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The Death-Test.

‘ FROM THE GERMAN.

uwenched, the lustre of those eyes,
Q'xstilled for aye that bosom’s throbbing,

And with sobbing, i
Mourners leave her where she lies.

No, she cannot living be,
Clayey cold—no pulse is stirring—
Signs unerring ! p

Bring her babe here speedily.

On her bosom lay it low,
If her heart now moveth never,
Then ifever
TIs she dead—likewise her woe.
—Boston Pilot. X,

A. M. SULLIVAN ON THE EMIGRANT
POEIRY OF IRELAND.

Lordon Universe, May 3rd.

On Tuesday evening a numerous com-
pany was present at the meeting of the
Trish Junior Literary Clubin the South
London Temperance Hall, Southwark, to
bear a lecture from Mr, A. M. Sullivan on
the Emigrant Ballads of Ireland. The
chair was occupied by Mr. Justin M’Car-
thy, M. P. for Longford. ;

Myx. Justin M’Carthy, in opening the
proceedings, spoke of his long acquaint-
ance with the eloquent gentleman they
had assembled to hear, and said that his
task that evening was a very easy one,
and as they were all anxious as he him—
self was to hear Mr. Sullivan, he would
not stand for another moment between
them and the lecturer.

Mr. A. M. Sullivan, on rising to speak
was greeted with great applause. Hesaid
he had consented most readily to speak to
them that night, because his opportunities
now were few to contribute something to
educate the young to be good and true
Irishmen, and Irishwomen, and not the
less good citizens of the land in which
they dwell, because they loved their native
land the better. Nearly every civilized
country had a poetry of its own. Scotland
was rich in the poetry of the peo}ple, as
was Germany and France, but England in
popular ballad poetry was singularly defi-
cient, because the rural homes of the
people had been swept away, and what
might have been a thriving peasantry had
become a mere set of labourers. You do
not find welling uE from the hearts of
that people, and taking shape in songand
ballad, that loving for the unforgotten
land they have left behind them. That
most singular fact singles out the Irish
emigrant as having some cause peculiar
to himself and & character that does not
attach to the adventurous wanderer of any
other nation in the world. When they
gather round the fireside  they
whisper in sopg of another land that
is far away. The Irish exile brings
up his little children in the foreign
land and teaches them halt fabul-
ous stories of his native land, for he tells
them of the dreams of hope pictured in his
heart. There are legislators, I am afraid I
must say in London at this moment, who
could not pass a School Board examina-
tion in Irish history who believe Ireland
belongs hy right of conquestto England.

out the world, and recited with much

elocutionary skill and amidst deafening

applause, Thomas Davis’s “B. tle Eve of

the Brigade,’” as follows :

The mess-tent is full, and the gl«+ses are set,

And th(te gallant Count Thomonu . - president
yet;

The vet’ran arose, like an uplifted lance,

Crying, “Comrades, ahealtn to the monarch
of France !’

With bumpers and cheers they have done as

he bade,
For Kidnz Louis is lov’d by The Irish Brig-
ade.
*‘A health to King James,” and they bent as
they qnaff’d,
*“Here’s to George the Elector,” and fiercely
they laugh’d,
“Good luck to the girls we woo’d long ago,
‘Where Sionainn, and Bearbha, and Abhain-
dubh flow.”
“God prosper Old Ireland,” you'd think them
afraid,
So pale grew the chiefs of The Irish Brigade.

“But, surely, that light cannot come from
ourlamp? :

And, that noise—are they all getting drunk
n the camp 2

“Hurrah! boys, the morning of battle is

come,

And the generale’s beating on many a
drum.” ho

So they rush from the revel to join the par-

ade;

For the van is the right of The Irish Brigade.

They fought as they revell’d, fast, fiery, and
true.

Tue,

And, though victors, they left on the field
not a few;

And they, who surviv’d, fought and drank

as of yore,
But the land of their heart’s hope they never
saw more,
For in far foreign fields, from Dunkirk to
Belgrade,
Lie th%soldiers and chiefs of The Irish Brig-
ade.

Subsequently, the lecturer recited the
¢Brigade at Fonteroy,” and went on to
speak of the emigration of later years
since the famine, and continued : I have
been amongst my countrymen in America.
My honoured friend Mr. Redmond and his
brother William—(cheers)—bave gone
over a wider field, and they may have
met what I have in crossing the Atlantic,
the literal realization of the idea portrayed
in one of our emigrant ballads—an old
Irishman, a poor grey-headed emigrant,
finding his last hour approaching, creeps
to the steamer at Boston or New York to
come home and die on the sacred soil of
holy Ireland. When I was coming across
the Atlantic there was a young woman on
board—God bless these young women
of the Irish race—who was in the last
stage of a fatal disease, coming home to
die in the old land. But, alas, before we
could see its fair hills, ere we descried
the lights off Cape Clear, she died. In
concluding, Mr, Sullivan said : What is
to come of this great emigrant land beyond
the shores of their own native isle ? Will
the statesmen never see that not without
a great purpose has the great God im-
planted so deeply in the hearts of a virtu-
ous race a love so imperishable as ours ?
Will there never come a day when true
statesmanship will see in this marvellous
fidelity of a people to the home where

their lot was hard and their sufferings

severe—something pointing to a great
task . which will be for the benefit
of 'liberty throughout the world?
My faith is strong and my corvictions
invincible, that from the fidelity, the self-
sacrifice and the devotion of that emigrant
Ireland beyond the Irish shore, as well as

They will find Ireland does not belong to
her by any conquest. The treaty of
Mellefont 1n 1601, Limerick 1691, and the
inter-Parliamentary treaty of 1782, made
certain terms to be granted to our coun-
trymen; and if they had been kept there
might be no Irish emigrant nation to-
night, and there would not be surging in
the hearts of twelve millions of Irishmen
a1l over the globe the passion that fills
them this evening. The terms of the
treaty of Mellefont were considered too
liberal by a certain party in Ireland at
that time. We have specimens of the
game class there to-day. If ever termsare
offered to Ireland, supposed to be liberal,
you will find these hungry vultures crying
out that the Government has delivered
the loyal subjects into the hands of the
seditious. The speaker next proceeded to
speak of the first military emigration of
the Irish chiefs to Rome, the asylum and
the refuge of the persecuted and the
oppressed.  There no English revenge
conld touch them, and there England’s
edict never ran. There the Sovereign
Pontiff assigned them a royal allowance
out of his own purse, but they pined
nnder a foreign sky. The treaty was
broken at home; their clansmen were
now like sheep without a shepherd, and
they with broken hearts soon sank into
foreign graves. The Earl of Tyrconnell
died on the 28th of July, 1608; his
brother in the September following, and
the son of Hugh O’Neill in 1609 ; and on
July 20, 1616, the old chieftain himself,
who had so nearly won the total inde-
pendence of his country, sank into a
foreign grave, and was buried with Royal
pomp in Rome out of the private purse of
the Pope. Having briefly referred to
Count O'Neill of Tyrone, who lives in
Paris'to-day, as the descendant of the great
Owen Roe O'Neill, Mr. Sullivan proceeded
4o say that the military emigration from
Treland subsequently had grown to such
extent, and the Irish filled such high posi-
tions in the Courts and the Governments,
and the Cabinets of Europe that the Eog-
lish Government became alarmed. ‘Uhe
Trish emigrant in that hour was found as
the companion of Kings, not as the delver
and toiler on the railways of America or
England, but as commandersin the armies
of Continental Euarope. Proceeding to
' yefer to the misrepresentations of the Irish
people by English newspapers, Mr, Sulli-
vansaid : If the Irish peo%)le had the
sanctity of the twelve apostles, and had
not power and influence, they might look
out for sympathy or respect from the
writers of this country. Their style of
writing was more to this effect : “Tel-el-
Keber; glorious victory; Baker Pasha;
terrible massacre” (laughter). Wherever
they went the same story. Ekowe was a
glorious vietory. Majuba Hill a terrible
massacre (laughter). They say over here
that the Loyalists must be taken care of.
Who took care of Cromwell when the
Loyalists were murdering King Charles 1.
below here at Whitehall? Mr, Sullivan
proceeded to speak of the enforced emigra-
tion from Ireland during the time of
the infamous Cremwell, when the little
children were transplanted from their
homes, torn from their mother’s knee,
and shipped to Barbadoes and sold into
slavery in the sugar plantations, These
children were taken like sheep to the
shambles, where forty years later not one

of that of our countrymen at home, will
come the 1esurrection of that beloved isle.
I believe if I am spared even a few years
more, I and you shall live to see a great
step taken towards that happy consum-
mation. I have hope in those who teach
the little children of the Irish racein Eng-
land, in Columbia, in Canada, and in
Australia, teach them that only virtuous
and righteous men can work out a cause
80 just and so holy as the Irish cause, and
that the love they bear their motherland
in nowise hinders them from a true and
loyal companionship, neighbor, shop-mate,
or friend in the countries where their lot
may be cast, My hope is strong that the
Irish in England and in foreign climes may
each, by his own personal character, so
win the confidence and respect of those
around him, that no longer shall the
finger of scorn be pointed at the exile as
he passes by, but that the stranger may
say there goes a man from whose hearf
the struggles with adversity, or the greed
of wealth have alike failed to eradicate
the love of his native home. Tet us
respect him and feel a kindly sympathy
for the land he loves so well; and, from
Ireland, in morning and at evenitg, a
prayer of constant loving thought will go
forth with a feeling of sympathy to our
exiled countrymen in the foreign land,
and to you here in England “Halil to our
exiled brethren.”

Ambition,

If everybody wore garments of rthe
same quality and lived in houses ofa
common pattern; if allsorts of pretty noth-
ings were to be had by everybody, and if
nobody could be rich enough to make
other p8ople envious, perhaps we should
have time tostop and be kind to each
other, time to be good, to be tender, to
love and to be loved. DBut asitis, the
people of the civilized world spend their
time fighting with each other for higher
places, for more money, for more, more,
more of everything.

Ambition leads us on—not the highest
ambition, but the desire to have more
than other people. For this, sons leave
their homes and fathers their families, and
roam the world. They are “making
money,”’ and people applaud. In the
schools the chief incentive to learning is
ambition. In politics, in the professions,
the great point is to be above, before,
beyond somebody else. The simple folk,
who live for home and Heaven, grow
‘fewer every day. Ambition crushes many
noble emotions. She sets aside many
lorious things, her object in this day
%eing simply more, more, more; but she 1s
the leader of the world and most men
follow her.

Better than Diamonds,
and of greater value than fine gold is a
great tonic and removater like Kidney-
Wort. Tt expells all poisonous humors
from the blood, tones up the system and
by acting directly on the most important
organs of the body stimulates them to
healthy action and restores health. It has
effected many marvelofis cures and for all
Kidney diseasesand other kindred troubles
it is‘an invaluable remedy.
A Bad Infirmity.

The loss of the sense of hearing is both

annoying and dangerous. Those suffer—

of them was found to have survived the
pestilential swamps of that place. The
speaker then enumerated some of the
ballads that have found their origin in
the wanderings of the Irish race through-

ing from deafness should trv Hagyard’s
Yellow Oil according to directions. This
invaluable household remedy cured John
Clark, of Millbridge, Ontario, restoring
his hearing in one week,

THE PRIEST OF THE SALT
SLASHES.

BY E. L. D.
Ave Maria.

The eastern shore of Maryland is a pen-
insula, on one side of which the Atlantic
thunders and beats, and on the other shore
of which roars the Chesapeake. It is con-
nected with civilization by one line of
railroad, and during the summer, and
until navigation closes, boats ply between
Baltimore and its long-scattered line of
harbors—Oxford, Cambridge, Trappe, etc.
In its heart bloom peach and apple-trees ;
apricots load the air with fragrance ; the
white snow of cherry and pear blossems
fills the orchards, and the fields are green,
golden, or white as the wheat, corn and
buckwheat ripen. But along the coast
the land sinks into salt marshes or slashes,
and along stretches of silver sand, stunted,
distorted cedars, and wild grass mark the
boundary line of the blue.

Far off to seaward are the long, low
shoals (for they are little more) of Chin-
gateague, Pungateague, Assateague, and
Assawoman, with the minor chain of
islets—Cedar, Paramore’s, Mockhorn’s, and
others, Between their inner coast and
the mainland—like a great hydranlic
screw boring into the shore—fret the
sounds of Punga and Assateague, and the
bays of Chingateague, and Sinepuxent.
The wind shears the kerbage flat ; the
wild ponies herd in the pines or nibble
the salt grass and dead fish on the surf-
line ; the people are poor and simple.
Their chief diet, as they say, is ‘‘hog and
hominy ;” their existence is purely in-
transitive, and even when Death claims
them they “drift out with the tide.”
These are the people of the slashes and
islands, and among their prototypes on
the western coast, which duplicates in
desolation the opposite shore, dwells and
works “Father Pye,"’ as he is called by all
his strange parishioners. Descended from
Catholics who came over with Lord Balti-
more, educated in a university, and gifted
with a linguistic talent that makes him
one of the first classical scholars of hisday,
he makes his home at St. Mary’s, working
harder than the fishermen who wrest their
living from the sea and bay,—harder than
the farmers who stru%gle with the soil
and seasons ; starving his body to feed his
hungry ones, limiting himself to clothes a
costermonger would scorn, so he can
clothe his naked ; driving, walking, sail-
ing, through summer suns and autumn
rainsg, over miles of roughest country,—
through winter gales that fill the air with
flying scud and the breath of death, to
visit his sick, to sPeed the dying, to com-
fort the sorrowful, to baptise the newly-
born, to marry his people, or, if a spare
moment comes, to preach to the
“shuckers,” many of whom, though gray-
haired, have heard of God for the first
time from Father Pye.

Always cheerful, with a song on his

lips or a whistle like a blackbird, he

carries healing in his presence and sun-

shine in his smile. His heart overflows

with love for his odd children, and his

hands are ready and tender with? the

offices of friend and priest. Sometimes

his only food for twenty-four hours will

be ablock of cold corn-bread and a cup of

water ; but Father Pye makes a joke of

even that., * A

Heis a splendid sailor, and his boat and
his face are known all around the Point.
A few years ago he had a party of friends
—priests—in his little craft on the bay.
They were returning from St. Inigoes,
where the old Calvert chapel is ; suddenly,
and without warning, a gale sprang up,
and the bay ran white and green with
foam. To make for the landing was vain,
as to do so mesnt sailing in the teeth of
the storm ; so, adjusting the canvas and
grasping the tiller, Father Pye ran before
the wind, and a wild chase it was, The
mast and spars bent and shuddered at
every blast, springing half from their
sockets and straining every fibre of the
ropes ; the waves seemed to swallow the
boat at every roll, and the people on the
shore threw up their arms with loud cries
of fear and hope, as she alternately “fell
away” and rose again. As the wind grew
stronger, reef after reef was taken in, and

and closed the door.

he had given her when she wasa child, he

wanted to help build a temple to God, but
the edict forbade any but the king's
skilled workmen to touch the edifice ; and
she, burning to help, yet knowing she
must obey, brought straw and water for
the draught horses that hauled the stone?
Well, I bring to your notice these floating
straws, which show the way Father Pye’s
pious wish blows. Will you help this
skilled worker of the King to build his
little floating chapel ?

PASSION, PENANCE AND PEACE.

Old man Bromely lived near the city.
His wife had been dead for years,and in a
strong, almost passionate devotion for his
only child, a handsome girl of eighteen
years, he toiled without a thought of rest
when extreme old age should come, that
his Mary might enjoy thelittle advantages
8o highly prized by women. One day
Mary went into the city, but when even-
ing came she had not returned. The old
man walked the floor impatiently, and
when the shadows deepened and lost out-
line with the receding twilight, he grew
uneasy and went to the city, He went to
several houses and talked with many

eople, but no one had seen the girl.

ursing a circumstance that should cause
him such anxiety, he hastened home,
thinking that she might have returned
during his absence. She had not come,
and again he went to the city and again he
returned to find his home cheerless. Early
next morning, after a night of torture, he
went into the city. A boy met him in
the street and handed him<a letter. It was
from his daughter. ¢The old, old story
of love and deception,” were the first
words that glared at him. “I know you
can have no sympathy for me now, and I
will not heap afiliction on you by words
which you could not so deeply feel in
reading as I do in writing. I am gone to
look for him—the man who ruined me
and your home, IfI find him, I will
keep him. Steeped in shame, ruined for-
ever, you will never see me again.” 2
The old man turned and went straight
to his home. His face looked hard and
worn like a weather-beaten wall, and was
colorless. He did not bow down to his

nine years caused me much trouble and

and complete. At first I counld hardly
believe it. I felt confused at the thought
of a miracle being wrought upon me. It
has, however, proved to be not imagina-
tion, but reality. I need not say how
overwhelmed I felt with a sense of grati-
tude for such a favor. For the honor of
Our Lady of Perpetual Succor, I think
this ought to be made known, although,
if I wereto be guided by own natural
instinets, I should perfer my name not to
appear. I wish you would get as man
prayers of thanksgiving as’possible for this
extraordinary proof of Our Lady’s loving
heart. The good fathers at St. Aiphonsus’
are all delighted, and especially Father
Douglas.” The work contains a history
of the miraculous picture of Our Lady of
Perpetnal Succor. The publishers are
Burns & Oates, London; Gill & Son,
Dublin ; and Vanos-Dewolf, Rue St.
Pierre et Paul, Antwerp.

‘A YOUNG BLACK ROBE ‘“FROM THE
>~  LAND OF THE DAKOTAS.”

Western Watchman.
We had the pleasure of greeting in our
office this week Rev. J, A. Bushman, a
young priest who from his ordination has
been engaged in missionary labors among
the Dakotas of Northern Nebraska and
Southern Dakota. Heis a white man,
with the physique of an Indian and the
heart of an apostle. He is the priest who
in February last baptized Red Cloud and
five of his principal chiefs, an event about
which the papers had so much to say at
the time. From him we learned a great
deal about the Tndians in general ana the
Sioux in particular.
One remarkable fact is worth mention-
ing, especially in this month of May. The
Sioux or Dakotas are lost children of the
Blessed Virgin. They have a tradition
that a most beautiful woman, the mother
of the Son of the Great Spirit, appeared
to their fathers on the Missouri River
more than a hundred winters ago, robed
in blue, who spoke to them of peace and
gave them loving counsel. Inmemory of
this apparition they have adopted blue as

great aflliction, but went about his work.
Months passed and no one heard him
speak of his daughter. Once, some one,
a stranger in the neighborhood, asked him
if he lived alone and he replied : “Not
entirely, Hell occupies my bed with
me.” :

One stormy night the old man sat by
his fire. A dog stopped near the house
and howled. Rain poured down and the
dog came under the window and howled.
The old man arose to drive him away.
When he opened the door a voice said :
“Father !’

He staggered back. Mary stepped into
the room.

“Father, don’t you know me ?”

“No !l’

“For God’s sake don’t say that! I have
come back to you,” sinking on her knees.
“I have come back to pray for help, for
forgiveness, A just retribution overtook
him, He was killed in a railroad acci-
dent. Let me be your child again !”

(‘No !’7

“My God, father, you will kill me! Oh,
don’t put me out! Oh,let me stay by the
fire! Heaven—" y
He had shoved her into the darkness
He turned, and

the color of their tribe and every Dakota
manages to have some piece of blue cloth
mixed in his scanty raiment. Of course
this tradition has come down from the
early Christian missionaviesand the Beau-
tiful Woman is doubtless the Blessed
Virgin.

Another relic of Christian teaching is
the “War Dance,” about which so many
absurd stories are printed. Father Bush-
man thus describes it. When any Indian
has obtained a signal favor from the Great
Spirit, the recovery of a relation being the
most common cause of gratitude, he vows
thathe will shed his blood in thanksgiving.
On a certain day of the year they assem-
ble around a rude cross, for it is a cross,
and after the medicine man has made a
short and shallow incision under the skin
of the breast, those who have vows to
accomplish insert a cord through their
incised flesh and swing around the tree
until they tear themselves loose. The
torture, he says, is not extreme and is no
more than more cultured penitents fre.
quently inflict on themselves, That this
tradition is a relic of early teaching
‘concerning “the  cross’ ~and  the

atonement is, he says, quite evident
from the stories they tell of the rite and.

catching sight of the little rocking chair

seized it with one hand and held it aloft
and with the other beat it until blood
trickled from his fingers.

When he opened the door in the morn-
ing there were prints in the mud, as
though some one had been kneeling on
the ground.

His face grew harder as the days passed
on. When he met a handsome woman he
sneered at her. One day while pagsing a
magistrate’s office he heard some one say :
“Ten dollars fine and fifteen days in jai{”
Glancing through the doorway, he saw
Mary standing in front of the justice.

A year passed. He sat by the fire at
night. A snow storm raged and the wind
made the shutters shiver. A dog howled
and the old man shuddered. He sat with

at last Father Pye was scudding along
with one small rag of canvas flying ; the
waters washed the craft fore and aft ; but
as they drove through the angry rollers,
high above the uproar soared the strong,
sweet voice of the sailor-priest. The men
in the boat sat amazed at his happy face
and thrilling song, which last never
stopped until he said : “Well, we must
give up trying to get home yet awhile,
and must beach her here.” And, wearing
about, he drove her full on a sand-spit
several miles from shore where they waited
till the gale blew its fury out.
I have told it tamely, but it wasa
brave and seamanlike exploit, and it gave
him a hold on the fishermen’s hearts that
no amount of cold sermonizing agd theory
would have done. He has no tHbught of
self, for, like Merlin,—though in manner
so unlike,—“he has lost himself,” and to
his grand, simple mind no such man as
Father Pye exists, He is so full of the
love of God that he dwells in the valley
of Humility, and, as one of his classmates
says, “on the Day of Judgment he will
be the most surprised man you ever saw.”
And yet Father Pye has an ambition
deep-rooted and strong. It goes with
him by day, and floats through his dreams
at night ; and his individual “intention”
and most fervent prayer are for—a steam-
boat! Not a double-decker with a brass
band, for picnics and festivities; buta
small, flat-bottomed steamer, covered in,
and holding an altar, enouzh benches {o
seat twenty or thirty people, a sail or two
for times when the coal-bunkers are
empty, and a bell and a whistle to sum-
mon a congregation. With this he would
run in and out the inlets and coves, out
to the islands—everywhere where the
Catholics are thirsting and fainting for the
word of God and the Sacraments; where
the Holy Names are heard only in oaths;
where men work, go down to the sea, and
die with souls disfranchised by sin,—their
citizenship in the City of God either for-
feited or held in frightful jeopardy for
want of “baptism by water and the Holy
Ghost,”
In other words, Father Pye wantsa
small floating chapel, a tiny shadow of
tthat vast cathedral which devout South
America has set afloat on the Amazon to
carry God’s great name over the face of
the waters.
Dear friends who read tlis, do you

his head on his hand, looking at the door.
The wind blew the door open and Mary
fell into the room,
“Oh, don’t put me out, I am dying!”
He closed the door, and drawing the
bed near the fire he lifted her up and put
her onit. He bent over her. His face
no longer looked like an old wall.
“Oh, do not throw me in the snow.”
“No, my poor angel.”
She threw her arms around his neck.
“I want to be buried by my wmother,
She and God have forgiven me.”
“And I, the least worthy of all on
earth, forgive you. When I saw you my
soul grew warm—my soul that was
frozen,”
“There is a God, isn’t there ?”
“Yes, angel, and he has made a heaven
of my home this night.
' She put her arms around him again.
Early at morning, when one of the
neighbors came over, he found the old
man sitting on the bedside, dead, holding
the hand of a lifeless girl. Her face wore
a smile of contentment. And his face was
not like an old wall.

MIRACULOUS CURE OF AN ENGLISH
BISHOP.

Liverpool Catholic Times.

The Rev. Thomas Livius, of the Con-
gregation of the most Holy Redeemer,
tias made 2 contribution to Catholic liter-
ature which will, undoubtedly, be highly
prized, It is a translation of Pere Sain-
train’s Manual for the Month of Mary—
“The Glories of Our Lady of Perpetual
Suecor.” This French work is a beauti-
ful tribute of love to the Blessed Virgin,
and it has certainly lost none of its merits
in the hands of the translator. The pre-
face to the translation is written by the
Right Rev. Dr. Lacy, Bishop of Middles-
borongh, and subjoined is the following
letter, dated English College, Rome®\arch
2lst, which the translator has received
from his Lordship :—“My dear Father
Tivius—After having sent off to the printer
ny little preface, as I informed you in my
‘last letter, my next step was to go, on the
18th, to the shrine of Our Lady of Perpet-
ual Succor, on the Esquiline, and offer up
the Holy Sacrifice for a very special inten-
tion. Our Lady heard my prayer, and
vouchsafed me a miraculous cure of an

its meaning, Asto the tenacity of the
Indian memory there can be no doubt, for |
the Mic Mac Indians still sing the Gregor-
ian Masses taught them centuries ago by
the Jesuit missionaries. !
There are eighteen thousand Sioux in
the two agenciesattended by Father Bush-
man and they are being instructed and
baptized at the rate of twenty-five a day.
Owing to the scattered.state of the tribe
it is impracticable to have large classes.
and wholesale conversion is impossible.
The two agencies are nominally in

suffering, and been a sad drawback to me
in my work. The cure wasinstantaneous

A CONTRAST.

THE SEQUENCE OF WHICH HE THAT RUNS
MAY READ,

Tke following was written some twenty
years ago to an Euglish journal, by Mr,
Lainy, the celebrated English traveler,
who, though a consistent Protestant, never
permitted sectarian prejadice to color his
testimony. He thus describes his experi-
ence of Catholicity on the Continent of
Europe :

Catholicism ‘has certainly a much
stronger hold over the human mind than
Protestantism, The fact is visible and
undeniable, ‘and perhaps unaccountable,
The fervor of devotion among these Cath-
olics, the absence of all worldly feelings in
their religious acts, strikes every traveler
who enters a Catholic Church abroad.
They seem to have no reserve, no false
shame, false pride, or whatever the feel-
ing may be which, among us Protestants,
makes the individunal exercise of devotion
privatep hidden—an affair of the closet.
Here and everywhere in Catholic coun-
tries, you see well dressed people, persons
of the higher as well as the lower orders,
on their knees upon the pavement of the
Church, totally regardless of, and un-
regarded by, the crowds of passengers in
the aisles moving to and fro. 1 have
Christian charity enough to believe, and
I do not envy that man’s mind who does
not believe this is quite sincere devotion
and not hypocrisy, affectation or attempt
at display. It isso common that none of
those motives could derive the slightest
gratification from the act, no more
than a man’s vanity could be gratified b
his appearing in shoes or a hat, where
wear the same. In no Protestant place of
worship do we witness the same intense
abstraction in prayer, the same unaffected
devotion of mind. The beggar-woman

comes in there and kneels down
by the side of the  princess,
and evidently no feeling of in-

trusion suggests itself in the mind of
eitber. To the praise of the Papists be it
said, no worldly distinctions, of human
right of property, much less money pay-
ment for places in a t£l:1<-,ta of worship,
appear to enter into their imaginations.
Their churches are God’s houses, open
alike to all his rational creatures, without
distinction of high or low, rich or poor.
All who have a soul to be saved come
freely to worship. They have no
pews, no seats for genteel souls, and no
seats for vulgar souls.  Their houses of .
worship are not let out, like theatres, or
opera houses, or Edinburgh kirks, for ,
money rents, for the sittings. The public
mind is evidently more religionized than
in Protestant countries,

In Catholic Germany, in France, Italy
and even Spain, the education of the com-
mon people in reading, writing, arith-
metic, music, manners, and morals, is at
least ad generally diffused and as faith-
fully promoted by the clerical body as in
Scotland. Itis by their own advance,
and not by keeping back the advance of
the people, that the Popish priesthood of
the {)resent day seek to keep ahead of the
intellectual progress of the community in
Catholic lands : and they might, perhaps,
retort on our Presbyterian clergy, and ask
if they too, are, in their countries, at the
head of the intellectual movement of the
age? Education is in reality not only
not repressed but is encouraged by the
Popish Church, and is a mighty instrument
in its hands, and ably used. In every
treet in Rome, for instance, are public
rimary schools for the education of the
hildren of the lower and middle classes
n the neighborhood.

Rome with a population of 158,678
souls, has 872 public primary schools, with
482 teachers, and 14,099 children attend- -
ing them. Has Edinburgh so many public
schools for the instruction of those classes ?
I doubt it. Berlin, with a population
about double that of Rome has only 264
schools. Rome has also her university with
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charge of the Episcopalians; but the
Indians have no use for the preachers.
Father Bushman gives as one reason for
the dislike the Red Man feels for the
preachers, that the latter do not visit
them when sick, nor do they baptize their
children., And this charge contains the
inherent weakness of Protestantism
everywhere, That husky religion has no
sympathy with the people. It does not
enter into their joys and sorrows. When
joy isin the house over the birth of a
child the preacher is not there. When
mirth and happiness meet around the
hearthstone on the occasion of a wedding
the preacher is not there ; or if there, only
asan officer of the state to “unite in mat-
rimony according to the laws of the state.”
When grief and gloom and death
stalk into the family circle the preacher
is not there, for “he can do
no good.” Protestantism iz a Sunday
religion, and the converted savage, like
the civilized Christian, wants a religion
that extends over the whole week. Pro-
testantism has no religion outside the
church and no piety that reaches beyond
the twenty-four hours of the “Sabbath,.””
No family prayers; no fixed morning
and evening devotions; no system of
private worship.  Protestantism is a
big Sunday Dance and flot half as Pleas-
ing to God as the Sun Dance of the
Dakotas.

This young missionary has come.among
us to raise the means to build a school
and church. The children of the Dakotas
are his by free gift of their parentsand
no amount of solicitation can prevail on
the latter to send their offspring to the
agency  schools. The answer to every
demand of the preachers is ; “they belong
to the Black Robe.” Several religious
orders of women have asked permission
to enter the field of Sioux missionary
enterprise, and one community from Ire-
land has asked permission to labor among
them, but’there is no house to contain
them, Bishop Marty has opened an
Indian school at Yankton and Father
Bu.hman has made arrangements for the
education of one hundred and forty
Indian children. The school will be
under the direction of Prof. Karcher, the
convert minister who lectured in this city
so acceptably last winter, Desides a
school Kather Bushman hopes to build
two churches among the Indjans of his
charge; at present he says Mass on the
prairies under a tent.

A Western man seeks a divorce on the
ground that his wife makes bad coffee.
Although he seems to bave grounds for
his action, an effort ought to be made to

remember an old and feeble woman who

internal ailment which has for the last

settle it,

an average attendance of 660 students;
and the Papal States, with a population
of 2 1-2 millions, contain seven universi-
ties. Prussia, with a population of
14,000,000 has” but seven. These are
axénsing statistical facts, and instructive as
well as amusing, when we remember the
boasting and glorying carried on a few
years back, and even to this day, about
the Prussian educational system for the
people, and the establishment of govern-
mental schools, and enforcing by police
regulation the school attendance of the
children of the lower classes.

The Catholic religion adapts itself, in
fact, to every degree of intelligence and to
every class of intellect. It isa net which
adapts its meshes to the minnow and the
whale. * * *  The Lazzarone
is a Catholic, as well asa Gibbon, Stolberg,
or Schlegel, I strelled, one Sunday even-
ing, in Prussia, into the Catholic Church
at Bonn, on the Rhine. The priest cate-
chised, examined and instructed the chil-
dren of the parish, in the same way, and
upon the same plan, and with the same
care toawaken the intellectual powers of
each child by appropriate quescions, as in
our well conducted Sunday schools that
are taught on thesystem of the Edinburgh
Sessional Schools, . And what of all sub-
jeats, was the subject this €Catholic priest
was explaining and ineuleating to Catho-
lic children, and by his familiar questions
and their answers bringing most admirably
home to their intelligence ? the total use-
lessness and inefficacy of mere -forms of
prayer,or verbal repetition of prayer, if not
understood and unaccompanied by mental
occupation with the subject, and the
preference of silent mental prayer to all
forms and this most beautifully brought
out to suit the intelligence of the children,
I looked around me to be satisfied that I
was really at the altar of a Popish Chureh,
and not in the schoolroom of Dr. Muir’s
or any other well tanght Presbyterian
parish in Edinburgh.
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Mis, A. Nelson, Brantford, writes: “I
was a sufferer from Chronic Dyspepsia for
eleven years. Always after eafing, an in-
tense burning sensation in the stomach, at
times very distressing, caused a drooping
and languid feeling, which would last for
several hours after eating. I was recom-
mended by Mr. Popplewel), Chemist, of
our city, to try Northrop & Lyman’s
Vegetable Discovery and Dyspeptic Cure,
and I am thankful id'say that I bave not
been better for years; that burning sensa-,
tion and languid feeling has all gone, and
food does not lie heavy on my stomach.
Others of my family have used it with
best results.” ®old by Harkness & Co.,
Druggists, Dandas St. ;




