fifteen (he 

then forty-eight) he had proclaimed 
in and out of season his irreligious oon- 

A very clever man, a hard 
worker aud active, he had attained to a 
high position iu the cilices of govern­
ment administration.

He would only consent to a short halt 
of a few hours on the score of rest, and 
on the condition of finding a hotel very 
near the Grotto, and a room on the 
ground floor to avoid the latigue of go­
ing upstairs. We arrived at Lourdes 
towards 5 o’clock in the evening. On 
leaving the train, the desired hotel was 
found, aud rooms were given as required. 
The proprietress told us the hour for 
dinner.
“No, ’ said he, 441 do not wish to go 

to the common table. I don't like 
crowds.” At this time there were 
numerous pilgrimages going on ; 
Lourdes was crammed with visitors. 
“But," replied the hostess, 44 the crowd 
you will find here is not like the crowd 
of the Paris Boulevards."

We dined at a separate table ; after 
the meal, the valley seemed to be filling 
with far-off song. 1 got him to consent 
to watch the torchlight procession from 
the terrace above the Basilica of the 
Rosary. There, leaning against the bal­
ustrade; we saw the long river of lights 
unfold itself, describing the outlines of 
an immense Monstrance on the vast 
lawn, then gathering its streams to­
gether, as it formed a lake of light 
covering the whole of the great

It stood out in the heart of the wild 
Rng of Allen,—a tiny cabin of a man's 
height with walla of mud, and a roof of 
red rushes and sedge. Fintan O'Farrell, 
the owner bad inherited the dwelling 
from a long line of ancestors, who were 
now shrouded for eternal sleep in the 
little cemetery at ( i rangemore.

The man had married while yet young; 
and life had ebbed away gaily enough, 
until the wife of his heart came to die 
ere yet she had reached her prime. 
That was Fintan's first sorrow. But be 
bowed his head meekly.

“God's blessed will be done !” he said. 
“’Twas He that gave her to me and He 
of all has the right to take her from me. 
He'll send an angel to care for His

This angel was the wife of Manman 
Mulhern. She took Fintan's boy and 
girl to her heart as if they had been her 
own children, and cared for them till 
Nuala was able to keep house and Fin­
tan could assist his father at the turf­
cutting.

The girl fell naturally into her place, 
and grew to like it more and more. 
But the boy, meeting with many people 

football match, 
of discontent.

Hoping you and Nuala are in the best 
of health, aud a blessing 1 still enjoy— 
thanks be to the good God for all !

Your loving boy,

44 Soon everything was quiet, and we, 
too, poor little darkies, put our arms 
around each other aud wept ourselves 
asleep. When it was daylight we were 
taken on deck, given something to eat 
aud found ourselves sweeping out to the 
ocean.

41 We were taken to Charleston and 
there sold at auction to different 
planters. 1 remember my purchaser 
before he bid for me thrusting his fin­
gers into my mouth, bending all ray 
joints, trying my eyes, my teeth, my 
hearing.

44 One man bid 8150, but I was sold 
at last for $225, and was delivered over 
to this buyer. I was now a slave 1 I 
did not dare resist, but went passively 
wherever I was told.

“ How lonely I was, living in the 
silent country with three hundred 
slaves, toiling from dawn to dark. How 
1 watched them, their strange ways, 
their poor cabins, their wild stories and in town 
their religion ! How different from 
Baltimore! And, oh, how I pined for 
my poor mother ! I never saw her 
again !

Almost the first thing that happened 
was a dispute about me.

44 The family I was sold to was half 
Methodist and half Baptists, the father 
holding to the Methodists and the 
mother to the Baptists.

“They argued hot and strong with each 
other to possess me for their religion.
They quoted the Bible—lots of it. The 
bigger children laughed, but !<x>k 
neither side. But 1 was a bold little 
darkey, and I waited for a lull in the 
dispute, 1 waited my chance, for my 
dear mother's words came ringing into 
my head, and at last there was a 
moment's quiet.

“ I mustered up all my courage and 
stood up in my bare feet and my little 
shirt and pants, my hands in my pocket- 
holes, and called out : “The Methodists 
aud Baptists are both nasty. I am a 
Roman Catholic, that's what I am 1 It’s 
God's only true religion 1'

“ When 1 got through, and before 
they got over their surprise I thought 1 
had better say it over again, because it 
didn't sound loud enough the first time, 
so I planted my feet firmly and fairly 
yelled out my good mammy's words.
And, suh, I felt them deep down in my 
heart, and 1 would have said them if 
those people killed me, as indeed 1 
thought they would 1 Not at all, suh.
First, they stared, and glared at me, 
but 1 stared back. Then, two of the 
big girls giggled, and then the children 
laughed, and after a while the old folks 
laughed, and there was a shout all 
around, and then they made me tell 
them all I knew. I said my prayers 
three times over during my story. I 
told them how 1 was stolen, and about 
my poor mother, and 1 think 
tress was kind-hearted, for she said :
4 You poor little nigger, no one shall 
touch you!’ I never had any real trouble 
after that day about religion. The 
people were good enough to me—but 1 
had hard work, and 1 often just haukered 
after my mother, and (never for­
got my prayers. When they wanted 
me to go to Camp Meeting I said 4 No ’ 
so fierce that they let me alone. You 
see, Father, it was my mother's words 1 
She had stamped them on my heart, and 
although 1 knew not one thing about it. 
Catholics 1 knew a hr was right, and any­
thing different was wrong. So I stuck 
to my mother 1 When 1 was grown up I 
took up with a fine girl, but she was so 
savage a Baptist that I quit her. I 
never saw a Catholic, never heard of 
any iu reach. 1 have been a working man 
all my life, and always poor. After the 
war 1 was free and worked on a lighter 
in a little cotton port, and got a chance 
of working my passage to Baltimore.
My whole heart was set on getting to 
Baltimore and finding my mother!

“ 1 got here a week ago, Father, and 1 
began to hunt for my mother, but " (and 
here his voice broke and his big chest 
heaved, he couldn't go on for 
a few moments,) 44 everything is 
changed. I couldn’t find anything ns 
1 remembered them in the docks, the 
streets or the alleys. I found an old 
aunty who remembered my name when 1 
told her and she took me by the two

Fintan.
“May the Lord be good to you, 

Finty !" said the old man piously ; “for 
it’s you that's the kind lad to your ownl 
Put up the money, Nuala achree. When 
the fair comes we'll go and buy the best 
jennet in the town. We won't break 
his word for the world."

Nuala kissed the letter, and stowed it 
away in a safe hiding-place under the 
thatch. In her heart she felt she could 
never pray more than half enough for 
the success of her brother in the land of 
his sojourn.

conse-

1 must go to confession,” he 
“ Well ! find me a priest.”replied.

He remained for forty minutes with 
his confessor. He came out his whole 
face transfigured, his eyes red.

No words can describe the feelings of 
my soul at the moment when with my 
own hand I gave him Iloly Communion.

On leaving the church we ieii into 
each other's arms. It was a clasp of 
loving happiness.

44 Thank

Returning to Axum, then the capital, 
Frumentius organized Christian 
ship, aud, under (the title of Ablxi Sal- 
um«, became the first metropolitan of 
the Ethiopian Church. Missionary 
monks, coming later from neighboring 

utries, in the sixth century, 
plcted the work of his apostolat»- by es­
tablishing the monastic life. National 
traditions speak of these missionaries 
as the Nine Saints. Thenceforth Ethio­
pia took its place among the Christian 
States of the East, aud. although the 
empire was forced, later on, into heresy 
and schism, and although the aboriginal 
tribes of the K amant are still pagan, 
nevertheless Christianity has always 
been really the national religion, always 
practised and defended by the rulers of 
the nation. One of the kings, Caleb, 
contemporary with the Nine Saints, and 
canonized as St. Elesban, is famous in 
Oriental literature for an expedition he 
led against the Jewish kingdom of 
Yemen.

regular for a negro, and wore an expres­
sion that was grave almost to dignity.

He halted square in front of me, for I 
had drawn back the curtains of my box, 
and looked at me with a half smile of 
expectancy, and reverence, as if wishing 
me to say the first word.

44 My son, do you want to go to con­
fession ?” I said.

44 Most suttingly, suh, I do for a fac’ 
suh, but 1 hardly know to go 'bout it, 
suh.” His voice was remarkably sweet 
and deep aud his accent strongly Afri­
can, but I will not venture to reproduce 
his dialect entirely, which I afterwards 
found was that of the Cotton Belt.

I stepped out of the confessional and 
shook hands with my bashful penitent 
and invited him to the sacristy, for I 
saw he needed some instruction on the 
method of making his confession, and no 
donbt on other points of our holy Faith. 
Aud when I gave him a chair, aud placed 
him at his ease by a few kindly words I 
asked him to tell me all about himself.

“ My name,” said he, in his soft 
Southern tone, 44 is Jefferson Stewart.
I was born iu the city of Baltimore. My 
mother was tall, very dark, and very 
strong. I was her only child. My 
father died before I knew him. My 
mammy often talked of him, and when 
she said her prayers, with me kneeling 
at her side, she alway 
4 God rest my father’s soul. Amen.’ 
Three times 1 had to say that. And 1 
can look back even to my third year and 
mind the tears trickling down her face. 
But suh " ( I had quite a time making 
him call me 44 Father ” he evidently 
thought it too familiar aud hence disre­
spectful) 44 but, suh, I mean Father, 
many and many a time my good mammy 
took me to this very church, and 
brought me to that railing out there, 
aud made me say over and over, out 
loud my childish prayers, while she 
fixed her eyes on the altar and seemed 
to see God 1 Then when I stopped for 
want of something else to say, suh, she 
would turn to me and whisper : 4 God is 
right heah, Jefferson ! He's a-lookin* 
from the little Doah down into youh 
little heart " and I would tremble lest 
the good God saw something there He 
didn't like. And then she would say 
sometimes, as we stood at the foot of 
this church ; 4 Jefferson, chile, look 
around at dis grand House of God 1 In 
dis heah church yooh father and me was 
married, and heah you was baptized a 
little, pooh, baby 1 You was baptized a 
Catholic heah, a true Roman Catholic, 
and doan you uebber forget it, an’ if 
any nasty Meth’dists or Baptists ask 
you to jine their ligion when you git 
growed up, tell 'em you are a Cath'lic, 
a Roman Catholic, and that's the only 
'ligion that's God.' ’’

viciions.
theyou," said he, 44 my dear 

441 have always loved you, I 
love you much better aud more than 
ever tc-day.”

During the day, a lady seeing him for 
the first time, said to him ; 44 You seem 
ill. Monsieur. No doubt you have come 
to ask your cure of our Lady of Lourdes? 
I premise to pray for you.”

He replied, “ No, Madam, 
come to ask the Blessed Virgin for my 
bodily cure ; but she granted to me, 
this morning, what was better still, the 
complete cure of my soul.”

Ten days later, my brother died sud­
denly at Cauterets. May everlasting 
thauks be. rendered to Our Lord Jesus 
Christ aud to the Immaculate Virgin

Tiie miracle of this conversion, for 
which I had asked the Bles-ed Virgin 
every night for the last thirty years is 
due without doubt to prayer, but also to 
the sight of the crowds at Lourdes.

In a letter which he wrote to our 
eldest brother the very day of his Com­
munion, he owned that he had been un­
able to resist the powerful torrents of 
supernatural grace which in the grotto 
of Lourdes overwhelms souls, aud 
carries them away, by its irresistible

It was a wild evening in midwinter. 
For miles the wind swept unhindered 
over the lonely bogland until at length 
it reached the deserted dwelling, where­
in Nuala O’Farrell awaited her father’s 
home-coming, lie had gone that morn­
ing on his first trip to the town since 
purchasing his new jennet and cart.

Alone there by herself since the early 
hours of the morning, poor Nuala was 
unduly depressed. And as night came 
on and the wiud rose, her girlish heart 
was filled with a strange foreboding ; 
for her father had not yet returned. 
An hour or so after nightfall her sus­
pense had become so unbearable that 
she lighted a lantern, threw a cloak 
over her head and set out into the dark­
ness. It was madness to act so, but 
Nuala’s love for her father did not let 
her see the danger of it. So she went 
out iuto the inky blackness of the night 
down the winding pathway that she 
knew so well. Bnt she was simply the 
toy of the winds, and was scarcely able 
to see more than a hand's breath on 
either side.

She held aloft the lamp, to serve as a 
beacon to the voyager who had gone 
forth before the dawn. And she passed 
on, unheeding, through, the miles and 
miles of broom. Yet there was so sign 
of her father's arrival. Often she 
paused to listen, but there was no sound 
to be heard save the whistle of the wind 
through the heather. And where was 
she ail the while ? She did not know, 
She had left the beaten track, aud her 
candle was fast burning out.

With despair stamped upon every 
feature, she stared at the thick gloom of 
the night. But whither was she to 
turn ? Once or twice she thought she 
had heard the noise of the cart far off 
upon the highroad ; but when she 
stopped, the wild winds only laughed 
her to scorn, and the thick gloom lay 
around her like a pall.

Again she went on. She sent her cry 
once more upon the breeze, aud it was 
borne from her unavailing. Then a 
fierce, wild blast swept over the laud ; 
her caudle was extinguished, and 
she stood again and helpless 
in the midst of the dread 
gloom that had hidden both 
heavens and the earth from her sight, 
Her very heart sank within her breast. 
Yet slie struggled on and on and on. 
But whither was she going ? There was 
not a star to be seen in the firmament, 
not a light appeared on the horizon. 
Al! alone in that land of death, the help­
less creature called upon her father for 
aid. But that cry was unheard and un­
heeded. Then she called on another 
Father.
“Good Lord of heaven aud earth,” she 

cried from her very soul, “have mercy 
on me, or I'm lost 1”

W hen day dawned, the raging winds 
had gone to rest. The sun rose radiant­
ly over the distant hills, but a light was 
still burning in Fintan O'Farrell'a win-
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Others had gone away to the West, in 
the track of the setting sun. There 
they had grown rich. Then they sent 
for their brothers, sisters, fathers, 
mothers aud friends, aud made them 
rich too. In the spring of the year, the 
Dempseys went out to “the States.” 
Fintan would have gone with them, but 
for lack of means ; so he had to remain 
behind for a year or thereabout, until 
Dan Dempsey lent him the “passage 
money."

This parting with his only boy was 
then the second sorrow of this lowly 
household. The old father’s heart was 
wrenched with grief when the train 
dashed into the wayside station. He 
threw his brawny arms once more 
around his manly lad in a long and last 
embrace.

“Childheen," he sobbed in his sorrow, 
“why are you leaving us at all? And 
your mother ! O Fiutan my son, won't 
you promise me now that you'll 
back when your money is made,—aye, 
or a thousand times before then, if you 
like ?” And the boy promised.

When Nuala hung around her brother's 
ueck, she had no words to sneak : her 
grief was to deep. Aud when at the 
last moment the boy-man kissed her 
cheeks, she fell fainting into her father's
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VeuSo long as Christian Ethiopia could 
remain in touch with the Catholic Pa­
triarch of Alexandria, it was preserved 
from the taint of Arianism and from 
the errors of Nestorius. But in the 
seventh century the Caliph Omar, after 
his conquest of Egypt, came to an 
understanding with the schismatric Pa­
triarch Benjamin whereby the Copts 
and Ethiopians were forbidden all in­
tercourse with the Roman Pontiff, and
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s made me s!?: despite even their struggles 
against it—into the ocean of God's love. 
— Exchange.space

before the Basilica. He heard the end­
less 44 Ave, Ave Maria,” intermingling 
without order in a sublime confusion of 
sound, then the glorious outburst of 
thousands and thousands of voices sing­
ing in perfect unison the grand “ Credo 
in Deum 1"

He remained silent ; I watched him ; 
tears were in his eyes.

The next day, Sunday, under the pre­
text of fatigue he let me go alone to cele­
brate Mass. You can easily suppose for 
what intention 1 offered the Holy Sacri­
fice. After lunch he wished to go with 
his wife and son for a drive round the 
town and surrounding country. Î was 
heart-broken that he was slipping away 
from me, he was flying from the super­
natural torrent of grace which promised 
to overwhelm him.
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The train soon sped away, and young 
Fintan O'Farrell was gone from all he 
knew and loved. Slowly, and silently 
father and daughter returned to their 
bogland abode. There they could think 
over the boy aud pity him. For the 
father, the pang of the parting was 
keen ; for Nuala, it was such as she had 

known before. And, then, why
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THE MISSIONS OF ETHIOPIA
Ethiopia, or, as it is more commonly, 

though less correctly, styled by English 
writers, Abyssinia, occupies a quite 
unique position in the history of Christ­
ian missions. Geographically', it has a 
very singular position the like of which 
does not exist elsewhere on the African 
continent. It is a vast fortress, tower­
ing above the plains of Eastern Africa. 
Extending from the eighth to the flf 
teenth degree of north latitude and 
from the thirty-fifth to the fortieth de­
gree of east longitude, it stands a huge, 
granitic, basaltic mass, forming a great 
mountainous oval, which, when viewed 
from the shores of the Red Sea, looks 
like a mighty wall, some eight thousand 
feet high opposite Massowah, and rising 
elsewhere to sixteen thousand feet.

Table-lauds, in an ascending sc-tle, 
give it three distinct climates. The 
low valleys are fiercely tropical. The 
few and scattered inhabitants of these 
burning plains are small, withered, 
vous and quarrelsome, devoid of the 
dignity which marks those who live in 
the high lands. The middle zone, at an 
elevation ot from six to eight thousand 
feet, has a temperature ouly slightlv 
higher than thatjof Southern Spain, Italy 
and Greece ; but as, in Ethiopia, the 
summer is the raiuy season, the heat is 
by no means so hard to bear as in the 
South of Europe : In this temperate 
zoue, which comprises by far the largest 
portion of Ethiopia, nearly the whole 
population of the country lives aud 
thrives, for it U a remarkably healthy 
region. The cold zoue, at an altitude of 
more than eight thousand feet, has a 
variable temperature with chillv nights. 
When, in the spring ot 1868, the British 
force, under Sir Robert Napier, stormed
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Germicides You Can Get the 
Blood Right by Using

mi
should he have left her ? Why barter 
the peace and quiet even of the desert 
for the wild whirl of an American city, 
where life is ever at fever pitch ? Was 
be not, at least, as well provided for as 
the birds of the air ? He had enough to 
eat, enough to wear, and a place to rest 
when tired.

Oh, yes 1 But, then, Fintan was no 
selfish fellow. He had gone not to im­
prove his own position solely ; he was 
to cheer her life- too ; for he was to send 
her back the bright gold of California 
in abundance. “A yellow sovereign for 
every blossom on a furze bush,"—that 
was the emphatic way in which he put
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Nerve Food

I went to weep and to pray alone, in 
one of the dark chapels of the crypt. I 
then sought him everywhere without 
being able to find him. I did not 
him until dinner time. “ But whatever 
became of you, all this afternoon ?” I 
asked him ; and he told me how, after 
his return from the drive, which had 
only lasted an hour, he had mingled 
with the crowd to get near to the Grotto 
and piscinas ; that seated on the stone 
bench which runs along the side of 
Gave, he had been present during some 
hours, watching the sick people being 
carried to the entrance 
the exits of the baths ; he heard the 
ardent supplications to Jesus and to 
Mary, on behalf of the unfortunate 
sufferers who had come to beg for their 
cure. He declared himself to be pro­
foundly moved by this extraordinary 
spectacle. Ilia emotion had tired him ; 
he could not be present again at the 
torch light proccession. After dinner 
he came into my room, where I had 
called him to admire from my window 
the steeple of the Basilica, on which 
stood out in the darkness the monogram 
of Our Lady, in colors illuminated by- 
electric light.

For some minutes we both kept 
silence in the darkness of 
Then I said gently to him :
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it is largely composed of red corpuscles, 
there is little chance for disease germs. 
They cannot thrive in the system which 
is filled with good blood.

But in the spring the blood is gener­
ally thin, weak and watery. It lacks the 
vitalizing red corpuscles and you be­
come an easy prey to the germs of dis­
ease which seem to lurk everywhere at 
this time of year.

You can fortify yourself against the 
germs of disease by using Dr. Chase’s 
Nerve Food. This great restorative 
treatment forms new, red corpuscles in 
the blood, makes the blood rich, red and 
healthy.

Weakness, tired feelings, stomach de­
rangements and disorders of the nervous 
system soon disappears when Dr. Chase's 
Nerve Food is used.

This medicine cures by the building- 
up process, and for this reason its bene- 

lasting. Nearly everybody 
needs something in the spring to enrich 
the blood and tone up the system, and if 
would be impossible to get a more satis­
factory spring tonic than Dr. Chase's 
Nerve Food. 50o. a box, 6 for 82 50. at 
all dealers or Edmanson, Bates & Co., 
Limited, Toronto.
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1‘oor Nuala O'’Farrell 1 llow many a 
lonely hour did she pass out there in the 
heart of the wild, waiting wearily for her 
father’s return from Clondalkin, whither 
he went twice a week to sell the pro- 
duce of his lowland farm, in the shape ot 
the big sods of turf 1 Aye, and there 
was many a time when in spirit she 
traversed three thousand miles of wild 
ocean to have a chat with the brother 
she loved. Often did she watch the 
golden path traced by the setting sun on 
the surface of a bogland pool, and wonder 
if it were not a wizard's wile to lure her, 
too, over the broad waters of the Atlan­
tic.

A
I suppressed a smile at the epithet my 

black man bestowed on our non-Catholio 
brethren, but he did not see me, in his 

then I asked him about his 
prayers—did he remember them ?

Yes !
This mother (it was always his mother) 

taught them to him, aud then like a 
little child this tall, fine fellow, went on 
his knees and said the 44 Our Father," 
“ Hail Mary,” and 44 Creed," with 
numberless little mistakes, which he 
repeated like a little boy when 
reeled them.

I cannot forget his simple fervor and 
his intense religion. Then he sat down

“ My Mammy, suh, was a free woman, 
Father,” he began, “ and always carried 
iu an oilcloth puree in her bosom a 
printed paper with her name on it, her

doors aud from
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“That's strange," said Rhody Ryan, 
as he looked out across the broom. 
“Nuala is thrifty, 
time did her lather get home last night? 
Maybe it would be as well to go over 
and see.

And the young man started off for 
O Farrells'. I'p the bleak bog road he 
went, half carelessly, ai d half anxiously, 
lie turned eventually in on the long, 
winding pathway that led to the house, 
and run on for some yards. Bat he 
suddenly stopped and, fur a moment,
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“Poor Fintan !" she would say. “I 
wonder what he is doing now, or when 
will he be coming back to us ? Oh, aye, 
poor, poor Fintan, wheu will you come ? 
How lonesome the wild bog i# livre with­
out you 1 There isn't one that 
speak to save the curlew, and even he
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Well, my

dear fellow, what do you think of it all ? 
Did you notice that crowd ? Did you

(
1

.

■ _ ■.. ; 
v -

-,

'
ES

- -E
fâ

vp
..

-S

I® 
■ '

miS
|S

bm
k

* m
m

m
KM

mm
m

--r
 

?

' :>
r*

 - ,
• v'C

v
;"i

■

il

sa

m
&

M
.*

J

?.
.


