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A FATAL RESEMBLANCE.

BY CHRISTIAN FABRE.

—
X LV L—CoNTINUED.

“ Now, Alan, don't provoke me to some-
thing desperate. You koow I have mot
Ordotte to soothe and protect me.
want to know immediately whothat man
ia'Mm

“What man?"’ questioned Carnew,
with perfectly simnlated innocence.

Mrs. Doloran stamped her foot, and
fairly roared :

* ’Ehe man who called here yesterday,
and who was with you in your stady
there,” pointing Lo the library-door, “ e
morning that yon went away in sach &
hafl.”

A an stroked his mustache.

“If yon really eaw unis mysterious man
yesterday, and answered hie question
about my health, it is 8 wouder to me
that you did not then uvlilyouu‘el!o( the
opportunity tolearn hisnsme. Certainly,
when he sent his request Lo see you Le
sent his card with 1t.”

“ No, he didn’t; he just gent a request
to see me withoui any card, and tolu me
to my face that it was only be cause ug
could not see you that he asked for me."

“ And you did not inquire his name?
in a tone fall of doubt and sarcasm.

“Do you think 1 was 80 stupid as not
to ask that? 1 asked it the first thing
and the iast thing, bt he wouldn't give
it. Heemiled, and taid it made no duf-
ference. Wnat do you think of that?”

“That he is to be admired for his pru-
dence; that Le is to be commended for
not pandering to & foolish woman's insen-
sate curiosity.”

Mrs. Doloran conld ecarcely speak for
temper, but there must have been some
#iill more powerful motive at work, for
she managed to prevent a violent out-
break, and said as firmly as her raging
passion would allow her to do.

“Since he woald not give the informa-
tion 1 wanted, I demand it from you.”

“What information?”’

Kuowing of how little avail anger nn_d
firmness had been in the past with his
aunt, when she was a8 decided as she
geemed to be now, he determined to try
an eutirely new plan, regardless how soon
it bronght on her hysterics, for in that
case she would be removed, at least from
his presence. 1

“His name, hooby—the name of this
man ?”

“What man?"’

And thus Alan provokingly kept it up,
affeciing complete ignorance of what he
was to answer, until Mrs. Doloran, fairly
beaten on her own ground, and beaten
in such an ignominious fashion, broke
down at Jast, not into her usual hysterics,
but into & very storm of erying.

“ When yon know how it wonld relieve
me,"” she aaid, “jast to tell me hig name,
you nngrateful boy that I've loved, and
loved, and loved—'"but Alan had shut
and locked himself into his swndy.

XLIX.

Ordotte hal made his mysterious jour-
ney to India and had returned, not, now-
sver, to New York, nor vet to London, bat,
directed by the conienis of Manson’s last
letter, to Parie. To Paris, where Mrs,
Brekbellew waa still the lovely batterfly
of fashion, fluttering around the flsme of
destruction, and where her husbaod was
fast sinking into the vortex made by his
own follies.

While be had that kind of cnnning and
bravado in small and mean thinge which
i oftea to be found in very weak charac-
ters, he utterly lacked the canning to
gave himself from being thoroughly
victimizad, and the courage to command
his wife to desist from her extravagant
course., e smarted under her open con-
tempt of him, and he winced beneath the
extravagancs into which she forced him,
bar bo had net the manhosd to rasiat
either,

By nature he was economical without
being parsimonious, but ahe taunted this
qnality in him to such a degree that he
rushed to the gaming-table, with the hope
that his winnings would make him ino-
diflerent to her folly.

{hat conrse mude him an spen mark,
and while Mre. Brekbellew, by reason of
her beanty and extravagance, was the
boast and the toast in fashionable salons,
Mr. Drekbellew was to be found nightly
staking large sums, and accepting his
logses—he raraly won—with a sort of im-
becils inaiflerence, which was stimualated,
perhaps, by his deep, and often secret
potations.

Ned's appealing letter had been care-
fally forwarded to Mre. Brekbellew, and
ghe had received it before she was a

month in Paris: but the only eflect it pro-
duced was to make her laugh quite
heartily; so heartily that her husband
heard her from the next roow, and he
ventured to thrust his head in and in-
nire the canee of the mirth,

“ Nothing that concerus you, this time,”
was ber light and contemptuously spoken
reply, “ though your idiocy is a constant
source of mirth, I don’t know what I
shonld do, if yon were to get brains like
other people. [ would have nothing to
laugh at "

He withdrew before she had quite
finished ; her sarcasm and ridicale
pricked him like pins driven deep into
tender places, but hie had not the conrage
to resent 1L

“] knew that wonld send him back,
the fool,” she solilcquizad. *“And now,
Mrs, Carnew, you have come to the wrong
one for jnstice, or mercy. I, to expose
myself for the sake of clearing you, give
an opportunity to that idiot—"pointing
to the room into which her husband had
retreated—"to taunt and perhaps de-
nonnce me in revenge for all my reviling
of him, and cause mygelf to be thoronghly
hated by my own father? Oh, nol I
shonld he as great an imbecile as Harry
Brekbellew is, if I did, You swore an
oath, Mra. Carnew, and you shall have to
abide by it, even if it does separate your
husband from you forever. It is only lair
that yon shonld have some unhappiness

n your married life. I have misery,
utter migery in mine, 1 hate my hus-
tand,

For an instant she bowed her head to
let the bitter tears that welled into her
eyes have way. Then she rcused her-
solf, tore the pitiful little letter into scraps,
flang the latter into the great open fire-
place, tonched them into a flame with a
mateh, and watched until the last shred
bisd gone into ashes.

l'iat was how Ned's appeal was an-
ewered,

When the coup'e had been fonr monthe
in Parig—lhe couMnuing to gambie with
the recklessness of a madman, and ghe 10
reign a very queen of beauly and fashion

—he was brought up in short order by &
very angrv and threatening letter from
his uncle Brekbellew, of the firm of Brek-
bellew & Hepburn.

“ What are these reports that I hear?”
the old gentleman wrote in firm, large,
black characters, “that your gambling
losses have eaten into the very capital of
your fortune, and that jnst how soon the
gaming houses themselves will be en-
riched by the balance of the capita! has
heen openly discnssed by every roue in
Paris, and that your fine wife has taken
to herself, instead of your escort, the at-
tendance of fashionable counts and dukes,
and out-does even hber French friends, the
mesdames, in setting the example of
wifely estrangement. Are these reporte
true, sir, and what do yon suppoge shall
be my course if they are? 1’il throw you
to the devil, sir, you and yoar fine wife,
and leave every pound of mv money to
that other scapegrace, Cnarles B rekpellew.
He is doing well, sir; he has gone jointly
into some railroad enterprise in America,
and if he did contradict me to my facs,
and not agree with my opinions on pab-
lic matters, at least he has proved him-
gelf a thrifty, sensible man.

% ] expected to have my bactelor home
made bright and cheerfal, and my declice
ing age rendered pleasant, by the reeid-
ence of yon and your wife with me; but
ae it is, sir, 1 suppose you would both
acornsuch & proposition. Either write
immediately that you are coming to live
with me, or prepare to be totally disin-
herited.

“ Yonr indignant uncle,
« HeNrY BREEBELLEW.”

That letter caused young Brekveliew to
reflact—that is, to do a8 much of that ad-
mirableand oft-commended action a8 his
little, addled brain was capable of doing.
He was going to the devil; he saw that in
a sort of misty, helpless way, and his
wife did not care how soon he reached
his infernal destination ; he saw that also,
with an impotent rage. A coup'e of
months more of her present extravagance
and his own gambling expenses, unless
lack should turn in his favor, would quite
impoverish him. To be sure, there was
her fortune to expect. On her father’s
death it wonld be very large ; but then,
after all, he conid not be certain of enjoy-
ing that. Mr Elgar's openly ex pressed
dislike of him, his coldness on the very
morning of the wedding, and the meagre
dower he had given to his danghter, all
told unmistakably, even to his weak in-
tellect, that his chances of enjoying Mr.
E igar's wealth were rather poor. If the
gentleman should conveniently die, he
might bequeath his wealth in such a
manner that only Edna could tonch it, or
he might, as even affactionate fathers
were known to do sometimes, entirely
disinherit her because of her marriage
without his approval. The outlook was
unpromising in every direction save that
propcsed by his uncle, and, regarding
himeelf, he was willing enough to pursue
that conrse. A quiet life in Eogland
would repair in his health and parse the
ravages made by his Paris excesses, and
he exeried all hia feeble determination to
ipsist that his wife should agree with
him. Buat he dreaded the effurt, know-
ing how she lived in the adulation and
excitement about her; he felt that she
would ecorn his uncle’s invitation, and
he groaned as he thonght of the contempt
with which she wonld treat him. Bull,
when he shonld tell her how near he was
to financial ruin, and shonld suggest his
foara regarding her own fortune, he
thought and hoped she might be affected
in the right direction.

To fortify himeelf still more for the in-
terview, he drank a whole bottle of wine,
and then sent a request to his wife to be
permitted to see her

Mrs. Brekbellew was just then in the
hands of her maid, and any request from
her husband was 8o unprecedented aud
go andacious — ehe having completely
bhumiliated and snubbed him since they
had come to Paris—thatshe replied to
the mesgenger with a Indicrons sor-
prise :

“ Mr. Brekbellew wishes to see me?”’

“ Yes, answered the girl in French,
which language Mrs, Brekbellew had algo
used, * he i3 most anxious to see madame
immediately."”

* When Nanette finishes, he may come
in; tell him I shall ring when I am
ready.”

S0 poor Brekbellew waited, like the
obedient cur that he was, until a silvery
little tinkle told him that he might enter
his wife's dressing apartment.

She was seated before her mirror like
sowe lovely vision, and the infatuation of
the days in Rahandabed when the spell
of her beanty ravished him, seemed to
come to him again. He saw so little of
her recently, that his present sight of her
was almost like the renewal of an old ac-
quaintance. And it rendered the an-
noancement of his errand still harder,
Indeed, he only gtood before her increas-
ing her contempt for him, by his awk-
ward, embarrased manner,

“ Waell, Breky,” that was one of her de
risive terma for him, * what do you want?
Please be qnick, for the Count de Cha-
mont ig to be here this evening. I ex-
pecthim every moment.” A shght flash
rose to Brekbellew's cheeks. Weak a8
he was, he winced more beneath the
taunt implied in her haste to foraake
him, her husband, for the company of an-
other of his sex, than at her open con-
tempt of himself. Bat he choked down
Lis resentment, a8 he was accustomed to
do, and took from his pocket his uncle's
lotter

“ Raad that," he said meekly, extend-
ing it to her.

She did so, and, having finished its
perasal, looked up, aeking lightly :

“ Well, what has all that to do with
me "

“To do with yon ?"’

Her coolress astonished him into some-
thing that seemed like spirit.

“ Why, madam, it has to do with your
means of living. In a couple of mouths
more at the rate of our living here, 1
shall be a beggar. Has not that some-
thing to do with you ?"

“ Wny, Breky, you poor fool ! that is
the very thing I want you to become ;
then 1 can write to my father with a geod
grace that yon have ruined me by your
gambling excesses, that I cannot live
with you any longsr; and he will either
come and iake me home, or come and al-
low me to continue to live here. His for-
tune is ample enongh for all my wants "
\ _Brekbellew's little spirit stull sustained

im.

“ Perhaps you ought not to be so sure
of his fortune He didn't behave very
handsomely when yon were married, and
he may carry his dislike to the husband
you chose, 80 far a8 to leave you to the
beggary caused as much by your own
extravagance, as by your hasband's

gambling.”

She langhed—a long, low masical
ripp!o—b‘:ffau she replied, aking her
head at the same time in & ssucy, Co-
quettish way, that to even the poor wight
before her, was most ageravating :

“ Yon are mistaken, Breky ; as you al-
ways are when you attempt to use your
¢r little brains in the way of fon')-
thought, or reflection ; 1 am my father's
only child, and it is you he dislikes, not
me, He will be so rejoiced when he
learns that I do not care for you ;.lhnt‘l
have discovered he was right in his esti-
mate of yon, & poor, little, contemptuons
imbecile, that no woman with ordinary
brains could poesibly esteem, that he
will instantly take me to his heart, and
his home ard his fortune again,”’

For once, the poor little creature’s tem-
per was fairly aronsed, His wife’s lash
had cat 8o deep, that, like the trodden
worm, he had tarned at last; the fumes
of the wine were also riging to his brain,
and he actually aimost threateningly wd-
vanced to her, at which she rcse, qnd
coufronted him with exceeding diguity,
while he retorted :

“ Who was it that wrote to the poor,
little, contemptuous imbecile, that no
woman with ordinary brains could
esteem, to come to Weewald Place and
propose to her, that she was ready and
eager to marry him. Who did that an-
womanly thing, answer rme that, ma-
dam ?’

Bat Mrs. Brekbellew replied with great
stateliness : 2

“ Have you the letter which contains
that unwomanly proposition ?"

The next to the last word was pro-
nounced with sarcastic emphasis.

“ No; fool that I was to give itupto
you, after we were married.”’

« Then don’t taunt people with state-
menta that you can't subatantiate.”’

“ Why did yon marry me ?” resumed
Brekbellew, the wine, and his unwonted
temper, giving him extraordinary cour-
age : “ You were rich and did not need
my money; you never cared for me.
Why in thunder, madam, did you marry

me ?"’

“ Why 7" she repeated with provoking
deliberation and calmoess, “ vecause 1
loved Alan Carnew, and hearing that he
was about to marry Ned Edgar, I would
not give her the satisfaction of having a
hasband before I had one. Youn wére the
most convenient suitor at the time, and
yon evinced: the dog-like qualities of
faithfalness and obedience which always
mark the model husband ; hence, I pro-
posed to you.” With anotner long, low,
silvery ripple of laughter.

“ Aud you actually married me without
loving me in the least, without
even meaning that show of affection with
which you greeted me in Weewald
Place?’

“ Actually, Breky, actually.”

“Then you are a devil, madam, and the
gooner 1 go to my uncle, and tell him
how I was duped, and forced by your
very treatment of me to the gambler’s life
[ am leading, the better for me. He will
recommend & separation instantly, and I
ghall adopt his recommendation.”

She retorted, but in the calm, passion-
less voice she had used throughout:

“And you, sir, are a deceiver, and the
gooner 1 go to my father, and tell him
how I was duped into marrying a man
who had deceived and deserted a poor
French girl, leaving her and her child to
die in the village of C— the better.”

Brekbellew retreated as if he was shot.
That secret he deemed so 8afa, not having
neard a word from any quarter which
connected his name with his unfortunate
victim. How did his wife, of all others,
obtain possession of it? And be con-
tinned to stare at her, speechless and
aghast.

Sue resumed, having for a moment
silently enjoyed his discomfiture.

“That was your secret, and I respected
it. It wes revealed to me beicre I
married yoo, and the writer implored me
not to risk my own happiness by wedding
a man 80 lost to every sense of honor, 80
Leariiess a8 you woeie—

« Josephine herself told you,” burst
from Brekbellew.

Y You are mistaken; I did not hear a
gyllable from Josephine; but, as I was
going to say when you interrupted me, I
rever intended to reproach you with it; I
never intended to let yon know it was in
my possession, but this evening yon have
driven yourself upon it. Now take your
conrse : return to your nacle if you choose,
but do mnot include me in any of your
plans.”

She rang the bell for Nanette, and poor,
little, crestfallen, dismayed Brekballew
retirad from the apartment, like the
miserable whipped car that he was, and
ghe descended to the elegant salon,

An hour later, and she was surrounded
by her admirers. She seemed to be in
excellent spirits, giving out witty French
repartee with a clever archness surpris-
ing in one to whom the language was not
a mother tongne, and eclipsing by her
beauty every I'rench woman present

A gervant bronght her a card, She
glanced at it, looking not qnite pleased
when she read the name, and seeming
for the moment to hold some menial de-
bate. Tuen she gave an assent, and in a
few moments, Ordotte, smiling, gracious,
and with as distingnished an air a8
marked any of the Frenchmen of title in
the salon, presented himself,

L.

Mrs. Brekbellew, notwithstanding her
gecret dissatisfaction at meeting any one
from Rahandabed, aud particularly Or-
dotte, of whom she had always a strange,
nndefinable dread, gave to him a most
cordial welcome, and presented him with
charming grace to every one in the com-
pany. Her secrat displeasure arose from
her fear that Ned might not have con-
tinued to keep her oath, though in that
case sho was prepared hersell to swear &
hundred oaths, 1f necessary, to her own
innocence, and she doubted not, now that
Mackay was dead, and her own previous
plang being so well laid, that ehe would
be able to prove it, at least to her father,
ghonld the story ever reach him,

Ordotte exerted himeelf to charm, and
being quite conversant with the language,
having been educated in Parig, he snc-
ceeded, a3 he usually d'd when he chose
to do so.

Mrs. Brekballew forgot, in the affability
and charm of his maunar, ail her faars,
and shes threw hersalf into the pleasara of
hig society with the same z:8t that others
were doing.

In the middle of one of those accounts
of mysterious incicents which take their
rige from the lightest tritls, and yet some-
times lead to conseqnences that shake a
throne, he had paunsed, ostensibly to wipe
his brow with his handkerchief, but really
to watch Mrs, Brekbellew, for he had in- |
vented the very story he was telling, and
was leadig it up to a ceriain point in

order that he might have an opportunity
to eay something else.

She was listening to him, her eyes
glietening, and her J:rotty lips apart in in-
tense and delighted curiosity.

«Ag 1 was saying,” he resumed, with-
drawing his gaze from her and looking
abouat him carelessly for a moment, * the
strangest things happen in the most trifl-
ing way. Just from the fact of my hav-
ing made an acquaintance, at first & mere
prosy acquaintance, in India, conse:
quences have ensued that have changed,
not only the whole teror of my life, but
actually caused me to leave America on
a second and most mysterious journey to
that land of rajebs and tigers. And while
there this time, I had the singular fortune
to meet one of those old wizards who
seem occasionally to do such startling

things. He appeared to favor me, poesi-
bly becanse 1 had been in the country
before, and knew somewhat how to

humor him; and one of the souvenirs
which he gave me was a sort of eseence,
looking merely like colored water, but ex-
ceedingly fragrant,”

While he spoke, he took ont of a leather
case, in his breast pocket, a vial not more
than & half-inch in length. It sparkled
as he held it np,and when he took oat its
tiny stopper, the odor was almost over-
powering for an instant, Everybody bent
forward, aglow from surprise and interest,
but Mrs. Brekbellew seemed to be fairly
breathless.

“This essence,” Ordotte continued, *is
for the parpose of making marks on
human flesh,”” A sort of shudder went
throngh the little circle, which bhe per-
ceiving, smiled, and hastened to add,
“not any mark to tortare, but 8 mark for
some reason to be made without being
afierwards detected until this essence is
again used, when the mark, whatever it
may have been, stands out once more
dietinctly for a few moments and then
dieappears Sappose we try it on the
wrist of some lady present? Who knows,”
langhingly, “bnt we may get at some
lost fortune in this way, or some roman-
tic history. Mrs. Brekbellew, will you
give me the privilege of putiing it upon
one of your wrists?”

Laughing and dieclaiming against the
fact of any secret mark being fonud aupon
her, she extended her pretty wrist, the
the Count de Chamont gallantly anclasp-
ing her bracelet.

“We will take the left wrist, if yon
please,” said Ordotte; ‘‘being nearer to
tue heart, it would be more certain to
figure in any romance.”’ And the gallant
count immediately unclasped the heavy
bracelet of that wrist.

Ordotte poured a single drop upon the
beautifally - mounded and snow - white
wrist extended to him, and it was singu-
lar how far the one drop seemed todiffase
itself, spreading a full inch in every direc
tion, so that if there had been a secret
mark anywhere in the vicinity of the
wrist, and the eesence poesessed the
power claimed for it, it must have shown
distinctly, Bat nothing appeared save a
slight discoloration of the skin, for an in-
stant, and Mrs. Brekbellew withdrew her
hand, saying smilingly:

“1 told you, you would find nothing
there,”

“Shall we try the left wrist of some
otherlady?’ asked Ordotte with ludicrous
earnestness, “ I insist that it muet be
the left wrist, for never was romauce
spoiled yet by anything so far removed
fromthe heart as the right wrist.”

Anotber pretty hand was extended to
him, and he again applied his mysteri-
ous test, but with no other effect than it
had npon Mrs. Brekbellew.

“ Now,” he said, “will some gentle-
man permit me to mark Jetiers upon hie
hand, or wrist, in order to test all the
powers that are claimed for this wonder-
ful snbstance.”

The Couat de Chamont obligingly ex-
tended his hand, and Ordotte took from
his leather-cage & tiny brush having an
ivory handle. Dipping this into the
esgence, he proceeded to make on the
Lack of the Uouni's Land & laige capital
letter C. It stood out distinctly, showing
a dull-red color, and, after the lapse of a
few minutes, began to fade, until not a
trace of it could be discerned. Then Or-
dotte poured a single drop of the essence
upon the spot, 28 he had done on the
wriats of the ladies, and again the duli-
red C came plainly forth, for a few min-
utes, then died away.

After that, Ordotte affocted to be anxi-
ous about any further waste of his preci-
ous essence, and he pat it back into his
laather case; and to the remark that
gecret murks were rarely placed upon the
wrist, he answered that the fact of their
being rendered so secrct by the essen:e
might make the wrist & very convenient
and probable place to mark.

Then he turned the counversation into
the channel into which, for a parpose of
his own, he had caused it to drift before
he had spoken of the essence,

“ \Wa were epoaking about tte part that
trifles play in the most important affairs.
Nature has strange plans of her own in
every one of them, often making the con-
sequances that ensue only the retributive
jastice for some law transgreesed ; just a8
in her similitudes she has a purpose for
an end, though, before the end be at-
tained, an innocent person may have to
sufl'sr for guilt of which he or she knows
nothing,”

He turned his eyes qnite carelessly to
Mrs. Brekbellew’s face.

“ Which fact brings to my mind,” he
parsued, keeping his eyes upon her face,
“ the singular likeness you bear, Mra,
Brekbellew, to Mrs Carnew, and the un-
pleasant circamstances in which you
might have found yourself had you been
in Rahandabed three months ago."”

The color fled from her countenance 8o
snddenly and socompletely that it looked
ghastly, and it occasioned more than one
commeant of surprise and cariosity among
those abont her. Bat she recovered her-
gelf in an instant, and forced asmile to
her lips, as sne said :

“ What do you mean ? How conld my
resemblance to Mrs. Carnew cause me
auy uapleasantness ?"’

Had not her betrayal of herself, a mo-
ment before, by her startling loss of color,
convinced Ordotte that the tenor of his
ownshrewd thoughts ahont her was cor-
rect, he might have been impojsed upon
by her present appearance ; she seemed
so full of a pleasant, innocent surprise,
and nothing more ; even as it was, he
hesitated a moment before saying what
was upon his lips, lest he might be mis-
taken, and his bold stroke be a venture
aven too deep for him ; bat his instant’s
reflaction convinced him, and he an-

swered very slowly, very significantly,
and]lm)kmg gtraight into her eyes all the
while :

“ With your living likeness before all
her accagers, Mra, Carnew might have
been able to show them that suspicion

could, with equal propriety, have at-
tached itselfto yon."”

Mrs. Brokbol{ew fairly held her breath
in her despsrate effort to show no out-
ward sign this time, but it seemed for an
instant as if her very heart would barst
in the agony of the endeavor, aad, despite
all that she could do, her voice trembled,
a8 she sald :

« | know now to what yon refer—poor
Ned’s unfortunate story. She wrote to
me about it.”’

TO BE CONTINUED.

AS A MAN OF LETTERS.

One Phase of St. Patrick's Oareer

Which Has Been Overlooked.

In its admiration for St. Patrick, the
apost'e, the world has overlooked St.
Patrick, the man of letters. Dr. Siger-
gon has done well to direct attention
to this aspect of his character and car
eer, which he does in an interesting
article in the Gael. Dr. Sigerson says
that St. Patrick’s relations to Irish lit
erature deserve all attention, for his
{nfluence was powerful over the intel
lectual energies of & vigorous and en-
terprising nation.

The young captive was scarcely six-
teen, continues Dr. Sigerson, when he
was torn from his family aud carried
over seas to be sold into bondage, as
was the general custom throughout
Earope. The fate of such captives was
not mnecessarily wretched. If skilled
in letters, art, music or arms they often
became teachers. Bat this youth had
in his days of prosperous freedom neg-
iected to study, and Milina, his master,
residing in the valley of the Brald,
beside Slomish, in Ulster, eet him to
tend his herds in the woods and moun
ains. There, face to face with nature,
in the silence of the hills, his character
bacame strong and spirituelized.
There also, as the years passed, the
gubtle charm of the Gael surrounded
him with its enchanting melodies and
plastic power of imagination. He
must have gathered most of the knowl
edge that was carrent, and apparently
he became more familiar with the Irigh
language than he had ever been with
any other tongue.

Though he spsnt many & year away
fiom Ireland, its language seems to
have been his language henceforth,
and the Latin, a foreign tongue,
learned with diffi:ulty and ill mastered.
After years of earnest enthusiastic
wotk, during which he inspired thou
sands with the same deep passion of
parseverance, age drew on, and again
and again a& thought cccurred to him,
deferred at first and put aside, but at
lagt accepted. This was to write his
memoirs, an Apologia pro Vita sua, 8o
that his frieuds might konow him and
accomplish the desire of his soul With
this purpose he composed his Confes
slon, as it ig called —the flrst autobio
graphy, be it marked, which the liter
ature of Ireland possesseg, and the first,
I believe, which appeared in &ll these
western islands.

With extreme modesty he recites the
incidents ot his life. * Can youimagine
anything more pathetlic than the
thought of this heroic man, who had
borne slavery, faced death and accom
plished gigentic work taken with
gshame and modesty hesitating to write
because of some cencorious sty lists who
were probably incapable of anything
better than carping at words and dis
couraging enthusiasm? Sterile for
good, what a crime had been theirs had
tear of them destroyed, as it delayed
tho produciton of tnis first of irish
autobiographies ! This keen sensitive
ness of heart was combined with reso
luteness of mind. He culd be pained,
but he would persist. The disloyaity
of & dear and trusted friend disiressed
him acutely, for he was loyal to friend
and true till death. The treachery of
enemies, a:tempts upon his life, im
prisonment on false pretexts, the gibes
ot critics, the reproaches of friends,
went to his heart and made it bleed,
but although he had a sovereign ab
horrence of injustice and a passionate
desire to return to his kindred, he
would not for all these abandon his
work or the people of Ireland. To this
land he had been given by God ; here
he would remain ; for thesa he would
gladly suffer death by any torture.
Nothing daunted him.

To S: Patrick, Ireland ow2s not
only the firs: autoblography, but also
the first Christian hymn in the Irish
language. Had he chosen Latin, he
would not have had first place,
for our illustrious St. Sadulius had al-
ready composed hymns in that lan
guage. But while the Irish Gael
adopted the Kyman tongue, the Roman
citizan adopted the Gaelic, and thus
St Patrick was the first of whom ft
might bo sald he was more Irish than
the Irish. The great devotional feel
ing of his hymn, its original power,
vehement sincerity and fine lyric
rhythm at once command attention.
[t was not his only essay in poetry ;
there are other shorter pleces, in
which he loves to bless each regton of
his ndopted land

Wae cannot well over rate this desire
for literary expression on the part of
the apostie of Ireland. It must un-
questionably have given an impulse
in the same direction not only to his
immediate disciples, baut to all their
successors for many ceaturies. Hsnce
there are hymus dating from 8.
Patrick's day dowa almost to our own
time in the same langusge as that in
which he wrote. It would surely be a
duty worthy of some of his disciples to
bring these from the obscurity in
which they moulder and give to the
world a unique collection. S:. Patrick
happlly impressed on the Irish Church
that inclinatton for letters to which the
genius of the Gaelic people had o
long been given, and from this har-
monious union sprang that abund.
ance of scholars add CLY-L1 ]

which gave Iraland control of the civil-
izatlon of Europe for three centuries.

His large-minded recognition of tpe
natural truth, embodied in the ancient
laws, was, doubtiess, accompanied b

an equally generous sppreciation ¢f
the beauties of the amcient pagan liter.
atare of the country he loved.

There is something more than fiction
there is an underlying (rue traditiop
of his appreclation of our herolc liter.
ature in those paesages in the colloquy
of the aged, where he welcomes the
mournful remnant of the great Feniay
championship and comforts them with
honor. Fearing lest he might give
overmuch time to their wonderfy)
histories, he coosulted his guardiap
angels, says the legend, and they con.
cordantly approved, and bade hipy
direct that the rembant of their
etories should be inscribed on tabular
staffs so as to be on record for the
pobles of Erin in future times. Ty
such as are noble in Ireland still that
ancient literature 18 dear, and desr
also must he be who helped to preserve
it, whom it names ‘' heaven's most
distinguished one, that plliar of dignity
and angel upen earth, Calpurns
son Patrick, apostle of the Gael. "’

-

FEAST OF ST. JOSEPH.

MarcH 19,

Why do we belleve that St. Joseph is
the greatest saint after the Blessed
Virgin, and therefore most powerful
after her in his intercession with 3od?
To answer this question we must con.
sider as best we can the nature of hig
relationship with God, for by this alone
can the greainegs of sanctity be meas.
ured. That this relationship was a
gpecial ona is beyond doubt, for not
only did it exlst between himself and
Jesus and Mary, but even also with the
ever adorable Trinity ; since he, like
the Blessed Virgin, was destined for
ail eternity to fuifil a peculiar office in
the divine economy of the mystery of
the incarpation. It was God's will
that Joseph ehould coms in contact and
have relations with two agents of the
mystery— with Jesus and Mary.

Lat us, with the eyes of faith, for
they are keener than the eyes of sense,
look mcre closely into his relationship,
first with Jesus and then with Mary,
and perhaps we may catch a glimpsa
of the greatness of our saiut aud prove
his power of intercession.

With regard to Jesus—S:. Joseph
was His father in everything but gen-
eration, and aithough he did not pos-
g=g8 fatherhood in the ordinary sense
of the word, nevertheless the God Who
sustains and who sometimes suspends
the laws of nature breathes into his
soul a parent’s love and gave him the
rights of a father, and therefore well
does Holy Writ verify these rights
whon it tells of Oar Lord's obedience to
him and to the Blessed Virgin '‘ard
Ho was gubject to them.” It supports
a paternal claim when it gives him the
privil-ge of naming the Holy Child,
‘*and thou shalt call His name Jesus."
It shows that he was allowed to ad-
dress the only begotten of the Father
as ** My Son "—a diganity possessed by
two other beings only—God auvd the
Virgin Mother ; for was He not called
“¢ne carpautar's Sin? ' and did not His
Mother say to Him, *‘Son, why hast
Thou done so to us? Behold Thy
father and I have sought Thee, sor-
rowing.”

S5 much for a few phases of the epir-
itual intimacy which St. Joseph nad
with Christ, and theretore with God.

Oans!daring hiz

palutlon tn ORP
Blessed Mother—she was his Virgin
wife, a3 she was also the immaculate
bride of the Holy Ghost, and the nature
of the spousal contract being foraver
virginal, made the contracting parties
more aceeptable ; for the spiriiusl not
only purifies but intensifis to an al:
me3t infinite degree the power cf love.
To be sure, there is no equality be
tween the persons concerned in this
marriage, but there is, nevertheless, &
proof of the nearness of St. Joseph's re-
latlonship with God the Father aod
with the Blessed Virgin; for indeed
He must have be»n a great saint 0
have been raised to the exalted posi-
tion of having something in common
with the Most High and of being the
husband of har who posssesed in all 1'3
fulness the richness of divine grace.
Did not even heaven stoop to revesl
to him the mystery of the ages—the
gcheme of the R:demption ?

““Now, the nearness of St. Joaeph’s
relationship with God is obvious from
what we have sald, and that he is nesr:
est after the Blessed Virgin in this re:
lationship is also obvious; and sinc®
we measure sanctity by the degree of
nearness to God, we therefore conclude
that He is the greatest after the Biessed
Virgin. From this follows, as & nat:
ural sequence, the theological fact that
He is most powerful after her in inter-
cession with God. For the more famil
iar becomes the intercourse with the
intercessor, the more does love exist,
and consequently the more effictent be:
comes the intercession. Since, then,
it is certain that He is so powerful i
intevcesslon, 1t us resolve to mako
Him onr {intercessor before God.—
Sacred Heart Raview.

READING DURING LENT.

You do not expect to have strength
of body except you furnish it proper
food. Soit is with the mind ; if you
do not provide proper food it will be
very weak. [t i3 a very good plan 0
Iay out a regular course of readiog "f
Lenten evenings, It is not necestary
to make {t two heavy, or too pious, oub
to resolve to let frivolous reading
alons for & while. C)unstant readiof
of light literature ruins tke memory
and weakens the mind. So that 8
coursa of church history, biography:
the life of some of the notable men al
women of the Church will mot only

benefii, you spiritually but mentally
also,
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