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‘Auv Legend of The Lake.
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night
Are l‘y‘lu 80 restfally.
MARY D. BRINE, in Harper's Weekly.
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[Written for the Buffalo Union and Times.)

A WINTER STORY.

It was in the winter of 1867, if I re.
member aright, that I was led by urgent
business affairs to make a journey
through the north western part of Ver-
mont, My lll:;u lay through a wild,
.EM y set! gion, as yet unaccess-
ible by means of rail ; and as the stage
which plied between St. Albans, the
nearest railroad station, and a town to
the east called Fairfield, did not go ex-
actly in the direction I wished to take,
1 rrocured a good horse and sleigh, and
early in the afternoon set out for my
place of destination, a scrubby little
town about thirty miles northeast of St,
Albans,

I bad not proceeded more than half
the distance when to my great _d[snuy.
s blinding snow storm was precipitated
upon the country. Heavy, greyish black
cl‘t’)udl lowered above my head, and a
hiting wind from the north drove the
flakes of snow with such violence against
wy face, that I had great difficulty in
making out the road before me, To
add to my discomfort, it soon grew very
dark. I saw that it would be foolhardy
to adhere to my original purpose, and as
the nearest village inn was several miles
distant, I concluded to try the hos-
pitality of the first farm house I should
meet.

It was not without a feeling of great
relief that I soon discerned the faint
glimmer of a light through the thickly
falling flakes, and turning my horse
thither, quickly found myself before a
farm house, the siza and style of which
gave evidence of more than usual wealth
for inhabitants of that wild region. The
Justy barking of the watch dog had
already brought the inmates to the door.
After briefly explaining my situation, |
was kindly invited to enter, while the
“chore-boy” was ordered to take my
horse to the well stored barn and to pro.
vide it with food and warm bedding for
the night.

The supper was soon prepared. “We
are Catholics, stranger,” said the master
of the house, a man of splendid physique,
still in the fullness of his strength, whose
fall, ruddy face, wors the expression of
kindness and habitual good-humor,
coupled with great firmness of will,—
“We are Catholics, and as to day is Fri-
day, we eat no meat. But such refresh-
ment as we have before us, we most
willingly share with you.” This was,
ndeed, a most agreeable surprise, for I
had understoed that in the country
north ot St, Albans, the settlers were
Protestants to a man; and so, to have
happened upon our holy faith when I
bad expected to find only narrow Pro-
testant sectarianism—tor a greater bigot
than the Vermont Yankee is very far to
teek—was in truth, a most fortuitous
sud bappy occurrcnce. Nor was themr
surprise hardly less, when they learned
from my reply that [ professed the same
religious belief; and throwing off what
little reserve might well be expected in
the presence of a stranger of whose an-
tecedents they know nothing, they
showed nearly as much warmth and
openness of feeling in my regard as if |
had been some long absent friend unex
pectedly returned.

After doing full justice to an excellent
meal to which I brought the appetite of
a famished wolf, I seated myself by the
r¥ide of my genial host before the open
fireplace, Two briskly burning logs of
maple gave forth an abundance of light
and warmth, their leaping flames throw.
ing our little group in weird, living, sha
dows upon the opposite wall. To my |
loft sat the thrifty house wife, busily i
knitting some wool 0° her own spinning
Every now and then she would look up {

from her work to cast an admiring glance
on her two sons who sal opposite, one a
Jively, boisterous strippling of about fif

teen years of age, the othera grave youth
some three or four years older, whose
y('ln')‘nl Appearance gave lnv'mninﬁ of a
tinely developed manhood, At the feet
of the youuger boy, a large shepherd
dog was lazily dozing; and as the flames
at times grew unusually large and bright,
they made the silhouette of the shaggy
animal move up and down the wall n
striking resemblance to a huge wolf, To
merease the enchantment of the gcene,
the fitful gusts of wind came wailing
through the chimney like the despairing
shrieks of a lost soul, The occasion was
ripe for story telling. As it by 1nstinet,
we yielded to the iufluence ot the bour ;
and after I had related several perilous
adventures of my own, my host told me
the following remarkable narrative,

“In the winter that immediately pre-
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eastern marts of New Eogland, where
through a trustworthy agent, [ was able
to dis of them ot a good, round pro-
fit. The enterprise ::on "h':d to ml;op

T pro| ions than antioi-
ph:t‘:d, fnaw«. deliberation with
my wife, | decided to draw out a large
sum of woney whioch I had in deposit at
the 8t Albans bank and to invest it in
my new business,

“One evening in February, shortly
after the news reached us of the forma-
tion of the fruitless Peace Convention, I
informed my wife that I had decided to
goto St. Albans on the morrow. For
the time

uh“m-od to i;:quluu

in lans t a very

ruzo’u'nl‘ln: she tried -5:' morning to
me from roey,

mg precsmtiment of danger. "1 did

tron 3

:mb her for being ill at ease, for

within the short space
highway robberies had taken place in
our neighborhood. In both of , the
fresbooters bad yiven proof of their des-

te and rathless ¢! ter, by stab.

their viotims to the heart. The
in whick both these

of a month, two

good nd for believing that an organ-
ised Is::ol highwaymen was prowling
about the vicinity ; but owing to the
scanty means of enforcing the laws in
our part ot the ocountry, the wretohes
had succeeded in eluding the grasp of
justice, g

“[ myself, bowever, did not share in
my wife’s fears,and on account of the
pressing demands of my business and the
extraordinary mildness of the weather
—for the ground was bare of snow—I
was loth to give up my plans, I told
my wife not to heed her idle fears, as |
should complete my business transac-
tions at St, Albans early in the afternoon
and thus be able to reach homebefore dark.
Seeing that I could not be from moved
my purfme, she made me promise that
before leaving St. Albans I would visit
the church, and kueeling before the
Biessed Sacrawent, ofter myself to the

rotection of God and His Immaculate

other.

“So kissing away the tears that were
oozing down her cheeks, I started oft in
my stout country wagon. [ had before
me my favorite horse whom no one drove
but myself. He was a large, powerful
stallion, noted in the surrounding coun-
try for his high mettle and great speed.
I had brought him up from a colt and
bad him under excellent control. His
proud, fiery nature needed but a word of
command to prompt him into a rapid
pace, When behind him, I never car-
ried a whip, for a mere touch of the
lash was enough to render him furious
and almost unmanageable | [On this oc-
oasion he was ia exoellent spirits, for he
had not been out of the stable for several
days. Acoordingly, we were not long
in covering the distance of twenty miles
that lay between our farm and St. Al-
bana.

I drew my money out of the bank, and
after completing the rest of my business
aftairs, made my visit to the Blessed Sac-
rament, in accordance with my wife’s
request. As [ came out of the church,
my eyes were attracted by some fine
whips tbat were displayed for sale in a
harness shop directly opposite. My
oldest son, then about twelve years of
age, had received a pony for a Christmas

resent. He would, I thought, be de-
ighted to have a fine whip to drive him
with; and so, taking advantage of the
opportunity, I stepped over to the shop
and purchased one that 1 thought most
suitable for his purpose,

“It was about three o'clock in the
afternoon when I turned my horse’s head
for home, expecting to reich the farm
before dark. But when we bad been
about balf an hour on the road, I discov-
erel that my horse had cast one of his
shoes. I had good reason for being greatly
surprised and vexed at this, for it was
but a few weeks since he had been eare.
fully shod, and that very morning the
hired man, to whom I entrusted the care
of my horses, had examined him accord-
ing to my orders, and had prononunced
him in sound condition, Nothing re.
mained but to turn my horse back to St,
Albans and have him re shod, The
smith on examining the hoof, expressed
his belief that some persou had been
tampering with the shoe. But as no
one on the farm dared handle the animal
except myself and my hostler, in whom 1
placed implicit confidence. 1 did not
give much weight to the statement of the
blacksmith,

“By this accident, I lost two hours’
time, so that when 1 started again for
home, it was about sunset., Darkness
soon came on. I did not, however, feel
at all concerned about my safety. For
although the road contained but a few
widely distant farmhouses, and was there-
fore very lonesome, I still thought the
time of evening too early for any foul
work to be attempted.

“About ten miles from here, as you
must have observed, the road takes a deep
bend through a large grove of maple
trees, Here 1 made my horse slacken
his pace, for the scanty light that came
from the stars was, in preat measure,
shut out from the road by the tall trees
on either side. I had got about half
way through this grove, when I wad

ceded the late war, 1 entered into the
purchase of cattle for shipment to the

startled by the sudden appearance of a
man from behind the brushwood on the
left side of the road. He was not more
than a dozan steps from the wagon. As
[ was about to hasten past, he cried out,
‘Is that you, Johu ' 1 recognized at
ounee the voice of my hostler, and brought
my horse toa standstill,  Surprised tnat
he should be away from the farm at that

usy hour, I turned round in my seat to
demand the csuse of his absence. | was
laterrupted in the midst of my words by

a sudden backward
horse' At once | taced about to check
him, Twagine my surprise and alarm
to find & man at my horse’s head, grasp -
ing the bridle with both ban and
shouting, ‘Come on, boys !' In an .ustant
the truth Hlashed upon me, 1 had been
betrayed into the hands of robbers !
“Men who have been rescued while
in the very act of drowning, tell us that
in the near presence of death, their
minds acquired a preternatural activity
80 that in a mere point of time, the re.
view of every important act, good or bad,
of their past lives was flashed before
them. Anu experience somewhat similar
came 10 me at that critical moment,
The thoughts of my wife and children, of

movement of my

her premo.ition of evil that very morn-
ing, of the socident to my ho se, of the
blackswith’s decision, all leaped through
my wind with «lectric rapidity ; and
before my perfidious servant and his
acoowplic-s had advanced three steps, 1
had de-viae i the various menns of «scape.
I would jump trom my wigon and flee
through the wood-; hut 10 attempt to
evad: wnd out run ~o many 18 my heavy
ridic g con' would be sheer ‘olly. [ would
draw my pistol and defend myself to the
Jaat ; but it was 1n my waist coat pocket,
and hetor [ could unbutton my over-
coat 1o r ach 1t, the villains would be
at my throst. Was there then 190 ho
of enonp-? Yen, thank Qod ! The
whip ! .

With » quickness | had never known
betore, 1 sustched the whip out of the
socket and dealt my horee a stinging
blow ou the buck, He gave & sharp
snort of tury, and du-hed foiward with
such an 1mp~tuous plung« tha' the man
at the bridle was suatched off his feet
and narled with ternifio violence u
the roadside, On I sped through the
darkness, while mv b.flled assuilunts,
oursing with rage, tired s few harmless
shots sbout my head [n a few moments
I wus far reinoved from their murderous
clutches

How [ succeeded in keeping the road
while speeding through the dark grove
at such u tremendous pace, has always
remained to me a matter of great won -
der. At every step, I expected the
infuriated animal would swerve to one
side and dash the wagon agsii st a tree.
PFortunately, I was spared such a deadly
accident, and wnen at length we shot
out from the woods into the open coun-
try, [ breatbed a fervent prayer to
Heaven in thanksgiving for my wonder-
ful delivery.

Next morning, the man who had been
thrown by my horse, was found lying by
the roadside in a dying condition. His
accomplices had apparently left him for
dead, He was taken to the nearest
farmhouee, where everything was done
to make his few remaining hours of life
as comfortable as possible. Before dying,
be confessed that he and four otbers had
plotted torob and kill me; and that they
were the very ones who had committed
the recent highway robberies in the
vicinity. The leader of this band was
my own hostler whom I thought so faith
ful and houest,

Our sheriff at once organizad a tem
porary band of police and scoured the
country in search for the wretches; but
they managed to escape punishment by
flaeing over the border into Canada.
Whether they desisted from their nefar
ious work is hard to say. At any rate,
we have never since been molested by
highwaymen,”

When the farmer had finished, it was
already very late. So we bade each
other good night and retired. I took my
leave of my kind friends next morning
and reached my place of destination with-
out further trouble. But so impressed
had I been with the story, that I pro
cured paper and ink that very night and
transcribed it as accurately as I could.
The thought that it might prove of equal
interest to others has led to its appear-
ance in print, under the title of “A Wia-
ter’s Story.” CarL Fraxcis.

APACHE CRUELTY.

HEROIC CONDUCT OF A COURAGEOUS IN-
DIAN BOY,
8an Francisco Call.

The following story of unparalieled
heroism on the part of three little Indian
children comes from a correspondent at
Fort Apache, A, T., who writing on Nov
ember 24th, tells of the exciting life that
is there led on account of the constant ex-
pectation of attack from the dreadful
Apache.

On November 30th the hostiles attacked
a camp of peaceable Indians, situated
quite near Camp Apache. There was no
warning given of attack, Tae poor
Indians were totally unprepared, when
suddenly like the bursting of a thunder-
cloud the Apaches swarmed in upon them
and commenced an indiscriminate slaugh.-
ter. Men, women and children were
ruthlessly ehot down. There was mo
mercy ehown or expected. Not till the
entire camp was exterminated did the
Apaches pause to review their dreadful
work., From fifteen to twemty women
and as many men, weltered in their blood,
and did any of them show the faintest
symptoms of life, they were hacked and
hewed at till death took them from out of
the power of their tormentors,

As the Apaches turned to depart from
their work of devastation their attention
was attracted to three children who had
eccaped the general massacre. Their ages
were eleven, four and two years. What
should be done with them was the ques
tion that arose. It was their first im-
pulse to kill them, but kindlier counsels
prevailed, and finally it was determined
to take the children along. The children
were well treated, and scon began to
evince a foudness for their captors. But
the brutal instincts of the Apaches were
only for a time dormant. Soon murmurs
were heard as to the foolishness of carry-
ing sbout children and impeding the
rapidity of travel with such incumbrances.
Again weapons were pointed at them,
and again turned aside by friendly inter-
position,

“Abandon them,” was the demand,
“and let them find their way home, or
where they wish to go. They cannot live
long. They will soon become a prey to
wild Loasts,”  And in the midst of the
lone wilderness these three young childran
were abandoned to, perhaps, a still more
cruel fate than death at the hands of an
Apache. Night was approaching when
vhe resolve was taken, and &0, without
food or clothing, these three unfortunates
were left on the desert to be preyed upon
by wild beasts or die of hunger. C)wer.
ing with fright and cold the three children
huddled together—too young to know the
danger to which they were exposed—too
young to realiza the fiendish naturs of
the crime that had been committed against
them. Bat one thought was in their
minds, and that was to reach the post
where the white man dwelt, aud which
they knew was near their home, in the
direction where the sun sank at night,

Ere they had dried their tears and
looked about them the band of Apaches
had disappeared. Before them in the

strikes
American who detest cant and humbug,
and who honors earnest ;
and, in spite of all his prejadices, he in-
sensibly conceives an

gorges and caverns, inhabited by bears and
voTvu. Alopg thess, coun
dan _ers, lay the track w would lead
them to the camp of the merciful white
man. Then all the bravery of the eldest
boy um;x tou' his b;id. &l‘o chcuodom t:lil.l
ounger brothers by soo w
t,he.tlut there beyond lhongluk moun-
taine were the men who would give them
to eat and drink, aod let them play and
be merry. His noble example fortified
the little ones, and giviog him their con~
fidence they for the moun
For four or five miles the two trotted be
side him, till at last, weary and hungry
and footsore, the two year old child threw
bimeelf on the earth and said he could
walk no more. Eutreatios were in vain,
He vhowed his blistered fest—sn answer
which admitted of vo reply. Then, with
the aid of his brother, the elder b.o“y man.
aged to drag the tired boy om bis back,
snd pursued for a few bundred yards bis
wearisome journey. He could walk but
o few yards at & time. He, too, was bun-
gry, weak and footsore, and the rests he
bad to make were many. 8till he would
not hesitate, Home was before him—
home, with all ita comforts and bappiness.
He would not let his courage flag, nor
permit that of his younger brothers to fail.
When the mountains were reached the
three took refuge in an abandoned cave,
sud there passed the might, to await the
dawn of day. Again the journey was
undertaken under yet more distressful
circumstances. They ate of the wild
berries that they found, and breaking off
the tender twigs chewed them to procure
some nourishment Bat not oice did
determinatipn desert the little hero. He
persuaded and threatened, alternately car-
ried and made his little charges walk, until,
after forty-eight hours of a'most super-
human exertion and forty-five miles of
travel, the post was reached.
Oance there, everything was done to
msake the little ones forget the dangers
through which they bad passed; food was
given them, their wounds were dreesed
snd clothes supplied them. Aod now no
three happler children can be seen in all
Arizona.
There is but one feeling in the post re-
garding these chiliren, and that is that
the Government should take them as its
wards, educate them and train them, for
the beroism which they have already
shown gives the promise that if turned {n
the right direction there is in all three the
stuff of which heroes are made.
————ee

WHY AMERICANS LIKE THE
CHURCH,

Western Watchman.

Eyer since our civil war a gradual decay
of Protestantism ie noticeable all over this
country and corresponding increase and
growth of Catholicity. The war only
showed what Protestantism was, an un-
certain appendage of the State, standin
or falling as it stood or fell. It show
moreover that it was a thing of earth full
of base purposes and groveling aims; a
man-made church ; poor and weak ; and
unstable as its maker. When the people
of this country went to war in 1861, the
Protestant churches all took up armas.

On the other hand the terrible storm
that swept over the land during those four
terrible years stirred not a stone, shook
not & spire, stopped not a service in an
Catholic Caurch from the Lakes to the
Gulf. The Catholic_press knew not civi!
or political linee and the chaplains of the
Northern armies were received by South-
ern Catholics without & question as were
the priests of the South in the churches
of the North, When the wars was over
there were no wounds to healin the Cath-
olic body ecclesiastical, and to-day the
Catholic Church isas one as she was before
Sumter was fired on, A correspondent of
the London Post writing of the Catholic
clergy of the United States pays thom the
following tribute :

They (the griem) exert a curloas influ-
ence over the miuds of a great mass of
men who owe them no spiritual allegianee.
“Indifferentism” exists among the Ameri-
cans to & far greater extent than is gener-
ally supposed. The men who hage fallen
into this mode of thought have generally
been educated Protestants, but their
church has wholly lostits hold upon them,
and they have drifted away into what is
not exactly infidelity, but which practi-
cally comes very near toit. “I livein a
boarding house on the avenue,” said an
American friend to me the other day,
“where there are ;twenty-five gentlemen
and fifteen ladies, Three of the gentle.
men, two of which are Catholics, go to
chureh ; the cther twenty never go, Seven
of the ladies are Catholics, and go to
church ; the other eight never go. And I
think you will find this proportion all
over the country among tEe richer part
of the community,” Now these “indif.
ferent” Americans somehow or other
come to conceive, a curious reapect and
eeteern for the Roman Catholic prieste—
& respect aud esteem, I am sorry
to say, which they in nowise extend
to the Protestant clergy, They see
these Catholics hard at work, devot.
ing their time to a service which has no
earthly reward, and denying themselves
all share in the jrys and “delights of this
life ; and doing this, by the way, not with
sour faces and canting voices, bat heartily
a8 a matter of business, as if they liked it.
The Protestant clergyman of New York
has his fine house, his pretty wife, his
family of beautiful children, his books,
his pictures and his friends to amuse him,
and $10,000 & year to live on: and he
gives, in return for all this, two sermonsa
week, The Catholic priest on the other
hand, lives in an humble parsonage, at the
back of his church; he is the servant of a
patish of 25,000 eouls ; he says Mass every
day, and two Masses every Sunday; he
hears coufessions by the hundreds, visita
the sick, buries the dead, reproves the
erring, baptizes the babies, is the father,
friend and counsellor of all the poor in his
parish ; is seen diving down iato the dark
cellars, or toiling up the narrow stairs of
tenement houses to carry the viatieum to
the dying ; is found at the hospital, the
jail and the house of correction, and
wears himself out iu endless toil; and all he

gets for it is the food he eats and

the clothes he

the

Now
the

‘Wears.

g this
mind  of

keen
and honest work;

admiration and

direction of home, arose a rampart of
mountaine, with its bleak and dicmal

respect for this priest, and thinks that he
would like to do him a good turn

¢ When we first went into sction,” said o
tloman who had served as & voluntesr
the late war, while

of his adventure, “our

to me some
was very
occasionally to recelve some stray shote
fiom the enemy, we felt uncomfortable
and in need of som to stiffen we up.
In the sourse of half an hour the line
advance of us bad & number of men shot
down. It was an Irish $: &
presently I saw their chaplain, a Catholo
:rlut, go:::.w the field, kneeling
own by wounded man, and staying
with him for some -hum although the
bullets were rattling % vely.
Our chaplain, who was & M min.
ister, all this time was lying behind & hay-
stack, reading his bible an but-
termilk, 1 ve bad a liking for o Homan
collar ever since.” .

—io————
NEWFOUNDLAND.

ADDRRSS AND PRESENTATION TO THER VERY
REV, M. F. HOWLEY, O. D,
Evening Telegram, 8t. John, Nfid-, Jan. 16

At & meeting of the Roman Catholics of
St. John’s, held in the Star of the Sea
Hall on the evening of the 30th ultimo, it
was unanimously agreed that an address
aud testimonial would be presented to
the Very Rev’d Dr. Howley, on the occa-
sion of his appointment as successor to
the late venerated Right Rev'd Monsignor
Seam, P. A, of West Newfoundland,

A committee to pre the address and
make arrangements for the presentation
was appointed, of which the following
gentlemen were selected to act as chair-
man, tressurer and secretary, respectively :
Mesers, M. J. O'Mars, M. H. A, L. 0'B.
Furlong, and M. H Carty, M. H, A.

In accordance with this arrangement a
deputation composed of the committes
and a Jarge number of the friends of the
very rev. gentleman waited on him last
evening, in the Episcopal Library. The
Chairman introduced the deputation and
explained, in very felicitous and highly
complimentary terms, the purpose for
which they were assembled, and presented
him with the addreseand & purse contain-
ing one thousand dollars.

%ht Very Reverend Dr, Howley ex-

ressed himself at some length in words of
Snp emotion and earnest feeling, and
then gave his Reply to the Address. We
append the Address and Reply :—
ADDRESS :
To the Very Rev. Michael K. Howley, D, D, :

VERY REVEREND AND DEAR SIR,—On
bebalf of the Cathelics of Saint Jobn's we
beg to tender you their sincere congratu-
lations upon your appointment as succes-
eor of the late lamented and beloved Mon-
signor Sears, in the Prefecture of the West
Coast of Newfoundland.

We can assure you, Very Reverend and
Dear Sir, that your career as a priest and
citizen is thoroughly appreciated by the
people of St. John's, in whose welfare you
have always taken such an active intereat,

You have ever evinced warm feelings
in the advancement and improvement of
your native land, and, although it is a
matter of deep regret to us, that the ties,
epiritual and tempors), which have eo

closely connected us for the past fifteen
years, should euffer even & temporary
severance, still we believe, though hun-
dreds of miles will separate us, the re-
membrance of your zea]l will ever dwell
with ard urge us on in the fulfilment of
our duties to Mother church and common
country,

Wehope and trust, Very Reverend and
Dear Sir, that the All-wise Providence
may bless and prosper your undertakings,
and that in the new sphere of your labors,
bealth and contentment may ‘be your lot.

In conclusion, we ask your acceptance
of the accompanying purse, as a alight
token of fond remembrance from the
many friends who will always look for-
ward with pride and plessure to your

bappiness and future advancement,
MicHAELJ. O’'Maga,
Chairman,
MicaaxL H, Carry,
Secretary.
St. John, January, 1836
REPLY,
, GENTLEMEN AND DEaR FRIEnps,—As,
in your elegant address, fyou speak of me
in the dual character of citizen and priest,
#0 1 shall endeavor, in reglying to you, to
keep before my mind the corresponding
relationships on your parts of fellow-
townsmen and faithful children of the
Catholic Church.

To say that I cannot find words to ex-
press my feelings, on such an onceslon as
this, would be to make use of a stereo-
tiped common-place ; but you all know
that I have never before been placed in
circumstances such as the present, It has
never devolved on me to have to reply to
an address of co:dgutulstion. such as the
ome Juet presented to me, But there are
many other reasons which render it diffi-
cult for me to give utterance to all I feel
when the fact is brought so clearly before
me that I am about to part from you.

When I llsten to the elegant words, with
which you dwell upon my zeal and other
good qualities, I cannot but think that
you have allowed your good will and
kindly thoughts to outstep the limits of
exactness, and have indulged, perbaps to
some extent,in an exaggerated estimate
of my merits, In fact, | think if we had
#uch a thing as a literary Permissive Bill, 1
should be incijned to say that you had
violated some of its provisions! Being,
however, as you all know, a sort of
amateur poetaster myself, Isuppose I can
make allowance for this little license,
especially when you bave not confined
yourselves to a mere verbal exaggeration
of my virtues, But have accompanied
Your words of praise with this most gen-
erous gift as a practical testimonial of
your sincerity and earnestnegs,

Poet and all tho’ [ pretend to be, I can-
not disguise that my muse is somewhat
a!fectvd by the utilitarian 8pirit of this
T\mﬂeent:h Century; and, like the late
Mr, Dorrit, she is worldly enough to feel
the true Intensity of sentiment contained
In such a “fittle testimonial,” and to ther-
oughly appreciate the musical rustle of
this Crisp new cheque,

While, then, admiting that you have
exaggerated the estimate of any qualities
of mind I may possess, it would be trans-
parent hypocrisy on my part to disown
that I have, during the past fifteen years
given all my best energies to the service
spritual an temporal, of the good peoplg'
of 8t. John’s. No one knows better than
I do my short comings and defects; but I

nervous, and as we bad to stand still, and | slste:
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will yield to no one at least in my affe,.

tion and love for this my native eyamm,

and for her good and noble people, every

one of whom I look on as & brother or ¢
T,

You are all aware that I might hay,
chosen other paths to advancement, other
b oy L R

career. Bu my heart
0 drawn to Nowlonmllnuk that the pros.
pect of any honors or positions eould not
reconcile me to stay away from her, |
felt that any gifts of mind or energles of
body, which an All-wise Providence might
bave bestowed on me, belonged to Now.
foundland and her poogl: and should be
spent and exercised in her service,

You eongratulate me on my appoint.
ment to the district of St, George's, Well,
some have eome to condole with me, and,
no dou:]:ho lprlnhult admits of o
ll't?: d’pﬂ?"‘ tiontml : “nl‘. s
t {s su ap ont leads
to other mwuwﬁm&mmu
But, even admitting that much, I am re.
minded of the saying of St. Charles Bor-
romeo, that “every mitre is lined with o
erown of thorns!” And thereisan ancient
custom now obsolete by which & person
nominated to & Bishopric was supposed to
say as o test to his humllity, Nolo Episco-
pari—*I do mot desire to be a Biskop.”
On the otho‘r‘m M, b::um Paul m; %, Qui

opus oat
“Eo ml desires & Bishopric desires a good
thing !” And I fear I must eonfess to a
slight hankering for good things, as well
as my next door n:l: T,
As far as the good things of this world
are concerned, 1 must, of course, for some
time, make up my mind to be content
with a small share of them. I do not deny
that there are great wealth and vast
resources in the mighty West—the field of
my future labor ; but as yet they lie dor-
mant, and are buried beneath the ground.
I cannot conceal from myself that I shall
have in the beginning to face many hard-
ships and privations, but after all, what are
they ! If we are not ready to answer to
the call of duty, we are unworthy of the
sacred stole of the priesthood, and even
when we obey what are still but “servi
tnutiles”—worthless servants.

It is true that I have to make some
ri.nful sacrifices. I leave home and
riends and relatives, and all the ameni-
ties and comforts of this great city, My
affections also are deeply rooted among
its people. It is only nmow, that I am
called upon to wrench them asunder, that
I begin to feel how strong are the bonds
that chained me to this dear place., As
you truly remark, itis not merely the
spiritual tie—that mystic tie between the
Eutor and the sheep—that tie which

inds soul to soul ; but also in all the
affairs of life, in all the family trials and
household cares, the priest is the friend
and confidant. He is the sympathizer
and participant of all their sorrows and
joys ; around him twine the affections of
the young, the confidence of the elders.
He 1s the adviser, the consoler, the medi-
ator, the judge, the physician, the father
of their spiritual lives, Oh! surely, then,
it is & terrible thing to tear up by the
roots such deep-seated sympathies.

But, my dear friends, how little, after
all, is the sacrifice I have to make com..
pared with that which we behold every
day, as it were, before our eyes, in the
Benom of those noble missionaries of the

atholic Church who now, as in the days
of the Apostles, offer up t.‘u.h- ltia,' blond
for the Faith! * Day after day the electric
wire flishes to us acroes the world the
heart rendiog accounts of the thousands
of faithful souls who are watering with
their blood the plains of China and Japan,
once irrigated by the life springs of St.
Francis Zavier.

But I need not go so far away, Here
beside us, as I may say, on the great Nor'-
West prairies of Canada, the same scenes
are renewed.

It is now some 250 years (1640) since
those Fl.im' which now ring with the
bum of the factory, and reverberate with
the panting of the iron horse, or the shrill
puff of the steam whistle, where now
stand the mighty metropolis cities of Can-
ada, the marts of the world, were dis-
turbed only by the war whoop of the
Iroquis, the Huron, and the Algonquin,
or the sharp ring of the settler’s axe, In
those days the missionary of the Catholic
Church marched in the van of civilization,
and then, as now, the noble children of
8t. Francis and St. Ignatius bore the cross
and the message of the gospel to the wild
tribes of the prairies, And there in the
new world were renewed the acenes of the
East, and the Fathers Marquet, Jogues,
Laland, Rassari, Nouet, and many others,
following the example of Zavier, em-
purpled with their blood the spotless
snows of the St, Lawrence, Many of these
holy men, and pioneers of the Christian
Fuith in America and La Nouvelle France,
bad given up the comforts and luxuries
of the Courts of Framce amd Italy
and the classic halls of their univer-
eities to teach the catechism to the red
men of the western world. And when
they bad founded deep and broad the basis
of the church and reaped the reward of
their labors, their blood (in the words of
St. Ignatius Martyr) became the seed of
the faith ; and when the little log settle-
ment of Vills Maris had grown into the
lordly and beautiful Montreal, with its
thousand chapels, and echools, and halls of
learning, it began in its turn to send forth
new swarms of husy missionaries, to re-
inact on the intervels of the Winnipes

nd the Saskatchewaa the scene; of 250

years ago. And, again, from tha distant
Nor’west comes the serse old cry, “Ths
priests are massacred by the red-men in
their efforts to bring peace and jnstice to
the persecuted and the affiicted,” To-day
we find a Farfard, a Fourmond, an Andre,
a Granda—opriests and bichops of the Cath-
olic Church—shedding forth their blood
with the same generosity as the Jogues,
and Houets, and Marquets of the days of
Champlain, K
What then have 1 to say when I think
of these noble men? There is no “Big
Bear” or “Poundmaker” awaiting me in
Bay St, George. No Beothic or savage
mountaineer sharpening his tomahawk in
anticipation of my scalp !
1 go to a place Which tho’ yet somewhat
primitive, is still rapidly advancing on the
march of progress,” When I went there a
few years ago in company with that noble-
minded man, my predecessor, Monsignor
Sears, there was neither road, school nor
mail communication, No Parliamentary
Tepresentation, nor any of the advantages
of civilization,. Now, thank God, aud
Centiuued on page 6.
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