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"1 LEGEND OF BONEMIA

The Midnight Mass in the Weird
Castle of Kunzenburg.

BY F. P. KOPTA,

It had been one of those beautifal days
that we sometirnes have in Bohemia in
Septewber. The sky bad been dark blue

_all day, and the sunlight had all tbe bril-

Yancy of summer, but the air, when it
fanned our cheeks, brought with it the
peculiar chill of autuwn, and I bad been
reminding my young companion of the
vanity of eaxthly joys, and how socn we,

" too, would be like the withered leaves

that we crushed under oar feet.

It was bpear sunsel, and the western
sky was all ablaze with red and yellow
clouds when I first saw the ruins of the
Castle Kunzenburg, near the town of the
game nsme. It stood on a hill, as most
of the castles of Bohemia do, surrounded
by almost impenetrable forests. We had
been wandering all dav, soliciting alms
for our convent with little success, und
were worn out with climbing monntains,
and losing ourselves in the dense forests,
to receive at the end a few coppers from
gome poor charcoal burner or lonely
shepherd, whom ¥ pray God will reward.
Wearily my young companion (it was
his first journey and he was a mere
youth) and I trod the rough mountain
path that led to the small town. We
were footsore and faint with hunger,
having eaten nothing since morning, and
the people stared at us strangely; per-
-haps they had never seen any Minorites
before, but they showed us gladly where
the mayor of the town lived.

He was a vious man—God give him
Paradise! When he caught sight of our
white babits he bade us welcome in the
name of the Lord, and placed black rye
bread, with eggs and cheese, the best he
had in the house, bafore us. As we sat
at the table and feasted, we spoke of
many things, and among others I asked
if the lords of the oastle were charitable,
and if it was likely they would look upon
us with favor; that our convent was ex-
ceedingly poor, and the prior bad been

forced to send us to solicit alms from the

faithful.

“ O reverend fatker,” said our host,
crossing himself devoutly, *the osstle
yonder has not been inhabited for half a
century. Neither do the lords of the
manor reside with us. Qubwardly it
looks stately enough, but within it is
desclation.”

“ And why 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 rnins, or is it the other
way, and poverty prevents their repair-
ing it?”

d" Neither, reverend father; it is haunt.
e .”

“ Haunted !” said I, crossing myseif.
“ And who haunts it ?*

“That is the trouble; no one can find
out ; many a holy man has exorcised the
castle, but no one has succeeded in bring-
ing peace.”

“ Tpis is most strange,” said I¢ “The
ovil one be far from ug! Andhowisit
haunted ?V

“ Strange noiges are heard, as though
armed men were carousing in the halls;
and when one goes to see, behold, there
is nothing! Then 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 bave it that they had heard strange
forms flylng through the air, leaving a
blne path behind them, and a smell of
sulphur. Thou knowest, reverend father,
people always make more of what they
see ax hear than is necessaxy; but things
must be bad enough without all this, for
the lords could not live 1n the castle—had
to remove. elsewhere, and aevery time
that they had nearly sold it to some
noblemen, something turned up to pre-
vent them ; sometimes it wae this, some-
times that; but the long and the ghort
of it was'that they could not sell'it, and
there it stands a warning ¢o Christians
till to-day.”

“Ab )’ said the mayor’s wife, as she
oleared the table. - “What a loss it is to
the town, your reverence. How many
fat geese and ducks I conld have sold in
the oastle for good money, let alone the
brave weddings and christenings! Many
a holy man has the town beaought to try

<to deliver the castle, but nons were equil

to the task.” SR
‘ Friends,” I said, rising from the table,
1 will go to sngi onstle, even pow, and

deliver those tormented souls or die in
the undertaking. My son,” I said, turn-
ing to the youth at my side, “you will
accompany mein so laudable a work ?”

Great was the astonishment of the
mayor and bis wife. At first they tried
to dissuade me, pointing out the mishaps
of the way, and the danger that might
beset me; but I was determined to res-
cuathose precious souls from the evil
one, and would not be persusded. When
the mayor and his wife saw that it was
useless to speak further with me, they
get about getting the necessary things
for saying Masd; they were stored in
their house for safety, as the priest came
over from another town, and the church
was old and in bad repair.

When everything was ready they

called their servants to accompsny us
and help carry the things; but these
flatly refused to move a step, Aud
when the mayor abused them for
cowardly knaves, they said they had
been hired out to serve people, Chris-
tians like themselves, bub not to run
into the clutches of the evil one, aud
perhaps lcse their souls. The mayor
cu_t;ed, and the good wife scolded, but I
paid:
“ Peace, peace! I and the youth will
go alone. Nof many things are neces-
sary, nor are they heavy. Commend us
to the Lurd’s keepiog, and let us be gone,
as it is nearly ten.”

“Yf you are s0 brave, master,” said
one of the knaves, *“go yourseli with the
Rev. Father and the pious youth.”

*“Thou lowborn clod! Dare thoun
speak 8o to me? Hast thou not 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
bhad seen snd the noises be had heard?
And have I not children, thou beast on
two legs 7"

I saw my young compsanion’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 comwmended them to Gad’s
keeping and hurried on to where [ saw
the towers of the castle rise against the
sky. It was a besutiful moonlit night,
but we were weary, and the hill was
hard to climb; more than once we lost
our way in the forest, and bhad to seek
ont the right path ss best we could.
More than once the youth Augustin szid
to me,—* Worthy father, had it not been
better to have stayed in the village 7’

“ My son,” I replied, *‘a monk should
be willing to go to the very pit of hell to
gave & soul.”

*Buat perhaps we shall not save them,
and may be stricken with strange mad-
ness or death ourselves. I have heard
of such things,”

“That cannot be denied,” I answered.
“But we have consecrated ourselves to
the Highest. If we die, we die to God
and in nis service, and will receive our
reward in heaven. But it seems to me
we are nearing the castle; lef us pray
for those poor aouls and ourselves.”

Silently we entered the great hall,
Here and there the roof had fallen in,
and the moonlight streamed in from the
holes that had ooce been windows. We
wandered like two shadows from ome
‘room into the other. Inthe bangueting
ball we found great heaps of rubbish,
and everywhere we saw dark openings
in the ground, leading to the dungeons
or into the underground stables that are
80 common in Bohemian ruins.

It took us quite a time to find out
wbat had originally been the chapel,
and when we had found it I lost no
time in covering what remained of the
altar with linen cloths and arranging
the crucifix and eandles upon it. Au
gustin’s hands trombled so that he could
hardly light the candles, and while I
whispered to him not to be afraid, that
ke was in (tod’s keeping, we beard the
clock in the villapge strike twelve, and I
began to gselebrats mass, while Augustin
knelt st the foot of the aliar, as clerk, to
make the responses and mirister to me.

Hardly bad I begun when I noticed
that Augustin had fullen into a pro-
found slumber, with his bead resting on
the stone step of the altax, and a shudder
went through me when I heard a voice
bebind me make the responses to the
“Introibo ad allare Dei.” Three times the
strange voice answered clearly and
rightly. Then taking heart, thinking
that ghosts 80 godly would not do e
harm, I went on with the Mass, though
I was atill afraid to turn around to see
who it wasg that answered and ministered
to me. Bus when I came to the “Domi

then-I saw & number of men, ali young

-
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Why not try :

WyeTw's MiaLt Exvract?

Doctors highly recommend it to those
Who are run down;
Who have lost appetite;
%Who have difficulty after eating;
7Who suffer from nervous exhaustion ;
And to Nursing Mothers,

as it increases guantity and
improves quality of milk.
PRICE, 40 GENTES PER BOTTLE.

but with white hair, in long black
cloaks ; their hands were folded and
they all seemed lost in preyer, My
compenion lay at my feet in deep sleep,
but two of the young men ministered to
me with scrupulous care. I went on
with the Mazss, and my ghostly congre-
gation responded. The candles flared in
the midnight wind, and now and then s
bat would fly aver my head, and I could
hardly recognize my voice, so strange
and solemn did it sound amidst the
ruins.

When the time of the awful consecra-
tion had come, [ turned round to my
strange congregation, who were kneeling
in the moonlight, and holding up the
Host before their eyes, while they knelt
before me in profound and silent adora-
tion, I conjured them by the Living God
to tell me why they haunted this caastle,
and why they could not find rest for
their souls.

Then the eldest of them, a man of
gigantic stature, said :

“All of us that you see here were once
lords of the castle, but not rightful own-
ers. My mother, who was a peasant
woman, and wet nurse to the young loxd,
changed us at birth, end her son became
the lord, and the rightful owner lived
and died in poverty as a poor peasant,
hated and persecuted by us 8ll, as we
feared that our crime might come to
light, When my mother was near dzath
she wisbed to confess her sin, but I pre-
vented her from sesing the priest, and
she died without confession, iegging me
to restore the landa to the rightful
owner, or be sure of her curse and the
-vengeance of Heaven. I pzid no atten-
tion to her words, neither did those
who succeeded me. We lived and
died as the lords, snd the real heir and
his descendants lived and died in poverty
a3 breakers of stone in thhe hut at the
foot of thiscastle. We could, none of us,
find peace till we had. acknowledged our
sing ; bnt now we sha!l find rest for our
gouls, the more that the last of the sons
of the real lord will die at sunrise ; our
line will end at the same time, and the
property will pass away to the right
ownera. Hera on this parchment is the
confession of my motber and myself,
with all the necessary information re-
quired to place the estate in the hands of
the rightful heirs. I wrote it before I
died, but I did not have the courage to
give it up. I conjure thee by the living
God to fulfil my wigh.”

As b finiched spesking he laid & roll
of parchment at my feet that he had
kept hidden under his coat, and a bunch
of {ragrant white lillies, the fHoweras of
Mary.

* Do my bidding speedily, sexvant of
God,” he said, “ for when these Aowers of
paradise fade, thou shalt receive the re-

ward of the righteons.”
* * %

* * *

This wse written by the venerable
Father Fidoelis, who died three days after
celebrating Muass in the Castle of Kun-
zenburg. The estates passed ta the
family of Perostein., I, the monk Au-
gusatin, of the order of the Minorites, was
with the reverend father when he cele-
brated Mass in the castle, but, over-
powered by sleep, I did not see the sights
he saw. neither did I hear the words.
When I awvke I fourd the reverend
fatber kneeling before the altar in a
swoon ; on the altar lay the roll and the
lillies. He related this tale to me ex-
actly as bo has written it, and after hav-
ing placed the parchment in the hands
of bonorabla men, he prepared his soul
to meet his Suviour. Qa the third day
the lillies faded, and he fell asleep never
to wake in this world again.

. Written in the convent of the Minor-
itea by the monk Augustin, 1406,

He: Higbes wonid have ruc thr.uh
his fortune in & vear it ic n=do’ ban f r

his wife.. She: How did she prove.tit?]. .

He: She spent it herself.

CONFECTIONERY.

CHARLES ALEXANDER,

Cakes and Pastry fresh dally.

All our own msanufacture

Made Dishes, Ice Cream, ]
Jellies, Ruasses, &o., for Partles

Wedding Cakes & specialty.
Luncheon and Dinipng Rooms.

219 ST. JAMES STREET.

WALTER PAUL,

Family Grocer,

Takes pleasura in wishing all good citi-
zens & very Moarry Christmas and a
Happy Now Yoar, and at the same time
he would like it to be known that he has
thelargest and the beststock of Graceries,
Feuits, Provisions, Confectionery, etc.,
etc., that is to be found in the whole
Dominion. His stock issimply immense,
and has been all specially imported by
himself or for his own Family Trade.
Nobody can make & mistake in buying
their Christmas Goods from him, as the
quality o everything is guaranteed.

Me. Paul will not, in this advertise-
ment, attempt to enumerate anythircg,
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. Taey will
find it to be & matter of educition just
to examine the wonderful variety of fine
goods.

Holly and Mistletoe given gratis to all
purchasers,

All Orders Prompt.ly Delivered to all
parts of the City and Subarbs Free.

COUNTRY ORDERS

Corefully Packed and Placed, F.0.B,
according to instructions.

No Wines or Liquors sold.

Business Conducted on Strictly Tems
perance Frinciples.

WALTER PAUL,

| CORNER

PROVINOE OF QUESEC.
District of Monireal, ‘
Dame Georglang Corriveau, wife of Narcisse
Vermette, Manufacturer, of the Oity and Dilg-
trict of Montreal, duly authorized to sue,

plage, Defendant.

1pstit ted thils day.
. Montreal,5/h Degermber. 1834,
VILLENG&UVE, -
R FONTAINE & LABELLE,

y

. Candies in great varlety -

Metcalfe and 352‘,}-2 Gatherine Sty

} SUPERIOR Court, -
No. 1581.

JAn aotion of separation of property has been

Attorneys of the Plainuift, -3

Plalntlff, vs. Narcisse Vermette, of the same ..
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