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I heard it first one Augusi mormng
£ as 1 lay flose to the thatch in the
- gablerooln of the Little country hatel
where 1 had come to spend my fort-
aight's holidays,  There was a sudden
shook to my dreaming —my love's
smiling face disuppeared into seft sha-
dows, mied | wukened to a droning
whirr of melody that further dazed
my half-slumbening senses.  lor a
moment 1 did not realize that the
music W ia aught but imagaury, tho
as 1 heard b growing  louder und
fouder, I sprang out of bed toi discove
er the caum. A thick curtain of wy
almost concealed the four-paped win-
dow, which moved inwards on a lunge
and was open onwmg ‘v the heat,
“Phrough Uiy cuttamn 1 thrust  my
head and saw, coming down the only
Inly street of the willuge, two old
men-{wo stooped und slender old wen
; whose tesemblance (o cach otber as-
) tomshed 2. Jt was ay eaact aie-
semblanee as df one of them were gas-
ang mio a mirtor  They were clad
the ordinary homespun clothe ol the
peasant ; each wore a cloth cup with
cars dra vn clowe on his grey head,
" and rounu »ach wrinkled neck  was
ticd a2 ULluc-spotted cotton handker-
chief,  Their fuces were thun but rud-
dy; thewr features ascquiline; their
yes were a bright blue-grey. As
IX' they marched in steady step together
4! they kept playing o sad, tender,
.‘ crooning air which I have since learnt
i to call “An Bunan Buidhe"~the Yel.
-Jow Bittern. The old maxn nearest me
-played upon a fedan or wiustle, the
- other had his lips curved around the
%¢, mouthpicce of a flute. Their har-
rii- mony was parfeot as they trod lights
ly over the cobble-stoucs, their bent
Lohelbowa almost teuching, while the
2 Ntune floated away in a thin wail on
Qi the morning mist. [ leaned through
Jf 18 the little window; as far a8 was com-
. épatibie with my aafety, und watched
(A¥ them disappesr round the bend of the
-atrect. Then I went back to my pil-
low to pass the time in wondering—
} until the houschold should be awake
~what was the story of these two
who had gone by with their atrange
Ymuasic so carly in the autumaA dawn.
'L

“Ah, thep,” said my host, Niall Beg
"MacGinley, as we sat one in cach core
mer of the w.de settle wuf the window,
sthat faced the street.  “Ah, then,”
itilling his after-breakfast pipe with
.sgreat deliberation, *“tis the same
: question us has been often put to me,
»and what maw has a betios right to
answer, or what man iu ¢ll the Glen
# can give you the truth as I can) word
for word, Yes, God He sces, word
ford ward.”
Hlere he reached out for a lighted
turf which he applied to his pipe ane
puffed away in  unctuous silence.
Floundering through my amateunish
Gaelic I begged hum to proceed.
“Ah, yes, it is myself, Niall Beg
MacGinley, can tell the tale.  Often
and often I have told it, gentleman,
to others coming like yourself for the
fishing to Loch na Sclumis—for the
music going by so carly has wakened
many in that gable-room. One time
it has been, ‘Is that room! of yours
haunted, MNiall #* or ‘What was the
$, music that disturbed me ?”*  Or again,
¢ ‘Cannot the local band choose a more
suitable hour than dawn far their
factising ' or maybe another would
ask, ‘I saw two strange men go by
Pplaying this moraing, Niall. Who
were they? What does it meanp”
s He paused to gaze for & moment|in-
0 the fire, and his jovial face grew
houghtful.
““Gextlemen, it wae the Men of the
uﬁic you saw-the Men ol the Mu.
c.
t“Who are they, and why are thoy
alled 80" I queried.
[ % “That you will hear in good time,”
, replicd alowly with all the dignity
.the scanachie. “It i3 a sad stery,
irs, and a strange"
Blileancd back in my corncr resign.
.o Wlly, sceing that my cagerness merely
y vk ttered bim inta further procrastin-
.Aadmic and Briap O'Keeney arc
names they will be having,” he
pounced at Iast, “aud they went by
morning to cut the little ficld of
they have ripening on the loch
Do you see that little house up
fithe slope theret” here he led me
[ the arm to the dogrway, “witlr its
te walls and the neat fences
gand ¢ That is the home where
My were born, and where they hved
jetlor since the mother of them
. A good woman and kind was
rgread, They were never a day
Tafc in their growing-up, nor had
Fa thought apart from the other.
“handsome lads they were too —
omest in the parish--and first
diversion, with their music and
dancing and their love-cyes at
pollcens. Padraie, it was the fid-
Bkhe playcd; and Brian—Oh, where
Ehis cqual with the pipest”
nodded solemnly a2t the fire, ar
peated the last senteuce, half to,

mother, God be good to her,
oftent to say that she felt the
4ea around her when "Brian would
Playing his pipes of a surgmer eve-
) 6n the rath behind; and then she
A grope for her beads in the big
L she wore, 80 as to keep their
ja" away. She knew the Little
e must be jealous because he had
. n their ~rt, for I swear to you,
B leman, it was like no huigan mu.
twhen Brian O'Keeney put his fin.
o= the keys and his lips to the
hWpicce. Oh, po, like no human
<that cver was”
Yy were young—acarce  past
y years—when the cruei fever
oft both Mairgread and her
ithin 2 week of cach  other
cad, she was the last to dic,
sthe lads promise to atay togeth-
k the same home. ‘If one of ye
1en, abe aaid, *let him bring the
sn here, and ahe will be a sister
he other; if both of yq do it, then
N is room for all—many a smail
it covers great hiappiness. It ismy
poing I lcave.ye, spd-my prayer
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that no woman muy cver cast sorrow
upon my sons.'”

Al my grief, it was the knowledge
that was m the poar dymng heast of
her made hor speak, for 4 woman
ovate, and the bitter bluok gorrow s
deed she cast upon them.  She was a
young colleen und fair~—well do | ree
member-—-with cyes as innocently biue
an the Jooh water under a suSshny
sy, und the hur of har like the har-
vest gold, and the hps of het red as
rowan  berries. ‘fruly  the  lovely
young lass she way, but the rash
tongue she had, wad the foolish muad
for 4ll her beauly.  Soon she had aet,
the young mwen of the Glea agninst
cach other—with het hoss Lo this one,
and ber snule to that, and her kind
word for the other, and her t1uth for
none.  Ab, no audeed, her (ruch for
none as 1learsed 10 my costl hough,”
with a sly glunce towards the dauny
where a short matronly figure mosved
hither and tuthet, while the chud,
thud of the churnstaff us 1L lashet
the muk tmade o pteasant, subdued
nowse, * the vamthee beyond was neve
er & Int the wisen of that youny folly
of mine, ner need she ever be.  Men
will be men, and there 13 much the
woman that 18 your wife had best be
guorant of."

“Frue mwan you are for that, sayin,
Niall Beg.® | nodded my head :ugg:
ly 1 approval. ‘There was a twinkle
1 his eye a3 De resumed.

“Well, st waa not long until the vil-
"_’“*’ began to sce where the tricks of
Euws would make trouble. Gie time
ehe would be walkwug with Brian
through the boreens in the gloatmng,
and next sbie would be winspering
with Padrawe aoross some stile when
#he should have been bunryingshome
from milking the cows. 'The other
lads scemed to have found out her
unschievous ways for themnselves be-
fore at was too late, but they brothers
were simple and oo one dared to warn
them. Soon we noticed a cooluess be-
tween them. They did not come to-
gether as before to the dance and the
menrymaking ; nor did they go away
together. Maybe, for all we gucas-
ed, cach went his acparate road to
catch a last word or smilo from the
girl svho was torturitg both.

One evening, it was in the middle of
summer, for I remember tL» hedges
were dotted with wild roses, Iecame
Upon the three, and bitter, bitter,
smech passed between them. Eulis
sat a-top the stile that was at the
cnd of the meadow I wag crussing as
my nearest path bome, and the bro-
Ahers stoed one on each side, purpde
with auger, in their faces, and their,
mouths hot with the curses that were
hotter stll. Bt would have been an
il sight for their mother to see, and
Pve often chought atnee that iU was
the kind God e wua to have spared
poor Margread these  Their hands
were uphifted to strike, winle Eilis sat
amiling, drawing the strings of her,
bonact between her hps and taunting
one and the other in! turn. She grew
suddenly white as the ceanabhan bios-
som when she twisted round and saw
we standing behind her.

I did not spare the treachersus, fools
ish thing; for I bhad my own score
to pay baok to her. I was the lad
she had given bher (kiss to oand her
pledge, and it was over the head of
Yadraic and Brian we had quarrelled.
She had cried sore, and clung to me,
saying I was the only one she want~
cd, but I did not heed. I cast her
off, and the love I had in my heart
died away as a fire, of zeat migbt dic
mto grey ashes. When I saw  her
raising the wind of hate between poor
Mairgread’s sous, all that was in my
mind against her went out in flaming
words. s

“Brian, fricad of my heart,” Lsaid,
*and Padraic a dhilis, is it fon a light
foolist woman you will be throwing
the curscs at onc anotherf Few of
them are worth an honest man’s rage,
and she least of all, for it is nothing
but trouble she has been stirring up
in the Glen since she came’ And 1
said much more, gentlaman, which for
shame’s sake I will to* be telling you
now that the past is past, und; the res
sentment long left me. Maybe it was
too harsh my speech was, and she
such a slender, pretty young flower
of a muaid, but 1 did not weigh the
words then, and they tumbled from
my lips ip a torrent. 1 ounly knew
how cruel they were by the lborror in
her ceyes

“When I had finished she stepped
down frem the stile, and stood before
me.  ‘Cod forgive you, Niall MacGin-
ey, was all she said, and 1 stabran
through my heart that 1 thought
hardened to her wiles, for her miser
able eyes had told mo the truth at
last.”

His voice broke and I could sce a
moisture gather on his lowered iashes
as he continuced ;-

“But it was too late for any under-
standing between us, gentleman. 1
had wounded her to the core. She
walked away slowly with head down
bent, and the next morning shegleft
the place for somce kinsfolk that dwelt
in a distant town. 1 have never scen
her since.  Sonectimes the old people
like myec!t talk over the story, and
the young smile at it in theirf pntricd
wisdom, nud now and then a tender-
hearted one will drop a tear; but the
years have brought little change ta
the lives of those two—making their
music day after day--cxcept the gray
hairs and the weariness, and the
backward glances into the long-gone
time that the old cherish most.

“There now, it is the tongue of me
is Tunning too fast, surcly, geatleman.
When the lease of life is shartening
the tongue gets luoger—~is a wise say.
ing. Soon we all saw that matters
were growing cven worse between the
boys, a0 one day I went to the little
white house and begged that peace
should be mude between them for
their mother’s sake. They were si-
lent at tirst, and angry belike; then
Padraic apokr what was in the hicart
of him, poor lad, 'twas tho soye heart
too; ‘I will live with hiur that is my

brother, and was:my friend, becanse
he {s 'my-mother’s san,” hie said, ‘but

never agun will the wora eross iy
Lps to ham ~no, never an fhs hfe e
oen go his own vy, { will gomine.t

My sorrow! 1 kuew it would make
further muschief i€ § suid ore, sol
only looked at Brian., s cyes were
hard and Ins mouth was set, He
glated at s brother for one instaet
wiide { saw the museles of Jus neck
awell and oy handa elench, but he
did not apeak.  lastead, he opened the
door quickly, and stepped ontiinto the
mght.

“They gave up their sports and dana.
ing, and by degrees their fricndly
ways of dropping in on this neighbor
and that., But I used to go for a
chat by ther fireside fometimes,
though only one would talk to me,
and thit mostly Bran. Padruio
would a1t in a dark corner as for an
possible from the fire, playing on' his
fuddle, su a8 to keep out of the talk
it was afterwards I discovered -
through the curiosity of the ehildren
who stole off to peep i the window
every evenmg--that when they were
by themselves Padraie ook up the
fuldle and Bran the pipes. and thuy
they put an the tatne between supper
and bed.

“Well, God be thanked, the music
kept them from worse, mayhe, and
now when they go to cut ther corn
by the loch side, or (z0y3 beyond to
the fields to jlough ot sow i the
spring-'tis (ver the same, the fluie
and th: fedan give notice of  their
conung. or you see, gentleman, the
fiddle and the pipes would he awk-
ward to carry ormng and cvening,
Ieaving asde that the moist air would
be bad for both. 5o *ts the flute and
the fedan they choose nstead, for
they could play them as well as the
others. And now, that is their story
for you, every word true as gospel;
Chirist and Mary look down on their
apoitt, sorrowful lives.”

1 came back the uext sutumn to the
same little gablesroom! and the music
of the flute and the fedan. The bro-
thers were just as uaual, my friend,
Niall Deg, assured me, in answer to
my atrange inquiries; yet, strangeto
say, a change iu the monotonous cx-
istence was impending, in the bring-
ing about of which I myselt was to
play a part.

‘When T ‘was in the place a fow days
an unexpected {nvitation reached me
from a friend who had taken a fish-
ing lodge in a distant quarter of the
country. *I am m the heart of a
glen,” he wrote, “and there's wsport
such as you've never seen. in your life
before, in these waters. Only a group
of cabins in the whole place, and my
shanty. So youwll get quiet, and
tomely fare. Do come.” i

I went, and drove down that glenidn
the aunset wheh every nook and cor-
ner of it was glorified in the magic
Lght. The bheather ran in flaming
purple floods down the mountain
sules, out of which huge boulders Tose
mossgrown and rugged; and the riv-
er. which was so full of promise, wan-
dered like a thread of silver throagh
the gold and russct and pus ple peace-
fulness. The corn ficlds, newly cut,
together with other signs of pastoral
Lfe, churmed my practical eye; and
I noticed too that all the women I
passcd on my way wero kmitting, or
flowermg—~as the fine hapd cmbrol-
dery on muslin and cambric is called.
They returned kindly Gaehe greetings
to my *Dia dhuit”—God save you —
with pleasant smiles.; and truly I
deemed my friend and myself fortun-
ate in our surroundings.

Onc afternoon 1 had wandered to-
wards the fagther end of the Glen,
and fechng thursty and very, tired un-
der the hot sun, called at the open
door of 2 ncat cottage for the way-
Carer's Inte and sup. Just inside.‘,the
threstiold an old woman sat spenning,
who rose and brought me a foaming
jug of milk, and a generous square
of thickly-buttered oaten bread. As I
ate and drank ashe imjerrogated me
thoughtfully, noting my cxhbausted
condition. Was it a long journey 1
lad come? Had the fishing been
goodt Did I think I would feclable
to return again that night? If not,
she would muke me a shake-down by
the fire; and her ucphew, with whom
she lived, would gladly sec after my
comfort. She was a iittle thin wo-
man with a pretty red on her old
oheeks, very alort in her movements.
As I answered, and told thoe distance
1 had come, she made little crooning
sounds of interest. I showed her my
basket heavy with fine trout, and
begged her acceptance of a couple.
“Ah uo,” she shook her head, “the
gent!smaan ought to keep what he had
woa by his hard day’s tramping. to
show his {riends at the lodge, or por-
haps they wouldn't believe he had
caught so many.” Then we drifted
winto conversation about the country
beyond the lilis that bublwarked the
valley. Yes, she had ouce been be-
yond there when she was youog:
though now it scemed like a drecam o
remember that she had ceer been any-
where (r the world outside her ,wa
glen. Shet gave a strange start wheyn
I mention»d Loch na Soluis, and a
shadow catie over her gyces.

“I used & live there when'l was a
girl,” saud she. i

I mentioned the mame of a few of
the villagers; amongst others, the
Mcn of the Music.

“Ah, God forgive me,” she wailed,
putting up her hands to cover Igr
face. “lI knew them long ago.™

At that a audden light broke on me.
“You arc Eilis,” [ cxclaimed invol-
untarily.

She dropped her hands on the in-
stand, and the old face weht pale as
death, . -

“How do you know; whp told yout"
she gasped.

Already I had regretted my hasty
and unwanrantab'e remark, but I had
gone too far now {v scfuse the ea-
planation ghie cvidehtly desined. I
Yidgetted a moment awkwardly whi%:
slic sat expectant. “If you pleaad,
will you tell me, gentleman,” she said
fimidly. '

So, as we sat therey by thel open; door
of her little cottage, with the twi-
light mists falling like a weil upon
the heathery alope, and yellow corn-
ticlds, and the river singing a little
lullaby of its own to the dying day.
1 told her the aflertale of Padraicand
Brian O'Keeney.  She cronched aiient,
with hier apron over hier head, vocking
gently to and fro, as I spoke. ,

Waien thie tale was ended she uncove
ered her face and gazed at me carn-
estly, with tear-filled cyes.

“What can 1 dof” ahe whispered;
“Can I do anything at all® ..

Then [ had an mspiration.  “Corne
haek and make ace between them,”
I amd, “You owe thyy teparation {o
therr rinned tives,.!

She beat hge bosom i passionats:
s lf-aceusntion

“Ah, yes," she murmured Yowly., “We

ure old now, nnd the grave 18 near, {
will go.**
. That gkt 1 accepted the hospatal-
ity of the nephew, and the next morn-
g sdw ane set out accompanied by
un old, weeping woman, who all the
wuy kept dabbipg with a red cotton
handkerclue! at deenched cyes that
were hardly to be seen under the dark
gathered barder of her hood. o amte
of her grief she was excited and plense
ed ut the novelty ofth o Jonrney, and
the swift motion of the train mspired
her with awe,
1 could hear her praying softly at in.
tervals

When 1 hiought Filig to Nall Be
MacGinley's that worthy man .‘m:kcﬁ
us ol o ghost had arisen  He oo
nized het at once, and 1t was a tremb-
hing hand he streiched out to clasp
herse & drcw b aside and explain.
ed that aficr she had yestod, he must
take et up to the hittle whste hatse
on the hil I had done my share,
—=with Cod wauld be the gt

Aftervwards N\l Heg told sne the
detals of tie mmterview My regred
i° that I cannot give them e the i -
Pressive Gadhie of his own words

“They were sitting playing, one on
cach swde of the gressaugh, when we
catme an,’ lue said, “and the erickers
were clurtupang very loud.  But for
a‘lllth:u. it was a Jonesomne  sight.
Erlis atopped just mmmde the thres.,
hold; for 1 made her gnter before
me, and Brian was the furst to sce

“‘What woman is thus? he called
out, and his voice was loud and
Ahreatening, *There is no place for a
soman here.’ At that she put ba &
aer hoed and oh, God in Heaven auc.y
a look in all their cyea.

“‘Kills,” eried Brian .

* ‘Eilis,* cried Padraic.

“[ have come to make peace,’ said
ahe, reaching out Lier hands suddenly
um! clutching a hand of each. *To
maxe peace where I nade strife long
ago!

“Neither moved: they were too
dnu'q. but 1saw clearly the thought
running through their minds—that it
was for this woman, no longer lovely,
no longer young, they had borne the
weary burden of hate. They, hike mya.
self, had always dreamed of her as we
hgxd acen her last in her handsome
girlhood, and the roality, though a
shock, was the oge thing neceasary to
both disillusion them and to excin.
guish their antagonirm. I drew oack
into the shadows, leaving the three
to themselves. Padraic was tue first
to speak.

“‘Why did you do it, F:iss #* said he
goftly.

“Why did you put this h -
of ust asked Brxi,nn. cart-break

*‘Be kwd and make peace, and for-
give me,” she begged.  And across her
bent head, with the old  affection
breaking through the srust of dishike,
the brothers gazed remorsefully 1nto
cach other's eyes.’

Beveral yrars clapsed before 1 .:\g':xm
wvigited Loch na Solws, and then I
brought with me my dear wife. 1
found many changes in the famuliar
place, but my host in former days,
Kiall Beg, was sull alive, though
rhcum(auc. and very feeble, In an-
swer to my inquiries coucerning the
Men of the Music | 3
Bead sndly e shook lis gray

“They arc under the sod in Kileree-
vanty,” he sad, “sleeping soundly to-
gethcr.‘ It was on a Christmas Day
they died, and, curwously, they had
long prayed that God might take
them to Him on that day of days
They drew their last breath almost
at the &ame moment; and were laid
side by side in the one death-bed.
There was never such a wake known
in the country befare, for people came
from {n.r and near. On the morning
of their bl‘xrlal it was very wild and
stormy, with a oold rain blowing
!fom the west. Yet, tor all that, two
hghth candles were carried in front
of their coffins across to the church
yard bnyon.d. and, though the rain feil
and the wind blew, the candles were
not quenched nor did the flame flick-
er cven once. This was a sign to
show that they were hold souis, and
txf:d died at peace with God. May; He
give them rest.”

And “May He give them' rest,” [iro
peated fervently after him.—Ethna
Carbery, in Donaheo’s Magazine.

—

A GRAVE SMUATION,

————

Consideration of New England Vital Statlstics.

r—

The Rgv. W. G. Puddefoot, a Protes-
tant minister of New England, has
been sticring things up the cast by
g‘athermg up the birth statisties of
New England, and drawing from thew
certain obvious co.aclusions.  The Bos-
ton Transeript disputcd lus  state-
ments.  To which, last week, the rev-
erend gentleman replred j—

“l wish to put my statements asl
apoke them. 1 did not speak ofr a la-
wentable falling off of children in
New England, but a lamentatle fait-
ing off of children in New England
families. I made the statement in
order to show that the houses had as
many children to-day as ever, but of a
d.i(tcrcnt race. It is a scrious ques.
tiom, this loss of gebuine Amcriean
familice; all the more so when Amor.
ican familics are the oftenest in the
divorce courts. You don’t find the
foreigner breaking the marriage tie.
To such an éxtent has the divorce
busncs grown that it is doubtful
whether Mormonism can show such a
plurality of wives and husbands as
one can find among the Gentiles. No-
thing surprises me more when I get
as {ar west as Mishigan than to find
the number of children who get on
glw train with theic mothers. There
is no use in trying by a wrong uyse
of figures to bolster up false pride.
For whatever reasan, it is true auat

Heart Review ralls atiention 1o a ser.
ot by Hev Br.ovard 11 Sinclar, de-
Livered pome years ago ut the First
Presbyteniun Chareh, Newburyport ,—

“New Kngland s hfting her hands
to-day with barror at the thought of
Catholic dommation. We  are  told
that Roman Catholies are  gomng o
possess New England  Through your
tin they may do so  Aad if you per.
mst an sin they ought to. in God's
providonee, nnd an the struggle fer ex-
istence, the fitteat surve e and the
woeakest and wickedest become  exe
tinet. And the eriterion of the ‘fit-
test' of the buman race 19 the stane
dard that those who best  subserve
the end of God in creating thein, shall
survive,  When we find the native
New Eng) nders defeating the end of
marringe oy the prevention of off-
&prng, and the Catholic population
obeving God’ lawa in reanmug fanes-
Les, we ure wimply seeing the working
of God’s nitural faw

THE TEMPORAL POWER.

Archblshiop Irefand in the Korth
Review,

Amerlcan

The moct sizmfioant utter sne amade
for many yeore vegarding e siews
and cxxctationy of 1 Roman & ath-
olic Churcls with respect to the tem-
poral poweyr of the Dope, appears 1n
the March numdag of the Norrn Swner-
ican Review Ity aathor 14 Arch-
bishop Ircland, of ~t PPaul, upd as
that disunguished prelatc was sore-
contly in Kowe and  sustained  the
maost inumate and friendiy relations
to the 1aling pawers ol the Chareh,
it may be presumed that jus arty «,
which 1s entitled, “The Pope’s Civil
Prnincedom,” expresses Lhe actual opin-
jons snd poelicy of the Vavican stself,
Archlishop Ireland is uncompromising
in hiv deddaration i fasor of the re.
storaticn of the temwral power,
While civil depevdence, he argues,
in not a vitat element in, the beng of
the Papacy, it is necessary to the Puo
pacy for the fulfiliment of ity mission.
LFor, were the Pope sunject to acivit
rulor, the real or seeming controt of
his word might aid his sovereign’s am-
bitions, and Icssea its force among
men.  As the Church is umversal and
ministers to all nations, its head
ohould not be identificd with any sin-
gle nativnality, Arcobishop lretand
recalls the fact that Rome was occu-
pied by the lgolians in spite of the
molenn assurance of Vicior Sn:nanuel
that the city of the Popes would be
respected, and the Church unceasinly
protests ogainst the oxcupation; while
Rome tself pereists in beiug Papal in
deriviog its life ana grandeur from'
the Papacy. The restoration of Rome
to the Chureh 13 ol prufound import-
ance 1o the welfare of Italy atself;—

“Throughout the hingdom, ltalitns
are divised. The aaherents of the
Pope’s temporal power are }egugn.
fhey are, too, the most conservative
clements of the popuiation, and as
they refrain, in obcidnce to  the
Pope's order, {1om act,ve parhc\p;l'mn
in matwnal pohitiis, the penal  daily
prows thae the socaahistie aoed 1¢volua
tionary ctements in the cuuntry may
obtain control of public affairs,
Through fear of PYapal clouas, the
government 1s commpelled to inposc on
the country. much aganst the coun-
try's deepest wizhea, the burden of an
appressive militarsm, and of wa un-
natural and usinstoric ailiauce with
Austria and Prussia. No country
could hope for pexrimaucnt peace and
prosperity ander canditions of this na-
ture. Alf Italians realize this, all $la-
mor for deliverance of once kind or an-
other. Mecanwhile, the Papal cause
will necessarily be gaaming ground for
this reason, it for no other, that the
1talian people arc profoundly Catho-
fic, and will remain Catbolic i every
tibr> of their souls, as long as they
are Italians. And once the heat of
political passion is cooled, and it is
more plainly secu that Papal inde-
yendence is a religious, uot a politi-
cal, matter, tbe proper solution to the
Roman question, will be given by It-
aly itsedf. Time may be r_equn-ed: bt
the Papacy has tue patience of an
eternal institution.”

CARDINALS OF THE CHURCH.

———

The College as It Stands To-day.

—

In the course of the month Leo. XIII
will hold a Consistory far the ¢rea-
tion of Cardinals. as the S.a('rcd Cel-
tege has recently been thinned by
death. With the death of Cardiual
Galcati, Archuishop of Ravenna,
whneh happened receatiy. \hp Sacred
College 13 now reduced to fifty-fuve.
Of the Cardmals created by the late
Pontiff, Pius IX, but three now ie-
main ; Oreglia di San Stefano, whois
twenty-cight years a Cardmal; Pa-
rocchi, with twenty-four years in the
Cardinalite ; and Ledochowasky, Prefect
of Propaganda. who was made Car-
dinal twenty-six years ago, at _ﬂxc
same time that the late Ca{d|l|nl
Manning was raised to the Sacred
College.

The Cardinals who have reached the
greatest age are j—Celesia, Archbishop
of Palermo, who is 80; Richard, Arch-
biskop of Paris, 82; and Gruscha,
Archbishop of Vienna, 81. The young-
est Cardinals are ;—Vive yfruto. a
Capauchin, who i» resident in Cura,
and is about 47 years of age. Syampa,
Archbishop of Bologna, 50; Richelmy,
Archbishop of Turin. and Ferrari,
Archbishop of Milan, 51 each.

Nt the 55 Cardinals now consut}xﬂng
the Sacred College, 30 are Italians,
and 25 belong to other countries. Of
the 30 Italians, two are I‘ledmon‘cca:,
Orgelia aud Richelmy ; one is a Ligur-
jan, Gotti, who belongs to Genoa, at
the harbor of which his father labor.
od as a stevedote ; wne is a Venetian
Sarto; one is from Bergamo, Aglinrdi,
one is a Lombard, Parocchi, perhaps
the most profound and brilliant mem-
ber of the Sacred College; four are
Acmilians, Romagnoli or Marcheggi-
ani, Svampa, Ferrari, Manara, and

very few of our dern families have
such houscholds as their tathers and
mothers had. I amn not judging the
m(_x!ivv.s of people who do not have
children. I am merely stating the
fact, and I can not but feck that it is
& _very grave asituation. 1 am not
alone. Jdetters are now  coming
thanking me for what I mald"
In‘the ssme- coneckion, .thg, Sered

~

Respichi, the last being Cardinal Vi
car of Rome; there it one Tusean{
Picrotti, who is a Domimean, and
wears white ; one is from Umbria, Sa.
tolli, formerly Delegate Apostolic to
the United States, a most distine
guished theologian and expounder of
St. Thownas Aquinas; ten bclong. e
the Province of Rome—two of whicl,

-Casall dcl-Drago and Cassetta, wure
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born in Rome-the two brothers, Sers
afino and Vincenzo Vannutelli, Mo-
cenmi, Ferrata, Cretoni, Macehi, Di
Pietro and  Segna; five are f{rom
Southern Ttaly, Capecelatro, Aloisi«
Masella, Prisco, Portanova, and Cias«
ca; and three are Siahians, Rampalla,
Celesia and Francica-Nava.

Of the 25 forcign Cardinala. T are
Frencl, Langemieux, Richard, Per~
raud, lecot, Couilie, Laboure, and
Mathicu; § are Spamsh  Sancha y
Hervas, Cascagares ¥ Azara, Casanas
¥y Pagres, Herrera, y de la Iglesia and
Vives y Tuto; 5 are Austro-Huugar-
ians, Gruscha, Vasaary., Schlauch,
Missa and Stewnhuber: Portugal has
onc Cardinal, Netto, a Franciscan,
and Patriarch of Lisbon; Germany
has two, Ledochowsks and Kopp; ires
land has one, Ca~dmal Logue: Eng-
land one. Cardinal Vaughan, and
Australin’ one, Cardinal ?feran; the
Umited States has oqe, Cardinal Gib-
bons, and Belgin one, Cardinal Goose
ons

The number of Cardinale wha have
died since Leo XIH aacended the Pon.
tifical throne aumounts to no leys than
136, or alimost twice the full nuomber
of the College of Cardinals.

———— —— {

DO NOT DELAY.—~When, though de-
biliteted digestive organs, poison findy
1ts way 1into the blood, the prime) con-
gideration is to get the poisom out as
rapdly and as thoroughly as pussible.
Iklay may mcans uisaster.  Pare-
lee's Vegetable IuUs will be found a
most valuable and effective mediclna
to assail ihe intruder with. They
never {afl.  They go ut oace {o tbe

scat of the trouble.and. ywork apews
manent curc. -
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