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“Ha, ha!" laughed the captain;

® 1his'is capital, eh! Not only out-
witted your friend here by passing
ecounterfeit bills, but passed yourself
off, too, as his American cousin, eating
snd drinking of the best in his house.
Ha, ha! by George, that beats Banna-
her.’—Here the audience, at length
fully comprehending how matters stood
broke out into a general laugh, in the
widst of which a curly-headed fellow,
mounting on a widow-sill, waved his
Aat and shouted at the top of his voice,
“More power to ye, Weeks, more
gower to ye, Ma bon hal.”

“'Pon my conscience, captain, jewel,
#’s chaired he ought to be instid of
sint to jail,”’ eried another.

The chairman now rose to command
silence in the court, but was met with
eheors for Weeks and groans for Hard-
wrinkle. ** Hurrah for the bowld Yan-
¥eo-—down with the black sarpint."’

“Opder! police, keep order there
Beolow ! Silence, you vagabonds,
silence !'’ cried the captain; this is
grotty conduct in a court of justice.”

“ Send him out till we chair him,
waptain, send him out; he desarves it
for puttin the ‘ Leek’ in Black Ro-
bers.’’

The police, after several efforts, at
jength succeeded in restoring silence,
and the chairman was about to take up
the charge against Randall Barry, when
Weeks, who still coolly maintained his
position in front of the bench, his hands
as usual, driven down into his pockets,
bogged leave to say a word or two be-
e ho loft. Z

* [ shan't keep you long,"” he said;
“no, a word or two is all I've got to
say. [ came to this country, gents, as
most of you know by this time, on a
matrimonial speculation. Well, I failed
—1 did—no mistake about that. Now,
shen, gents, all T ask in return for my
Joss of time and money-—not to speak
of several mishaps in trying to put the
thing through—is simply this: that
youwon't let the darned affair get into
the newspapers. I'm a Yankee, gents,
% full-blooded Yankee, of the old Puri-
san stock, and should hate, of all
things, to have it known that a New
¥aoglander—and a Connecticut man at
that—could be taken in by the Irish.
¥ swonnie, I'd rather put for Texas
right straight off, than return to the
States, and find it published all over
the conntry; I would by a long chalk.
Why, I should ever after be looked on
a5 a disgrace to Yankee land. 8o, as |
#id before, I'm willing to put up with
the hull of it if you only promise me

shis tarnal trial shan’t get into the
wowspapers,’’

¢ (ool again,” said the captain ;
@ put up with it indeed! Any thing
more to say 2"’

“ No, I've got through, 1 guess.’

“ Very well, sir. Constable,

abis man in charge.’

“fold on a minute,’

 Take him away."

# 800 hore ! Hold on! Hain't you
made a mistake! What's the ecrime ?"

* Passing counterfeit notes on the
®ational Bank."

“ Bat who's cheated, I should like

30 know ?"’
“ Away with him,"” commanded the
meptain.
* Look here!”
““ Silence, sir, and quit the stand in-
wtantly.”’
“ Wall, now, I swoonie, if this ain't
goin it a leetle too str g, muttered
Woeks, as he stepped from the platform

n the hands of the constable. il |
gono to the county house yet,
h 1 No, I sorter reckon not. By
, captain, you'd better look out
for 1 tell yon what, my dear fellow,
you'll find it no joking matter to in-

reorato a citizen of the United States
y remainder of the sentence was
Yst in tho murmurs of applause which
greoted him from the audience.
yw the eaptain was about to
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lived ever since I had the happiness of
knowing you—the pride and ornament
of your sex."

“ God bless her! God bless the dear
girl 1" now resounded from all parts of
the court house, while the lovely object
of congratulation was herself shedding
tears of gratitude to the mother of
orphans in the arms of Kate Petersham.
‘*And now to the prisoner in the
dock—who demands his committal 2"’
inquired the captain.

1 do,” responded Hardwrinkle;
¢ T demand it in the name of the state.
Clerk, call Sergeant Joseph Muller.
Swear him."

As the latter came up to the stand,
Hardwrinkle pointed to the prisoner.
* Have you seen that man before "’

¢ I have, sir."” ‘

“ What is his name?"’

¢ Randall Joseph Barry."’

“ Do you swear that?'’ said the

captain,
“" l do."
‘What ! did you see him baptized ?"’

“ No ; but I was brought up within
a stone's throw of his father's house.”
“ (Gentlemen,” said the prisoner, in-
terrupting the witness, * it's quite un-
necessary to proceed further in this
examination, My name is Randall
Joseph Barry; I am a rebel to the
British government, and the same in-
dividual for whose capture the reward
of three hundred pounds is now offered
by the crown. I have no defence to
make, and I ask no favors. Proceed, if
it so please you, to make out my com-
mittal.”

“ Fool I ejaculated Else Curley.
“ Young man, the court does not ex-
pect you to make admissions likely to
criminate yourself,”” said the chairman,
casting a vreproachful look at the
prisoner.

“Ile has avowed himself a rebel,”
said Hardwrinkle ; *‘ he is therefore
unbailable, and now I demand he be
committed forthwith to Lifford jail."”

“ Have you any thing to say in your
vindication ?'’ said the captain ; **if
you have, we shall hear you patient-
ly."

* Nothing," promptly responded the
young outlaw. *‘ I have deliberately
done that which British law declares to
be a crime, and am now willing to suffer
the consequences. Had I effected my
escape to a foreign land, as was my pur-
pose,”’ (and whilst he uttered the words,
his eyes inveluntarily turned in the
direction of Mary Lee, the sole cause
of his detention,( *‘ had I effected my
escape, I should have been there no less
an enemy and a rebel to the British
government than I am here on my
native soil, nor cease for one single
day of my life to compass its over-
throw."’

“ Lost! lost!" exclaimed some
one under the bench, in tones so heart-
rending that every eye turned in the
direction of the voice. It was poor
Mary Lee—she had fainted in the arms
of Kate Petersham.

At a single bound the prisoner cleared
the dock, and stood beside her breath-
less form, as it reclined against that of
her affectionate companion.

Instantly the uproar and confusion
became so great that Hardwrinkle rose
and commanded the police to advance
and arrest the prisoner.

“ Back!” cried Randall, his dark
eyo flashing under the excitement of
the scene—** back, slaves; I have no in-
tention to escape;’’ and he waved his
hand at the police as they rushed for-
ward to secure him.

¢ Forward, fellows ! What stops you,
when 1 give the order 2’ repeated
Hardwrinkle,

“ Hold !" said Captain Petersham.
“ Not an inch further. I command
here. Constables, keep your places.”

¢ Mary,”” whispered Randall, stoop-
ing over her—** one word—speak to me
but one word, and then we part.”

“ Part!” murmured the gentle girl,
opening her eyes, and looking lovingly
into his: *O Randall ! Randall | has
como to this?"

“ Hush, dear Mary ; hush !'" whis-
pered Kate ; ** it may ali be well yet—
hush—you have a friend coming you
little dreamed of.”

“ Good by, Mary; good by! We
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nee, sir, and sit down."”

‘ee h captain; don't get put
sot with me. Natty there's sick, and
{ t to save him the trouble of talk-

ides, 1 should like to have

tho credit of telling the hull story my-
wi, Well, the amount of the matter
bhe y and the negro both belong

‘albot's plantation, in \ irginia,
\ . I was sent after them
? m_up, and, as if all h—had a
»and in it, here they come to this here
o of all other spots in creation, to
hull secret.”
¢ fleaven, you should have said, sir,”’
wwod the caplain.
ven or h—; call it what you've
wmind to; but that tarnal, danged
¢ has discovered all."
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_‘ ), stay do not leave me,
Mavy ; * the queen will pardon you.
Sl s good, She is so good. O, no,
n y ya shall not leave me—never."’
1 “ 1t eannot be,’’ said Randall—*'* my
doom is the gallows—for pardon I shail
| never k.'
[ ¢ Back with ye! back with ye! hell
| hounds, give y,"”’ now ca ringing
it in t s clear as a trumpet, trom
| & out, curly-headed at the
| h e d oth , cleaving
13 through the crowd, and
l § ads and bayonets with their
| in their stormy passag
é & yo dogs, give way.
the rescue—corp ww dhoul, to the res-
atia.
“ By the Lord Harry,” exclaimed

shall never meet again,”’ said Randall,
his face quivering with emotion, as he
uttered the words., ‘‘ You have at
th found a father, who will love

wnd protect you as I would have done.

i the captain, jumping to his feet, ** there
comes Lanty Hanlon, I vow to Heaven
it is. Well done, my gallant fellow,
well done !"'

+ 0 Lanty, you never failed me yot,”
said Kate, proudly. ** My life on you
for a million."’

“ Now comes the tug o' war,”’ said
the captain, whispering to the priest.

“ Police, do your duty,"” eried Hard
wrinkle : his face no longer wearing its
demure aspect, but fired with pagsion
at the danger of losing his victim, after
whose blood he had thirsted so long.
“ Do your duty ! I command you."

For a moment the outlaw looked
round the court, as
chances of eseape—in the next, he was

towards the door.

“ Shoot them down !' vociferated
Hardwrinkle, gesticvlating furiously
“ ghoot down the rebel and his rescu-
ors "

“1old! hold!"
chairman, in a voice of thunder.
first man that fires dies ; he's not yet
committed—hold your fire."

By this time Lauty and his men had
gained the side of the dock where Klse
Curley stood, her arms foldod as usual,

commanded the

if to caleulate his

driven forward in the centre ol a group

““The

Hardwrinkle. As they did, the whole
detachment of police rushed from the
door, despite the captain's orders, and
charged the rioters with fixed bayonets.
*¢ Surrender the prisoner, or we fire,’
cried the licutenant. *‘ I order you to
surrender, in the queen’s name, in-
stantly."

* Cudn't ye wait till th' morrow 2"
said Lanty, sneeringly.

“ I again command you to surrender
the prisoner,’’ repeated the officer.

But hardly had the words escaped his
lips when a blow from behind felled
him to the ground, and then the riot
commenced in good earnest.

* Down with the Sassenach dogs !"
shouted Lanty, making his stafll play
round him in true Celtic fashion.
*“ Down with them—corp aw dhoul--
drive them before ye.'’

Else Curley, at this moment, by some
chance or other, succeded in forcing
her way in amongst the combatants,
and thrusting the silver-mounted pistol
she carried into Randall’s breast, drew
forth, herself, the old Spanish dagger,
which the reader saw once before at
her cabin on the Cairn, and waved it in
her brown skeleton hand high over the
heads of the rioters. o

* Come on!
she cried ; *‘ the young lion is now
with his dam, and see who'll dar injure
a hair of his head. Come on ! let the
enemy of my house and home come on,
and see how soon this good steel 'll
drink his heart’s blood. Away with
him to the door, there, and balk the
tiger of his prey—away with him, my
hearties.”
Hardwrinkle now jumped from the
bench, and calling on the police to stab
the prisoner and his rescuers, forced
his way also in amongst the rioters, his
eyes flashing fire and his face flushed
with intense passion. At this moment
Randall Barry, after breaking bayonet
after bayonet with the pistol which he
held still undischarged in his hand,
turned to defend himself from those in
the rear, and met Hardwrinkle face to
face.
“ Rebel 1" eried the latter, snatching
a‘carabine from the'next constable—*‘re-
bel, traitor, enemy of your religion and
your country, take now the punishment
you deserve ,”’ and as he spoke he at-
tempted to pull the trigger, but his
hands trembled so in thefury of his pas
sion that he missed the spring. Next
instant Else Curley’s long, bony fingers
had grasped him by the throat, and he
fell backwards on the flags of the court
house, the musket exploding as it
reached the floor.
Lanty and his comrades had now
fought their way bravely on, step by
step, Randall defending himself with his
single arm against the repeated assaults
of the constables, and still reserving his
fire, as if for a last emergency. It soon
came.
They had suceceeded, indeed, in driv-
ing the police before them out through
the court house door ; but here the
danger and difliculty increased, from
the fact that once beyond the threshold,
Captain Petersham’s authority ceased,
as presiding magistrate, and Hard-
wrinkle was at liberty to give what
orders he pleased, if he only assumed the
responsibility. How he extricated him-
self from the hands of Else Curley
'twould be impossible to say ; but cer-
tain it is, that, much to the surprise of
the beholders, he was suddenly seen
jumping from a window of the building
down on the low wall enclosing the yard,
like one demented.
« Fire !" he cried, as he alighted
and glanced at the preparations made
for Barry's escape—his quick eye de-
tecting in an instant the reason of Moll
Pitcher being kept there standing at
the gate. ** Fire !” he repeated ; *‘on
your lives let not the prisoner escape—
fire !’
But he had come toolate ; Randall
had already gained the outside of the
yard, borne on by his trusty defenders,
foremost amongst whom fought Lanty,
his head and arms bleeding profusely
from bayonet wounds, whilst Randall's
own were hardly in a better condition.
Hardwrinkle saw there was but one
chance remaining, namely, to intercept
the fugitive and detain him till the
police could come up and arrest him ;
and making all possible speed to where
his horse stood in the hands of his
groom, he mounted and dashed past the
gate in order to head the prisoner off.
Randall, however, was already in the
1dla, He had sprung to it by the

strength of his single arm, and instantly
gathering up the reins, gave Moll the
world. The splendid creature, know-
ing well that something mor han
usual was expoected of her, reared for an
instant, and then shot lory ard an arrow,
making the fire fly from the pavement.

¢ (lorious !" eried Lanty ;‘* now for
it 1 Ii horse flesh can save ye, Randall
Barry, it's Moll Pitcher.”

“ Shoot him down ! shoot him down!"’
vociferated Hardwrinkle, as he rode on
before the fugitive with the intention of
wheeling round and intercepting him in

his flight.

The words were hardly spoken when
three or four shots came in quick sue
cession, They did no mischief, how-
over—one of them slightly grazing
Barry's cheek, while the others went
wide of their mark.

The ecrowd now rushed through the
gate and over the wall in wild confuas-
jon : some throwing stones at the
police, and others venting curses loud
and deep against Hardwrinkle and his
Sassenach crew.

Randall saw, as Hardwrinkle wheeled
his horse to intercept him, that if he
happened to be detained buba sc cond,
he should, in all probability, fall by a
bullet from the police, before he could
get out of musket range, and so, draw-
ieg the pistol from his breast, he lot the
reius drop on his horse's neck, and pre-
pared himself for the worst. He had
hardly done so when lardwrinkle was
up within ten yards of him. ** Keep
off | keep off I cried Randall, ** or I
fire."

But his antagonist took no notice of
the warning, and as he rushed on in the
blindness of his fury, Randall dropped
the muzzle of his pistol, and shot his
horse through the head. ‘There, take
your life,” he eried ; I shall never
have a dastard’s blood on my hands."”

The horse dropped instantly, the ball
passing through his brain.

and her keen, deep-sunken eye fixed on

that made the very heavens ring again,
as Randall was seen flying up the hill on
Moll Pitecher, clear of all danger, his
long black bair floating on the breeze,
and his broken arm still visible in the
sling.

Whilst the crowd stood cheering and
gazing after the young outlaw, Klse
Curley, followed by several of the con-
stables, hurried to the spot where Hard-
wrinkle had falled. KElse was first on
the ground. *‘ Hah !"’ she criad, as if
about to utter some malediction, but
suddenly stopped, and bent down to
gaze on the face of the fallen man.
 What's the matter ?—is he hurt 2"
demanded the constables.

“ Ay, he's hurt,” responded Else,
dryly.

# He don't move—how's that 2"’

“ He's dead !"

“ The horse, you mean.”’

¢ Horse and rider — they're both
dead.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

A SALUTARY LESSON.

A HARMLESS DAY DREAM
REALITY,
By Mare Boyen,
1 had been 2 week in my new apart-
ment. A week—a short time—and yet
it seemed in the retrospect like an end-
less succession of days, each one of
which contained the dreams and hopes
of an entire lifetime. For a whole
week the white poreelain sign of a prae-
ticing physician had shone in splendor
at the street entrance and upstairs on
the glass door of my neat little flat.
For a whole week my small reception
room, with its dark curtains and its
straight-backed chairs, had waited for
patients to avail themselves of the ad-
vice and help of * Dr. Max Erhardt.”
It really did not surprise me at all
that my office was empty for a few days,
because, as I told myself, consolingly,
the neighborhood must become familiar
with the fact that it had good medical
advice right here in its midst, After]
had sent away my first patient com-
pletely cured, things would assuredly
be different. Then—after my growing
reputation had been announced to the
neighborhood, or better still, to the
whole city by a crowd of patients in
office hours, as well as by a neat little
coupe, which a dignified coachmen
would drive throngh the principal
streets—then, yes then—And so I came
to the dream which occupied me most.
I fancied myself again with my little
Mary, who certainly would fit the role
of a doctor's wife most delightfully.
I was in love with this little golden-
haired maiden. As a boy I had shown
her all these little knightly attentions
which are possible from the stronger
playfellow in the house and on the play-
ground. As a junior I had dedicated
to her my first poem, and as a senior I
had nearly ruined my unformed bari-
tone voice by continually singing about
the ‘flaxen-haired maiden.”” When I
came home, after passing my first exam-
ination, the young medical student be-
came sure that the ‘‘flaxen haired
maiden'’ returued his love with all her
heart ; yet not a word was spoken.

My university course was finished.
Whenever I was working unusually hard
or fighting successfuly the tiresome
battle of a final examination, in spite of
my preocupation, my dear Mary’s eyes
were constantly in my thoughts and
seemed to be taking the liveliest in-
terest in the results of my efforts.
When greeting my home-coming she
whispered softly, ** Doctor Erhardt, *
I looked deep into her dear eyes and
whispered, just as softly, ¢ Mrs Doctor
Erhardt.”” Then I saw a bright blush
pass over her face, as she drew quickly
back into the window niche.

In the following days I had opportun-
ity to talk with Mary about all the air
castles which a young physician in his
empty office has abundant time to build;
but I did not venture yet to discuss my
dréam of the future doctor's wife.
There lay at times in my sweetheart’s
blue eyes an expression which drove
the words back even when they were
trembling on my very lips. Not that I
doubted in the least that Mary's heart
belonged unconditionally to me ; no, it
seemed rather as if alack of confidence
in my professional ability lay in her
glance and my pride induced me to
keep silent, until a report of my first
‘ independent case should call forth
[‘\;Iv\"« il it 1
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| confidence in my chosen vocation.

I sat in my consulting room buried
in such thoughts as these on the after
noon of thi November day. I
had barely heard the timid ; with
which some one begged admittance,
I rose to open the door in place of the
little page whom I had sent on an
errand. Daring the few steps that I
had to take, I confess that I was over-
whelmed by a flood of the wildest fancies.
Here was a caller who needed my help.
Of course, it was an aristoeratic patient,
with ringing praise and fame, and--ah,
there 1 was again, thinking of the
doctor's wife.

I opened the door. A poorly-clad
woman stood before me in the dim
light of the late fall day. A pair of
great dark eyes looked beseechingly at
me from a face thin and streaked with
coal dirt.

* Doctor,”’ she said, in a trembling
voice; ‘‘oh, doctor, be merciful, I beg
you! My little Mary is so sick."”

That name atoned, to some extent,
for the disappointment which the
woman's poverty-stricken appearance
had caused, for it did not harmonize
with my recent dreams.

“ Who are you? Who sends you to
me 2"’ T asked.

“ No one sends me,"”” replied the
woman, softly and rapidly. *‘‘Oh, doc-
tor, do come! Kver since morning I've
been carrying coal from the wagon to
the next house. I live over oppositein
the court. My child has been sick
since yesterday, and I found her so
much worse when 1 hurried home for a
minute just now."

I hesitated somewhat, the disappoint-
ment was so great, The woman wiped
with her grimy hand a face that al-
ready showed the traces of tears. She
sobbed painfully.

“] suppose I ought to call in the
charity doctor; but your servant is a
son of the cobbler in our court, and he

were so kind-hearted.
little girl !"

Well, of course, the woman must be
helped. I was human, and surely knew
what was due to humanity., So I went
with her, aiter first taking out, with an
importance that surprised and half-
ashamed me, most of the necessary in-
struments of a physician,

Across the street to a great court
lying behind a long row of houses, up
five flights, each darker and steeper
than the last, through an ill-fitting
door into a little chamber with a sloping
ceiling and one tiny window, and there
on a poor but neat bed, with feverish
limbs, and wandering, unconseious eyes
lay a child about fourteen months old.
The woman knelt down by the bed.
“She doesn't know me any more,"
she moaned.

The child coughed hoarsely. That
was croup of the worst kind. I tore a
leaf from my blankbook and wrote my
first real prescription.

“ Go to the nearest apothecary’s,’ I
said.

She looked at me with some embar-
rassment. *‘Can’'t I take it to King
street ?'’ she asked.

“No, indeed,” I cried. ‘‘Why do
you not wish to go to the apothecary in
this street 2"’

The woman reddened visibly in spite
of the coal dirt. ‘‘I think," she stam-
mered, ** at the Eagle Pharmacy, in
King street, they may know me. I
carry coal there, and perhaps they will
—1I have no mouey.”’ A large tear foll
on to the paper in her hand.

¢ Oh, these people who can't pay for
doctor or medicine, either!"” I said,
impatiently, to myself. I took out
some money and said alond : * There,
take that and hurry !"’'

The woman pressed her lips on the
little one's hand and then, before I
could stop her, on mine, and hastened
away.

I brought up the chair and sat down
near the little sick girl. She was evi-
dently well nourished ; her little limbs
were plump and shapely, the golden
hair soft and curly. She breathed
painfally, but she was not conscious ;
her blue eyes stared straight before her,
as if she were looking into a distant,
unknown country. It was cold in the
room. I went to the stove but found
only a few chips—too few to build a
fire. So I sat down and waited for the
woman and the medicine.

Again and again my glance wandered
about the poverty-stricken room. A
poor, hard-working woman who carried
coal on the street, while her child lay
sick "and suffering ; and yet she cer-
tainly loved her little one tenderly.
Suddenly a thought shot through my
mind that I should not be able to save
the child ; that perhaps I had not been
decided enough to take on my own re-
sponsibility the extreme and energetic
measures which would have wrested the
little sufferer from death. My heart
grew hot as I hurried to the door and
listened for the mother's footsteps.

There she was at last. To my re-
proachful look she only answered, hum-

Oh, help my

bly: ¢ There were so many people in
the store. Folks like me must stand
back."’

An hour of torture passed. The
medicine did no good ; little Mary
cou'd not swallow it. Neither did it
avail when, with trembling heart, but
a steady hand, I used the knife on the
slender, helpless throat. The little
golden-haired girl died—died before my
eyes, on the lap of her stricken mother.

The woman Jooked up as if startled
when a tear fell on to her hand, for
she had not wept. ‘You are ecrying,
doctor ?  Oh, you must not do that!
You will have to stand by so many sick
beds where God sends no relief.’”” She
looked earnestly at the little body. *‘I
loved her so. I did everything for her
that I could being so poor. When I
came home from my dirty work Ialways
found her so pretty, so loving. For
hours she would lie on the bed or sit on
the floor and play with almost nothing,
and then she would laugh for joy when
I came home. God has taken her; He
loved her better than i. Bat oh, how
lonely it will be for me!"’

I pressed thes poor woman's hand ; I
could not speak, but I laid some money
on the table and went out softly. Once
at home, [ laid my case of instruments

lips, of the prayer that God
me in my hard profession, a
change my haughty self-confide
a humble trust in His protectio
ever my small knowledge "
ful efforts would not avail, wh
sgx:lnd, as on the day before,
aid.

I did not find the parents
Only Mary was there to rec

light fell on us, and then 1 told he,
my first patient, and - of
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learned from it. Mary said nu(/hil:::
in answer to my confessiop . |,,f{
suddenly I felt her armg thrown

around my neck. She looked at

with wet eyes, ‘ Don't you ::U
Max " she said, ** now you l\n’n\\"

yourself what was lacking in your ppe
paration for your work ; but, thank
God, it has come to you with your
first patients. Now I believe that voy
make a good physician wWho will brine
help even where his own skill does | ({E
work a cure.,”” I kissed my dear one
“ And now, what do you think »" [
asked. ‘' Iave you the courave to
become the wife of such a doerop s
She smiled through her bappy tears
And so at last we were betrothed,

As it happened the very next day
I was called to a child that wag guer.
ing intensly with eroup, and v
happy as to be able to save jt,
then God has shown much favor ¢
sick aud miserable through my «
and my work has grown ever dearer to
me.

But the mother of my first patient
moved into my home to be iy (‘,,.‘f\_
keeper until my sweet heart became the
doctor's wife., Even after the wedd
ing she remained as nti
she decided later to make sti]
another change, and came to purse
little first-born daughter, Ma
wept over our baby for joy, and in
thankful remembrance of ‘the little
golden-haired girl who had und g
happy home for mother and had
a doctor worthy of his high profe
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THE MUSIC OF WORSHIP OR THE
WORSHIP OF MUSI(C?

Rev. Ethelred Taunton in Liverpool Catho.
olic Times.

Speaking of my own experience, which
at one time was varied and wide, I have
often heard persons expressing theip
delight in the Sunday's music and say-
ing how much they enjoyed the Mass,
but I never recollect hearing them say
that they felt the Presence
closer, or that they were lifted to a

greater personal union with God or
realized His infinite majosty more
clearly. I this be the case (I am only

giving my experience, others may pers
haps differ from me), I contend that we
have gone off the line, Instead of aim-

ing at the music of worship, we have
put the cart before the horse, and have
devoted ourselves to the worship of
musie. This is but the natural result

of a lose of the true notion of prayer
and the neglect of the Liturgy. The
Church sets God before us as the object
of prayer ; modern degeneracy in pict-
ism puts self first. The Church uses
music to help us in our worship;
modern piotism worships that which
pleases self, and demands music that
shall please us and make the time of
Mass become something less of a com-
pulsory task. This, I think, is the real
difficulty. Let us get the real sense of
worship, and then the proper kind of
music will follow of its own accord.

MEMBER OF EPISC"PAL SISTER-
HO0D CONVELTED.

In the mother house of the Dominie
can Sisters of St. Catherine di Ricei,
at Albany, recently Miss Stella Collins
of Warrensburgh, N. Y., made her pro-
fession of faith and was received into
the Church by Father Pinaud, chaplain
of the convent, who gave her condition-
al baptism. Miss Marie Ponce de l.eon
acted as sponsor. Miss Collins was for
twxelve years Sister Stella, of the Prot-
estant Episecopal Community of St
Mary's, whose mother houseis at P'eek-
skill, N. Y. The late Mother Loyola,
of the Dominican Order, took great
interest in Miss Collins, keeping her as
her gaest at the Albany convent alter

away, and sat down overwhelmed, I

honed t» sleep, but the picture of a
dismal attic room, of a dead child, and
a humble nen would not let
me rest, any more than the torturing
recollection of my own part in that

1 1 nbered the

1
1€eG as 1 ren

davout wc

scene,

woman's words : ‘Do not ery, doctor.
You will have to stand by so wany sick
beds Jike this, where our Ileavenly
Father sends no lelp.” I had been

called too late. I could not have saved
her then. ‘' By wmany si beds like
this,”" I hid my face in my pillow, It
was a fearful ht. These torturing
thoughts that made me restless had
nothing in common with the bright
dreams that were wont to visit me and
gladden me both waking and sleeping.

Barly the next morning an old col-
lege friend came to see me as ho was
passing through the city. He dragged
me through the crowded streets, to the
museums, to all sorts of resturants,
and complained of my lack of spirits.
I pleaded a headache, and so escaved
going to see a popular play at the
theater. Tired and exhausted, I went at
last alone to my room. As I passed a
florist’s brilliantly lighted windows,
I stepped in and bought a costly white
camellia and some fragrant violets.

I climbed the five flights to the home
of the poor woman. I found the attic
room unlocked. It was dimly lighted ;
a small coflin stood in the middle of
the bare room, and the child lay there
in a white shroud. The ribbon from
the hat on the wall had been worked
over into two little bows; a myrtle
wreath rested on the fair hair, and the
geranium blossoms were scattered over
the body.

I laid the beautiful white blossoms in
the stiff little hand and fastened a
bunch of violets on the breast of the
silent sleeper ; then I went home, after
inquiring about the hour of the burial.

1 retired carly. I was weary, and all
my unrest had gone. As if called forth
by a power higher than my own, the

And then rose a cheer wild aud lcud,

has told all the neighbors that you

words of an earnest prayer came to my

could eat no supper; I went to bed and |

|
L
f
1
\
!

she withdrew from the sisterhood for
instruetion uander the father chaplain.
Miss Collins is a finished musician,
having made a specialty of ecclesias-
tical music.

An hour or two prior to the rec2ption
of Miss Collins, Miss Josephine I'once
de Leon of New York took t ly
habit of St. Dominic with the name of
Sister Mary Adoratrix of the Hoart of
Christ. A touch of pathos was added

so the pretty
draped, flower dec
Mother Loyola. '
ceremony since her
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INFIDELITY BROUGHT

scene by the

ked empty stall of
was the first
utiful death.

TO TASK.

Father L. A. Lambert, in his invalu-
able little work, ** Tactics of infidels,”
asks ““What has Infidelity or scepticism
ever done for the world of mankind? 4
Did it ever build a hospital for the sick
or an asylum for unfortunate little n!:"j’-’
We look over the surface of the earth in
vain, and through all time in vain, for
any such evidences of its beneficent
tracks. Its past leaves no monument to
be honored ; its present is destructive
of morality, social order and liberty
gl It talks of love for mankind
with lips white with hate; of mercy
now, but when it had the power, as i
the French revolution, it proved that
it had it not ; it talks of honor, when it
principles leave no reason for its exist-
ence: of woman while it strips her of all
real dignity and leaves her no more
than a female animal ; it talks of virtue,
while in its code the word has no mean-
ing .Spectre-like it moves down the ages
with Christianity, gibing and gibbering
as monkeys in the equatorial regions
bar and interrupt the advances of the
civilized explorer. It enjoys the fruits
of Christian eivilization as the barnacle
or parasite enjoys the vigorous health
of a stronger organism, or as a mhmj‘o
lives on the human lungs, It isanid®
tellectual disecase.”

e

Humility is a virtue all preach, none
practices and yet everybody is content

to hear.

JULY
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