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The Midnight Mass in the Weird

Castle of Kunzenburg.

BY F. P. KOPTA.

It had beau one of those beautiful days
that we sometimes have lu Bohemia in
September. The sky bad been dark blue
al day, and the sunlight bad all the bril-
liancy of summer, but the air, when it
fanned our cheeks, brought with it the
pecuiar chill of autnum, and I bad been
reminding my young companion of the
vanity of earthly joys, and how son we,
too, would be like the withered leaves
that we crushed under cor feet.

It was hear sunset, and the western
sky was all ablaze with red and yellow
cl.uds when I firet saw the ruins of the
Castle Kunzenburg, near the town of the
same name. It stood on a hill, as most
of the castles of Bohemia do, surrounded
by aimot impenetrable forests. We had
beau wandering all day, soliciting almr
for our couvent with little succeas, and
were worn out with climbing mountains,
and losing ourelves in the dense forests,
to receive at the end a few coppers from
some poor charcoal burner or loney
shepherd, whom I pray God will reward.
Wearily my young companion (it was
iis first journey and he was a more
youth) and I trod the rough mountain
path that led to the small town. We
were footeore and faint with hunger,
having eaten notbing since mormning, ana
the people stared at us etrangely; par-

shaps they had never seen any Minortes
befare, but they showed us gladly where
the mayor of the town lived.

He was a nious man-God give him
Paradise! When ho caught sight _of our
white habite he bade us welcome u ithe
name of the Lord, and placed black rye
bread, with eggs and cheese, the best he
had in the house, before us. As we sat
at the table and feasted, we poke of
many thing, and among others I asked
if the lords of the castle were charitable,
and if it was likely they would look upon
us with favor; that our couvent was ex-
ceedingly poor, and the prior had beau
forced toa send us to solicit alme from the
faithful.

" O reverend father," said our host,
crossing himuself devoutly, "the castle
yonder bas not been ihabited for half a
century. Neither do the lords of the
manor reside with us. Outwardly it
looks stately enough, but within it ie
deslatian."

deAnd hy do they not repair it, my
son? It seems a noble building; are
the lords so wealthy as to let such a
castle fall into rmns, or ls it the other
way, and poverty prevents their nopait-
ingà i?"y

"Noither, reverend father; it is haunt-
ed."1

ed Haunted 1" said . crossing myself.
"And who haunts it ?"

" That la the trouble; nô one eau find
oùt; many a holy man has exorcised the
castle, but no one has succeeded in bring-
ing peace."

"Tnisisa most strange," said le "The
evil one be fat fromue ! And how is it
haunted ?'

"Strange noises are heard, as thoughr
armed men were carousing in the halle;
and when one goes to see, behold, there
ie nothing i Thon there are lights, and
some of the villagers, stealing wood, or
laying traps in the forest, have told me
they heard shrieks, and some would
even have it that theyad heard strange
forms flying through the air, leaving a
blue path behind therm, and a smell of
sulphur. Thou knowest, reverend father,
people always make more of what they
se r hear than isanecessary; but thinge
must be bad enough without ail this, for
the lords could not live in the castle-had
to remove elsewhere, and every time
that they had nearly sold it to somae
noblemen, sonaething turned up to pre.
vent them ; sometimes it was this, some-
times that; but the long and the short
of it was'Lhat they could mot sellit, and
there it stands a warning to Christians
till to-day."

"Ah1' said the mayor's wife, as she1
cleared the table. "What a loas it ia to
the town, your reverence. How many
fat geese and ducks I could have sold in
the castle for good money, let alone the
brave weddings and airisteningse1 Many 
a holy man haes the town beought to try
to deliver the ceatle, but none were eaqual,
ta Lhe task."

"PFreends," Isaid, risingfrcorn tire table,
I vill go 19 pnge çastle, eve» P9Wr, and
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deliver those tormented souls or die in
the undertaking. My son," I said, turn-
ing ta the youth at my aide, "yon will
accompany me in sa laudable a work ?"

Great was the astonishment f the
major and bis vile. At fiuet hey tried
ta dissuade me, painting out the mishaps
of the way, and the danger that might
beset me; but I was determined ta ras-
Oue those precious ouls from the evil
one, and would not be persuaded. When
the mayor and bis wife saw that it was
uselese to speak further with me, they
set about getting the necessary things
for saying Mass; they were stored in
their bouse for safety, as the priet came
over from another town, and the church
was old and in bad repair.

When everything was ready tbey
called their servante ta accompany us
and help carry the things; but these
flatly refused ta move a step. And
when the mayor abused thema for
cowardly knaves, they said they bad
been hired ont ta serve people, Chris-
tians like themselves, but net to run
into the clutches of the evil one, aud
perhaps lose their souls. The mayor
cursed, and the good wife scolded, but I

id :
a"Peace, peace! I and thei youth will

go alone. Net many things are neces-
sary, nor ire they heavy. Commend us
ta the Lvrd's keeping, and let us be gone,
as it ie nearly ten."

"If you are se brave, master," said
one of the knaves, "go yourself with the
Rev. Father and the pious youth."

'Thon lowborn clod! Dare thon
speak so to me? Hast thou net heard
that I made a vow never to enter the
castle, come a year next Saint John,
when old Jacob told us of the sights he
ad seen and the noises he bad heard?
And have I net children, thou beast on
tva legs?2"

I saw my young companion's face turn
pale at these words, and fearing the lad
might lose heart, for he had not yet re-
ceived the last consecration, and was
young, I commended thema ta God's
keeping and hurried on ta where I saw
the towers of the castle rise againet the
sky. It was a beautiful moonlit night,
but we were weary, and the hill was
hard ta climb; more than once we lest
our way in the forest, and had ta seek
ont the right path i s best we could.
More than once the youth Augustin said
to me,-" Worthy father, had it net been
better ta have stayed in the village ?"

" My son," 1 replied, "a monk should
be willing to go ta the very pit of hell ta
sîve a sioul."'

"Bat perhaps we shall net save them,
and may be stricken with strange mad-
nes or death ouraselves. I have heard
af suai thiugs'

"That cannot be denied," I answered.
"But we have consecrated oreelvea to
the Highest. If we die, we die te God
and iu his service, and will receive our
reward in heaven. But it seem ta me
we are nearing the castle; let us pray
for those poor souls and ourselves."

Silently we entered the great hall.
Here and there the roof had fallen lu,
and the moonlight streamed in from tie
hales that had once been windows. We
wandered like two sbadows from one
room into the other. In the banqueting
hall we found great beape of raubbish,
and everywbere wesaw dark openings
in the ground, leading ta the dungeons
or into the underground stables that are
so common in Bohemian ruins.

It took us quite a time ta find out
wat had origimally been the chapel,
and when we had found it I lot no
time in covering what remained of the
altar with inen cloths and arranging
the crucifix and candles upon IL. Au
guetin's bands trembled so that he could
hardly light the candles, and while I
whispered ta him not taobe afraid, that
he was li God's keeping, we board the
clock in the village strike twelve, and I
began ta celebrate mass, while Augustin
knelt s.t the foot of the altar, as clerk, ta
make the responses and mnister ta me.

Hardly bad I begun when I- noticed
that Auguatin had fallen into a pro-
found slumber, with his head resting on
the stone step of the altar, and a sbudder
went through me when I heard a voice
beind me make the respanse sta the
"Introibo ad aU are Dei." Three times the
strange vole answered clecrly and
rightly. Then taking heart, tbinking
that ghosts so godly would not do me
harm, I went on with the Mass, though
I was still afraid ta turn around ta see
who it was that answered and minietered
Lao me. But whren I came te tira ".Doni
iais iobiseum" I had! to t.urn rmunîd, a.d
then i saw a number of mon, ai youngl

but with white hair, in long black
cloake: toheir bands were folded and
they alL seemed last in preyer. My
companion lay at my feet in deep sleep,
but two of the young men ministered to
me with scrupulous care. I went on
with the Mess, and my ghoistly congre-
gation responded. The candles flared in
the midnight wind, and now and thon a
bat would ily over rmy head, and I could
hardly recognize my voice, se strange
and solemn did it sound amidst the
ruins.

When the Lime of the awful consecra-
tion had come, I turned round to my
strange congregation, who were kneeling
in the moonlight, and holding up the
Host before their eyes, while they kueit
before me in profound and silent adora-
tion, I ncojured them by the Living God
ta tell me wby they haunted this castle,
and why they could net find rest for
their souls.

Thon te eldest of them, a man of
gigantie stature, said :

"All of us that yen see hore were once
lords of the castle, but nt rightful own-
ers. My moter, who was a peasant
woman, and wet nurse te the yaung lord,
cbanged us at birth, and her son became
the lord, and the rightful owner lived
and died in poverty as a poor peasant,
hated and persecuted by us all, as we
feared that our crime might corne to
light. When umy maother was near death
she wished ta confesis ler sin, but I pr-
vented her fro seaeing the priest, and
she died without confession, begging me
to restore the landa t the rightful
owner, or be sure of her curse and the
vengeance of Ifeaven. I paid no atten-
tion to ber words, neither did those
who succeeded me. We lived and
died as the lords, and the real heir and
his descendants lived and died in poverty
as breakers of stone in the but at the
foot of thiscastle. We could,noneof us,
find peace till we had. acknowledged our
sins; but now we sha!l find rest for our
soule, the more that the last of the sons
of the real lord will die at sunrise ; our
line will end at the saine time, and the
property will pass away te the right
owners. Here on this parchment is the
confession of my mother and myself,
with all the necessary information re-
quired ta place the estate in the bands of
the rightful heire. I wrote it before I
died, but I did not have the courage ta
give it up. I conjure thee by the living
God to fulfil mny wish."

As he finished speaking ho laid a roll
of parchment at my fet that he had
kept hidden under bis coat, and a bunch
of fragrant white lillies, the flowers of
Mary.

" Do my bidding speedily, servant of
God," h said, "for when these flowers of
paradise fade, thou iralt receivo the re-
ward of the righteous."

* * * * * *

This vas written by the venerable
Father Fidelis. who died three days after
celebrating Mass in the Castle of Kun-
zenburg. The estates passed tu the
family of Pernstein. 1, the monk Au.
gustin, of the order of the Minorites, was
with tie reverend father wen ho celo-
bratcd Mass in the castle, but, over-
powered by sleep, I did not see the aights
he saw. neither did I hear the words.
When I awoke I found the reverend
father kneeling before the altar in a
swoon; on the altar lay the roll and the
lillies. He rela-ted this tale t me ex-
actly as be bas written it, and after hav-
ing placed the parchment in the iands
of honorable men, he prepared hie soul
to meet bis Saviour. On the third day
the liies faded, and ho fell aaleep nover
ta wake in this world again.

Written in the couvent of the Minor-
ites by the monk Augustin, 1406.

He .-Highee wuid have run thr.ub
bis fortune in a y Vnr it i t i '& bn f r
his wife. She: HIow did she proveut it?
He: She spent it herelf.

CONFECTIONERY.

CHARLES ALEK&NOER,
Cakes and Pastry iresh daliy.

- Candies in great variety
Alil our own manufacture

Made Dishes, Ice Cream,
Jellies, Russes, &., for Parties

Wedding Cakes a specialty.
Luncheon ana Dlning Rooms.

219 ST. JAMES STREET.

VVALTER PAULI
Family Grocer,

Takes pleasure lu wishing all good citi-
zens a very Merry Christmas and a
Happy New Yoar, and at the mamne time

he wou1d like it to be known that he has

the largeat and the beststock of Groceries,
Fruits, Provisions, Confectionery, etc.,

etc., that le to be found in the whole

Dominion. Hie stock is siraply immense,
and nas been all specially imported by
himself or for his own Family Trade.
Nobody eau make a mistake in buying
their Christmas Goods from him, as the
quality o! everything ie guaranteed.

Mr. Paul will not, in this advertise-
ment, attempt to enumerate anything,
as his stock can best be described in one
word-Complete.

The public are invited to call and see
the store. Waether they buy or not
they will be made welcome. They will
find it to be a matter of educ iLion just

to examine the wonderful variety of fine
goods.

Holly and Mistletoe given gratis to ail
purchaserâ.

All Orders Promptly Delivered to all
parts of the City and Subirbs Free.

OUNTRY ORDERS
Carefully Packed and Placed, F.O.B.
according to instructions. -

No Wines or Liquors sold.

Business Conducted on Strictly Tem-
perance Principles.

WALTER PAUL,
CORNER

Metcalfe and St. Gatherine Sts
222

PaOVINCE OF QUE8EO. 1upEaO Court.
Districtof Montrea. No. 1581.

Dame Georgiana Corriveau., wife o Narcisse
Vermette, manutiftur, ot he dity avd Di.-
trici of àMontreai, diIly suthorlzed ta see
Plaltiff, vs. I1arcisse Vermette, of the mame
place, Defendant.

o paration of property has been
liîtIL ted i bis day.

Montrcal.5'h Decen-ber. 1894
VILLENeU . V K.

PUNTaWNE&U& BELLEo
22-4 Attrne.vs of thre Plainttif.,;

Why not try

WYETHS MALT EXTRACT?
Doctors highly recommend it te ihose

Who are run down;
,Who have lost appetite;
Who have difficulty after eating;

"Who suffer from nervous exhaustion;
And to Nursing Mothers,

as It increases quantity and
Improves quality of milk.

PRICE. 40 CENTS PER BO-TLE.


