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1FHE CATHOLIC RECORD.

‘it»tl P'ity the Yoor,

UNA.

The wild-rushing wings of the tempest are

epin ;
Tll«"‘“l’:‘::!’l‘lln'llt‘r'c-ll land like a splrit of

wrath; B 13
His fieree, fey breath with keen arrows plerc
ng ' . {
The .I:'n-uqu of the wand'rers who stand in
his pat
The earth in
nee, o
’l'hv-':lorlu-klng knocks loudly at window
and door; o
The prayer of the pitiful fervently riscs "
God shelter the homeless and pity the poo

a trance lies enshrouded in sil

God pity the poor who are wearily r«illll_leil
By desolate hearth-stones, cold, cheerless,

and bare, . i
¥rom which the last ember's pale flicker has

ed,
Like hope dying out in the midst of dis-

alr ;
Wlmlhmk on the wide world and see it a
desert .
\‘v'hon-‘rn'»p]v no waters, no green branches
wave, h
Who see in a fature as davk as the present
No rest but the death-bed, no home but the
grave,
God pity the poor when the eddying snow-
drif's A
Are whirled by the wrath of the winter
winds by, .
Like showers of leaves from the pallid star-
@

)]
'l'hnll' lh:nl in the depths of the blue luke on
high;

For though they are draping the broad earth |

in beanty

And velling some flaw in each gossamer | ¢,

l”hl. 1 v )
That beauty I8 naught to the mother whos
children . :

Are crouching around her in hunger anc

cold [ )

God pity the poor, for the wealthy are often |

As hard as the winter, and cold as its

KOW
While fortune mal unshine and summer
around them,
They eare not for others nor think of thelr
wou;

Or if from thelr plenty atritie b

8o doubtingly, grudging|y, otten ’ led,
That to the recziver thelr *charity weih
More pataful than hunge more bitter

than cold.

» poor! for though all mer
Father, i mine
The proud yture de from th
lowly,
As if they e fashioned ordiflerent cls

They see 1 >| those who in mweekness and

pati
Toil. poverty, pain, without m «
dure, )
The image of Him whose first couch was a
manger; |
Who ehose for our sakes to be homeloss and
poor.

God pity the poor! Give them courage and

patience, ! )

Their trials, temptations and troubles to
“

the wenlthy whose idol 1s Fortune,

brief life, whether palnful or
nt
Toone that is endless but opens the door,
The heart sighs while thinking on  palace
and hovel,
God pity the wealthy as well as the poor!

TRUE TO TRUST.

THE o

ORY OF A PORTRAIT

“Sir, in this hio there is no su 1
as you deseribe; no enemy of tl
has ever found shelter beneath my roof
But if it please vou t reh the place, d
y 3 you are weleome,™

“Ldonot require your p to
that to which | have a vich nd which it
15 my duty to 41 pliedd the comum
sioner =l ply men,” he cried, to
those whoa mpanied him, “we must I
gin. Bt this gentleman must be locked
up, or he may be gone ere we return fron
our scarch

“Be satisticd on that point,” replicd Sy

Reginald, who felt not a little indicnant
at the impatation of cowardice which the
remark involved 5 “you will find me hew
when your scareh is ended,”

“Very well” replied the other yveluc
tently ; “let us go to work.”

The party then  spread  themselve
through the honse ;. bat the commissione
oon perceived that it would be almost
impossible to find any one without som
clue to their hiding place ; for the Manor
was a rambling buildine, witl

an endl

number of passag cdeep recesses, (queer
shaped rooms, large granavies, and vaulted
cella Vainly they felt along the tap

tried walls to discover if el wer

concealed beliind 5 with no bette |
they measuved the rooms with longe pol
so that if any part were not accounted for
they might picree into that portion of the
wall,

At length the commissio found L
way (o the chapel A Catholie pl of
worship it had certainly been, but 1]
wWis n

ns of it being now used as such

y §i ol
and as those who had raised the heaut ful |

little Gothic strueture were lone sin

to their repose, My, Higein ild censuy
no one for its existene Leaving th
pot, he mon vsmall spiral stairease,

which led 1o room where Fatlhier Ralph

I\'\ Cl

ey, said the commissioner to o1

(LR "
of his men, “do you see those bricks near
the five-place They look to me as if
they had been newly put down,”

“Clertainly, siv, they have that appear
e [s it your pleasnre that we shoull
remove them

“Might there not place {
to get down into the wall of 1]

below, by lifti up this 1 { '
marked another of the pursu .
eral of whom had collected vound tl
spot

“It is only the rats, yer honon” said a
voice from behind 3 and the commi ner
on looking round, saw a tall, vicor \
man standin it the top of th

“0, here is Larry O"Toole!” said one {

the party, who recoguized in NeWw
comer an Irish servant who had )
many years at the Manor

L gave orders for all the servine-f
to be locked up; why have I notd
obeyed 7 demanded My, Higgins in an |
angry tone Before his attendants had |

time to answer, Larey responded

“Sure 1t is out of the house 1 was until |

I ( LA .
told me whe
not much tl

\ OWIL Tien

were |
will i

when I saw ve searching where w Kk uy

the bricks to get at them rats, why, <ur 1

did not Tike tosee a gentleman Like vour |
honor t1 liimself about mall a

matter. 1's no concern of mine,of coure

so 'l just say no mo out it, if y

honor does not wish,

The commissioner seemed puzaled : he
looked sternly at Larry, who was now
leaning against th .'\v"m:g\ with well

ned indifference, although in truth, he
ything but indifferent as to the

felt

search.

cato-day for a hoat

j 1 ol s W hat think youn, Caster-

of grunt, and gave a vig-

Herey, men, take up thes " |
room into which

claimed Mr. Higgins impatiently,

“PI defend his veverence to my dying
breath, if they do get him out,” thought | i
| Larry to himself,
|

wild shout of joy resounded through the | him a
All stopped to list

“They have found «
of the pursuivants,

hooked nose and piercing black  eyes 'n‘—.
tokened a Jewish ovigin, the expres
his face was far from agreeable, there being
a look of cunning aud deceit impressed

place for a man to hide in 1

The commissioner, not wishing that any
hould have the honor
of a dizcovery, agreed to this; and they
all left the room to | in the rest of the
party, who had found a hollow place in
the wall behind a large piece of tapestry,
which they had partly torn down,
iderable time and trouble were expended
iercing the wall, when what evidently
had been intended as a place of conceal-
exposed to view,

when his visitor en-
cated in an old chair, his thin lnv_n\
hands grasping a leathern purse, of whicl

other than himself

door was pushed open, money and purse
had disappeared in the Jew’

girl brought you the

great disappoint

aged by their ill

1 vi .J‘m]\.‘!‘u\‘

it vou never bring

t; for the din of voi |
trangely with the pr
Stephen Casterman, for h

“Al, 1 wax old, and can’tdo all I want,

meat talker on al

their life when they are caught.”

Papist priest, whom folk falling about mine ears, like
of my forefathers,

Sampson, pulled down on the heads of

the building that

. the partner of a wealthy ma

wthersort of a Chris
, or Papist as they be mor

o | bath day they tried to have a priest ;
« youwould find that

var a priest in their houses,

i 1 to wateh? 1

oking for, It's | P

o L will tell you what vou must
0" | But | )

replicd Casterman,

the quarter was one

Fo many of the former Caster- said the other with a sneer.

o saving the wrecker took his de par-

" hastily retraced his steps homeward. That
evening, Stephen Casterman intimated to
Lis brother what the Jew had lnlll‘h!ln:
Mark concurred in old Isaac’s opinion,

| that the surest way of knowing Sir Regin-

‘w ald’s movements was to become acquain-

|

ted with his servants,

10 BE CONTINUED,
i coe -
CONNEMARA,
| -

| [From the Tuam News, November 21)
Let not ambition mock their useful toil,
Thelr homely Joys and destiny obseure;
Nor grandeur hear with a disdainfal smile
The short and simple annals of the poor,
GRAY
In 2 former issue of the fearless and

some wrongs perpetrated on some of the

eople the most endaring, obliging, and,
I may call them, the most primitive in
Erin—a people who are cut away from all
their Irish brethren of intelligence by that
great range of mountains, the Twelve Pins,
as completely as one tribe of Caucasians
is shut away from the other. Cousequently
they can be wronged by bad men with
impunity,  Perhaps some of your readers
will say amongst themselves that 1 um
ciuel in tearing open old wounds in order
loat wy eyes inlooking at them bleed

h. no such desir

to g

resh

[ I ha
heart ; In le reader, when old
ds dou’t heal they require to be
i poultice wmay cure
tear open these wounds
i could they be healed

v fresh

remeay

% | ned in a former iss that
( O had 1 perty 1n
[ 1 ] n wnds ir
| Con ) 1 | ( |
| fortune of hvivg
[ 1 'u 1 i
[ Lol Lsd ! 1
|
| ) y .
el ) 1 I )
| P
=
I
| 1
| 1 Wooals
[ 1 i A ) \ W l
Nol v l 1
o1 { i is only
QOan 1 \

nIis twon
le of th
for it was there
because they could n

land
N r,

ted by

of the beetling  cliffs

southwards toward
fully as Jacob « Id lo
D) ypt for t
expes o ar HE

would remind one-

above,  ruminatin

ranparts succor and

succor alas

would approach the foot of what 1 may

memory visions of that incident men

L1

the greatest general of antiquity, tHanuni

down droves of wild oxen on Fa

Vhy de

give your cattle their supper on the

helter.  Why don’t you buiid houses for
them, I said.  Sir, they would a
have two good reasons for not doing so.

of the year in this barren, granite-covered

intended that houses shonld be built for

exist the other six months of the year, I

making. Describe it to me,
must he very interesting. Sir, said he,

say as far as Outerard or Moycullen, and
in the shrubberies of that country we cut

our humble cabins tired, weary and

a quarter porter barrel, We leave a hole
at one end, with a funnel going down

you have often seen in your childhood
liung on the bottom of a surveyor’s coat
—a bottle that if you turned it with it’s
mouth downward, the ink would not
leave it, so when the lobster gets in he
cannot leave. We put, said he, small
fishes or pieces of fishes, into those
baskets, together with some stones for
purposes of sinking them, Then we

| Liunch forth on the bosom of the ocean
lopedin his dark cloak, he 'in our frail boats; we approach huge
| Pl g

patriotic News I called public attention to

poor people of this backward country—a

| his fair name for

I those buls,

the

one
acre. And in summer, or in winter, n
matter how bad the day, one member
each family on the i d should ¢ se
and ik their cattle there tv enr
primitiy ght to 1
dee ry small ¢l ren
1 1
ha I { raw

!“: cut
clearly agr inst the *ohrmanent—they
would remind one uts of
cme beleagured n its

1at in many instances never
reached them., Then, when their owner

well term the watch-tower of those animals,
they would rush dowa lowing, and display
as much joy and gladuess as a sallying
party issuing from the gates of a besieged
city, hastening to welcome a couvoy of
friends laden with provisions for their re-
lief.  And it often brought home to my

med 1n Roman history, how, when thit

bal, was piuned in by his enemies in the
ravines of the Italian mountains, he let
| s and
i lerions (I am (quoting from

u’t you bring your

( : to the shelter of some rock, I often
asked those prmmitive people.  Ah, sir,
they would reply, never do the t, always

top of
the highest hillock von can find and their
Oown wise instinet will guide them to seek

sWer, we

The first 1s because we have no hand-
feeding or fodder for them, for it’gives us
more than we can do to raise provisions
for ourselves and little families six months

country., Our second reason, said my old
informant, 15, we imagine Gol uever

dumh animals; the great old patriarchs
iever did so and, said he, the lord of the
creation, man himself has lost a great deal
| of his hospitality, simplicity, and virtue
since he began to build eities, towns, and
places to dwell in, And, indeed, gentle
reader, I am of the same opinion, for he
told the truth,  How do you manage to

asked him.  We live like a great portion
of the natives of China, on the water, said
he. - Welive by lobster fishing and kelp-
said I, for it

we go thirty or forty miles from home,

great bundles of hazel twigs, which ‘we
carry home across the steep craggy hill,
and wade our way over the deep mings
or morasses at their base, and reach

foot-sore.  Of these twigs we make round
baskets of wicker-work, about the size of

mnto it, something like those ink bottles
8

1183,

rocks with the billows rushing high against
them, and blooming wmid the subterrane-
cus caverns with the roar of ten thousand
cannon,' and we let them down there
where they remain for six hours, Then,
said he, we cast anchor on some shallow

breaker, say about two or three fathoms
deep; we have long poles with a cross at
one end, which we insert into the water;
| we twist it in the tough sea-weed and pull
| with all our strength, and we cast the
weed into the boat while the waves are
ening we
return home, having, perhaps, a dozen of
lobsters and as much weed as would make
a ewt. of kelp. All may be worth ten
shillings,  And, #aid this fearless son of
toil, while a smile lit up his dark weather-
beaten visage, I need hardly tell you, sir,
we be very tired, wet, and hungry when
we retuin in the evening, and our virtu-
ous wives and ragged little onesare happy

raging around us, In the ey

to welcome us,

Now I will return to my former sub-
Jeet by informing you that My, Nolan has
dismissed an old bailiff who has been in
his employment these twenty or thirty
years— dismissed him in his old age, with-
iguing any cause for so doing, and

out as

g

lie has set a mnew man over his
tenantry, though the tenants, to a
man, “memorialed” him not to do
8 they say, be it true or fulse,
. that the new man is
; and the first thing
inting this man, was to
or islanders of the hill
n in the possession of their |
ice  time beyond mewmory,
1
The tevants have

0, f

a ch
ne did after
deprive th
which h

ancestors

I'his is an act of injustice that will

nt him a letter offering to clear oft al

due on this hill by themselves and

co-partners, and I dave say he will pay no
L 1 to  them, for he wants
1o 1 vizier,

nder 1 v their

d be beg 'r, 1 do not

Woid what h 1 the people
I nd uever
) b witl

l y betor ( ve

it bis stewa re are

of tl I shall now

l lay before tl publie, and if h
able to prove that [ am telling what

15 true, it follows thut I will show he

s an unjust tyrant, No m
1

bare-footed, ill-clad, ill-fed islanders wend
their favorite hill, like
nding their way towards
chall the sweet lowing

ob therr cows swell upon tl

breeze and be re-echoed from crag to erag,
No more shall the peasant girl's sweet

ic songs be heard in the valleys as she
sits milking Drimindhu, or the gorsoon

port on the Tavnagh, where st
Booly., No more shall the |
Id islander qu his cuy

r 'the child f ui
Q l zent
man P 1 evel
Believe me, de T
} faithful servant
1 )
1 iRy
{
Wi
! R I AN AW | I¥
)MAN THA " 0 [RISH
PHA ) IHE MOIHER OF
i WHAT i N EGYPI
the Central Catholic Advoes

Midwife of Egypt.—One of the la
items of general intormation
Whately,daughter of Archl

thousaid a year for life, is owner
directress of a school at Cairo, in

with pupils to the number of 400, males
wd of another at Damietta
with pupils to the number of eighty.
Great are the praises therefor lavished on
Miss Whately. 1t is pointed out that in
true spirit of the Gospel she disposes
v tortune (acquired by her father f 1
glon that the Irish people
10 not want) iu rearing and educating the
young and ignorant Egyptians in Christi-

and females,

the

g areh

anity. We know

MISs WHATELY, WHO 18 NOW o} AN N-

CERTAIN AGE
that 15, of an age into wi
court inquiry, and we

chshe will no
now her to be en

gaged in the school business ever since

be gave up ber hopes of a husband

quarter of a century ago. Her father
(whose card parties were select) departed
this existence within the last decade or so |
after a life of ease and wealth, full of
years and full of money. Miss Whately

m his latter years had bec

endeavoring to pervert fatherless or moth

erless Catholic children, She had found
out in that Catholic country that her
father’s corps of assistants should show
somebody to teach in order to Justify the

huce sums tl
g t

more pleasant business on hand, she estal

lished a coterie that contributed to her pur-
|

pose of raising a school which would

vinodel for perversion, It was

NOMINALLY AN ORPHAN ASYLUM, AND EN
I'ITLED THE “BIRD'S NEST,”

until its purpose was known, wheu its title
was altered by indignant Catholics into
“Vulture’s Nest,” a title which. unremit.
tingly hurled at it, ultimately scouted it
from sight.  This orphanage was especially
for orphans who had been the children of
mixed marriages, and who having been
reaved and educated Catholic by a dead
Catholic father or Catholic mother, were
without means to be supported only by
the living Protestant parent who desired |
to get rid of them, Miss Whately stood
at hand in such a case. She took the
childven from the faithless father or the
faithless mother and devoted them in the

Valture’s Nest to hatred of the dead par
ent, 1n hatred of the relizion that the dead
parent professed. It was an abowminable
mode of recruiting the falling ranks of
Protestantisia in Ireland.

IN ALL THE VILE MEANS OF PERVERSION
that ever oceurred to the mind of o zealot,

those adopted by Miss Whately  were |
the most vile " and friighttul.  The
writer fully knows that whereof he
writes, and the factis true,  Miss Whately | amougst them than she
15 well aware that, in Ireland especially, |
the most intense and earnest devotion and
love and reverence to the Blessed Virgin
is the first characteristic teaching of the
souls of the children,

shall those

morning

is that Miss
10p Whately,
the Protestant prelate placed over the
Catholic people of Duablin, in Ireland, by
Queen Victoria, at a salary of seventy-five

| shadow of the hil

sisting him
1 his business (for what else was i) by

hat were giveu o them for
aching, and as she had no graver or

e
{ orphan children of tender years,
| whom to practice with outrages upon

| twenty years after her

[ learn from Tabitha Whately

— — _ ——

Before they understand or enter into

the wonderful Sacrifice of the C(ross the

Incarnate is known to them, They know
Mary as the Mother of Bethlehem, Mary

as the Mother of the Temple, Mary
as the protectress of the Divinet ‘hild, Mary

as the Mother of Calvary, Mary as the
Mother at the Resurrection, She is one
human figure that to them represents all
that isloveable, all that is solemn, all that
ix holy, all that is benevolent; and in the
other human figure they recognize the
marvellous Son, the Son of Mary who
loved her, and the Son of God whe raised
her to the incomparable majesty of being
His Mother. ‘This grows on them with
their first thought. The name of the
Divine Mother is the earliest on their lips.
Without it their faith would be dark and
dreary and impossible, and the children in
the Church love Mary with o love nnsur-
passed only by the Saints, because they
know that she “alone of all that was eyer
in the world lived only in God, lived only
with God, and miracle of miracles, wonder
of wonders, lived only because God willed
her to live for Iis own glory, Miss
Wiately, in the unfortunate orphans
betrayed to her guiles, found this pre-
dominant spirit, and true to her purposes
<_)f perver ~iun, she nlvh'l‘lnillﬂl Lo conquer
it.  She knew that if the children still
honored, and still loved the mother of
God, if they still loved to invoke her
vame, if they still called on her, if they
till kept her image .
LIKE A PULSE-THROB IN 1
HEARYS,

R CHILDISH

would uever have a home

therein, fi L riper years the thought of
She tried
lepriva-

Mary would drive it
punishment with them, She tric L

tions on them, She tric 1 fasting

oa Friday, she tried putting 1

the pain of imprisonment during play

hours, but it was of no use. The Blessed
irgin- Mary was still loved by the little

children, the poor, unlettered little chil

dren, with their dead mother’s praise of
er, or their dead fa s prayers to her,
better than Mi Tabitha Whately, A

f derision on
Virgin, She
ke fun of the
appalling,

acty for any one darin

s
1

ced in the school gr
s Nest, and, placed around
on 1, tawdry and filthy

A WRETCHED HAT OR A WRETCHED CAl
on t

n 1a
s pl

e head of the image, a
iced in the mouth, and
and nurses brought the chil-

dren out to parade around and laugh at

"0
Of course there wa ccedent

nd the

directions

her of Christianity, and the acts of
i were complete! What heart is

1 Lone impulse of love
e Son of God, that would not gecoil
I with horror at the worse than
Yodusuit to His loving  Mother?
an, did we write? Pagan or Jew never
msulted the Mother of (jod. There is no
record of it, She alone of all that loved
Him and lived with Him escaped insult,
There is not a trace of a record of such a
foul deed.

AND THIS IS THE WOMAN O}

CAIRO,

IHE SCHOOL O}
his ;v:ni_", 1}13; rhil‘rwlulm. and friend of
he Dablin “Vulwure’s Nest,” Here is the
teacher of Christian to the little Ma-
homwedan Egyptians,  Is there such a

tigure in Christian bistory? The reviler
of
‘
f

he Mother in Ireland is the preacher
¢ Son in Egypt. When she ¢ xpands
hie Christian doctrines before the Ma-
hommedan, will she tell him that the best
Way to ensuare the Son of Man is to throw

{ mud at the image of His Mother? Will

aise a statue in Cairo and gather the
urchins round it to deride 1t, to hiss at it,

{ to jibe it and make 't a mockery? If she

does not, she forgets her doctrines in the
s at Killiney,  If she
ceascs to remember the festivals of the
Mother of God to insu't her image it is
not because of the penitence of her life,
for her unst the memory of Mary
live even in the minds scattered from
Ireland over the world, How terrible
must they he kept in the record of the
Chancery of Mary’s Son!
IHE INSANE BIGOT THOUGHT

that the best doctiine thet she could teach
Ircland is the doctrine of an apostaey
founded on insult. She had not the
courage, vile as it would be, to dare to
pursue her abominable practices, and
encourage them by her teaching among
men and women, hut she took the most
helpless and powerless of creatures, little

upon

their parent’s faith, What a lover of
abomination wus this woman under the
guise of charity, Baflled in Ireland, her
dreams exploded long since, her hair
white with years and defeat (unless she

| dyes it), she seeks a name amoug the

Mahommedans and we unveil her true
character as an evangelist, We shall take
care that she shall not he ignorant that
) ! exploits, or the
rX,rluH-' of her lu-lpum[m, in the Vul-
ture’s Nest are over, if the mails reach her
she will learn that she is in the pillory of

{ public opinion for them again,  The
| dramatist says “that men’s evil deeds live

after them,” and here is an example, that
women’s evil deedslive after them, too.
IHIS OLD LADY IN HER CALLOW YEARS

| endeavored to root out the religion of the
| Inish people by attacking forlorn children,
} She now passes as a missionary among the
| Jellaheen in Caivo.  We think the Muhom.

medans practice a 1'c1i;.(lnn founded on
better instinets than they could ever
s teaching,
and she is not apt to make more converts
made perverts
among the Irish, and Tabitha can restore
her genius to her native country, Knge
land, and try it it will light up the fens
of Linsolnshire or the slums of St Giles
in London with better effgct.

JAN. 5, 1883,

For The Pilot.
In the Deptns.,

BY MINNIE GILMOR)

“here are dim, dumb hours of longing—
Of a longing that grbws to pain,

.8 the budding shade o'er {0 sunny glade
Grows to a bloom of rain,
nd whether for earth or heaven,

For the shore or the soundless sea —

r the love of old, or the new love told,
Or the love that yet may be.

hether for song or for silence—

For alaugh of an echoed glee,
athought alone, on the chapel stone

s all unknown to me!

comes in the break of morning
When the sun couls his golden 1

L the little stream, that folds like a drea
"he bed of the drowsy wheat,

+d my soul sinks sobbing, sobhing,
Vhile my heart and my eyesgrow hot,
]l'ne bitter pain of a yearning valin,

or something that is not,

Tomes in thelquiet gloaming;

Yhen the heart of the world is still;

1 the soft, gray eye of the ey cuing sky,
»oks wistfully on the hill.

A1 I grow so weary, weary,
I the maddening, mystic n,

Bt 1 long to rest on the earth’s still brea
ud never wake again,

Tn the young moon moants up palely
1 the tide of the smooth sky-sea,

A as her heart grows, like a blooming ro:
Vitsclreled fulgency,

Tko comes such a yearning, yearning
at the strings of my heart are stirred;

Al awail uptloats like a rent harp’s note
tdying Love's last word.

OWain, whenee art thou,
lls the voice of the tende
“W, thy answer wi
gates,
Ad sings

wl ’
wherefore!
God—

L8, at the graveya

th the silent sod!”

THE MURDERED MORGAN.
Cleveland Leader, December 15,

N. Thomas Benjamin Forbes, of tl
citydds an interesting and hitherto w
pulhed chapter to the history of tl
abdetion and possible murder” of Ca
tainWilliam Morgan, of Masonic noto
iety Mr. Forbes is an old gentleman |
neay eighty years, of feeble health, livir
alteately with a son on Detroit stre
neathe city limits, with a daughter .
Noyalk, and on Lis small farm abo
eigh miles south-west of the city, H
wasorn and grew up in the vicinity ¢
olbatavia, Genesee county, New Yorl
tk home of Morgan, and at the time «
Mrgan’s abduction was serving as a hire
mn for Colonel Mosely Stoddard, mast
of Masonic lodge at Batavia, Morga
reared in the fall of 182

MR. FORBES’ STORY,
he following is Mr. Forbes’ story «
hisinowledge of the abduction, as relate
in ¢tail to a repres
nal

Wien Iy ducted 1w
ingfor Colonel Mosely Stodd
live or
fron 1)

Morgan wasal

s work
ldard, wh
a laige farm about four mil
ia. Morgan I hal known f

seveal vears, 1 short man wit
red lai, ne night he was taken ont ¢
his ld ur masked men and caric

ol., On afternoon before that day
wasit «n epple paring bee, and didn
get Fome to Stoddard’s uutil after darl
Jist as 1 was going into the house a ca
rige drove up to the gat I reckone
itwas some one to see the Colonel, wh
wis a lawyer, and master of a Mason
lolge there. I went down to the gate an
adranger got out of the carriage and aske
m: if Colonel Stoddard was at homu
-1 0ld him 1 supposedso forall I knew, a
I had just got horie myself. He saic
‘Uell him I wautto see himout here quick
I'went into the house and told the Colone!
nel, who got up and went down to th
font gate. 1 thought 1 wouldn’t go t
bad, for the Colonel might want me fo
sonething. In about five minutes h
cane in and s ‘\', ‘Thoma harness uj
the blacks

T0 THE CLOSE CARRIAGE
just as quick as von can. The (
hat a team ot Dblack horses suppose
to be about the fastest in county
I harnessed to the ¢l carriag
Just as quick as I could
them around to the fi
house in no time. The
the carr » with one of ' 8
and two other men got into the othe
carriage. Then the off toward
Batavia at a rapid rate,

“When 1 w into the house Mrs, Stod
dard, who was in bed, ed me if th
Colonel had gone off, I told her he had
Then she wanted to know where he ha
gone, and | told her I didn’t know. Well
he didn’t come back that night, and th
next morning he didn’t come back, Mrs
Stoddard got very anxious about him, s
[ went into town to see if 1 could find ou
anything about him, but [ could not.
heard then that Morgan had been carrie
off, and there was a good bit of excitement
We heard mnothing of the Colonel fo
about ten days, when somebody hrough
word that our carri was at Lewiston,”
rara river, a few
gara, where it i
7 for some time con
fined, Lewiston is some fifty miles fron
Batavi

“Mrs, Stoddard told me to take out on
of the other horses and go to Lewiston
[ did so. I found the Colonel's carria
at a livery stable there, and kuew it a
once., The man who ke pt the stabl
said he did not know who left it there
Some men

DROVE UP ONE NIGHT

and called him up. He went out witlh
a lantemn, and said they wanted a chang
of horses as quick as he could get them
and as good a team as he had. He fixed
them out with anew rig, and the Colonel’:
horses and carriage were left there, After.
wards some |un'|_\' had come and taken away
the horses, I could not get much out of
the liveryman, He said he did not know
anything about the affair, and he was very
careful in what he said. 1 think he w
a Mason. I thought I had better leave
tke carriage just as it was, so I drove back
home and told Murs, Stoddard all I was
able to find out,

“Four or five weeks after that one of
the little girls was standing at the window
one day, when she cried out: ‘Oh! here
comes our carriage ; now Ishall see papa.’
But she didn’t see him. The carriage and
the black team were driven up to the front
gate, and a man jumped out and ran dowu
the road towards Clarksville. Mzs, Stod.
dard said : ‘Run after that man and see if
you can catch him,” I ran aiter him, but
he had a long start and got away from me
around a bend in the road. There was a
thick woods at one side of the road and I
think he got into that. I went on to
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