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CHAPTER XXVIL
THE VRIEST AND DR, HENSHAW, — THE
INFLUENCE OF CATHOLICITY, — 178
ATTRACTIVE AND REPULSIVE FEA-

TURES,—TH PRIEST'S GARDEN AND
THE OLD TOMBESTONE,

Father John, having waited to see
Mr. Guirkie completely restored to his
usual equanimity, and Captain Peter-
sham in the saddle ready to set off for
the court house, took the near cut over
the hill, and soon reached his humble
home. On his arrivai, the servant
handed him a letter, and informed him
that several persons had called, and
among the rest Klse Curley of the
Cairn, who expressed great anxiety to
see him before the court opened. Mr.
Hardwrinkle also had sent his man in
haste to say that a riot was apprehend-
ed in the event of Barry's committal,
and requesting Father Brennan's pres-
ence to maintain order and assist the
magistrates in the discharge of their
duty.

“ A very modest request, upon my
word,” said the priest, opening the
letter, and seating himsell quietly in
his easy chair to read it. ‘' Very
modest, indced ; but I have a duty of
my own to discharge at present.”

The letter ran as follows :—

“ My Reverexp Friexp : The blow
T have so long beer evading has fallen
at last. My creditors have discovered
my retreat, and placed a writ for my
tmmediate arrest in the hands ol the
sherifl. I leave here to morrow, by
daybreak, and cross over to Malin
Head ; but where, after that, fate only
must determine. What is to become of
poor Mary, God alone can tell. For
the present, at least, you must be her
protector, for I know of no other to
whose care I could intrust so precious
a charge. I should much rather, for
my own part, go to jail and weather
out the storm as best | might ; but the
thought of my incarceration would
take the dear child's life. I must qait
this place to-morrow, too, without see-
ing her ; for 1 never could summon
courage enough to bid her farewell.
The furniture here will, of course, be
sold for debt. Save the old Bible and
harpsichord, if you can. They are of
JitLio value, to be sure, to any body ;
buat still they are links—alas | the only
links left us now—to connect us with
the past. If you speak a kind word to
the captain about old Roger, I'm sure
he won't let him want. Be kind to
Mary, and comfort the poor child in my
absence.
‘ God bless you.
“* Yours faithfully,
E. Lk,

“ John!" eried the priest,as he read
the letter—** John !"’'

“ Sir,”

“ Take the horse and gig immediate-
ly, and drive as fast as possible to the
lighthouse. Give my compliments to
Mr. Lee, say 1 received his note, and
tell him to come up without a moment’s
delay, and bring Miss Lee with him.
You understand 2"’

““ Yes, sir."”

“ And see here—don't wait to feed
the horse, but go at once.”’

* No, sir.”’

“ Let Mr. Lee have the gig, since he
has no conveyance of his own, and you
can return on foot at your leisure.”

“ Certainly, sir.”

When the servant closed the door the
priest leaned back in his chair and
composed himself to read Vespers.
And a snug, pleasant little room 1t was,
that parlor of Father John's, to read
or pray in, with its latticed windows
looking down on the placid face of the
beautiful Mulroy, now sleeping calmly
in the bosom of the hills, Close by the
side of the humble edifice grew a long
line of gooseberry and current bushes,
and up from between them, here and
there, the honeysuckle stretched its
long neck into the open windows. Out
bvefore the door stood an old elm tree,
majestic and lonely in the centre of the
grass plot, spreading its giant
vranches far and wide over house and
rden. Many a name was carved on
sturdy old trunk in its day. and
y a btime the priest and his good old

d nele st

on the stone bench

ver, and leaned back against it in

summer evenings, to say the rosary
tell the beads. And there, too,
many a flower of
r, simple

unda about grew

ve growth, fresh and f

modest, like the virgin whose altar

were intended to decorate—the
¢

ntain daisy, whit \s snow ; the

primrose, its wnion, at its

de ; the cow
n its face ; and the lily of the valley,
hiding its head in the grass, as if it had
it to occupy a place in the world
at ¢ These and such as these were
the only tenants of that modest g
O, well we remember that garden
where none but wild flowers grew
hose pretty wild lowers, Nature's own
spontaneous  offering. And evory
ing would the pluck a
¢h to scatter on the shrine of the
n, as he ascended her altar to say
b ly Mass, knowing well she loved
them best ; for it was such as these

wden.

nriest
priest

Josenh used to gather for her, long
> wayside, when his work of
ay was done,

Down bhelow the garden, and over

copse which lay between, appearod
whitewashed walls of Massmount
wapel, rising from the wate r's edge,

m either side facing the sea, the
white gravestones peeped out from the
long grass and tangled fern, But in
that solitary spot there was one par-
ular grave, on which the priest's
ve oiten loved to rest,as he sat by the
window gazing down on the old church-
vard. 10 was the grave of an old and
!'nng-chm ished friend of one who
found bim in his early days an eaile
snd a wanderer, and took him into his
nouse and heart ; one who paused not
to ask the poor wayfarer from what na-
gion he came or whither he went—for
ki« big heart knew no distinction ol
birth or race; who lavished on him all
the loving fondness of a father, and at
last took him by the hand and led him

t
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slab, covering the old man's grave, the
priest's eyes often rested, as he sat by
the window of his little parior ; and
often he sighed and longed for the day
to come when he might see that stone
replaced by a monument worthier the
great aud holy heart that slept beneath
it. But, alas ! he sighed in vain ; for
he was poor, and his love alone could
never raise it.

Dear reader, many a noble heart lies
mouldering in a forgotten grave ; and
many a grave on which gratitude should
have erccted a monument to virtue,
lies deserted apd abandoned to the
nettle and the dockweed. We have
seen such in our own day. Alas, alas !
that the world should be so ubngrate-
ful.

Once upon a time we stood beside an
open grave on a green hill-side in N—
E—. It was a grave in which the mor-
tal remains of a great and good man
were s0on to be deposited—a man whose
virtues were the theme ol every ton: ue.
And well they might, for never
breathed a purer soul, nor throbbed a
nobler heart than his. At once un-
aflectedly simple and unconsciously
sublime, his nature was a compound of
the finest qualities of the Christian and
the gentleman, without a single jarring
element to mar its modest graudeur.
The funeral procession at length
reached the spot, and the coffin was
laid beside the grave with the lid
thrown open, that the mourners might
kook on the face of the dead for the last
time. Never was seen such a crowd as
that morning gathered there. Fathers
and mothers leading their little chil-
dren by the hand, and young men with
bearded lip, and old men with hoary
heads, were there, and strangers from
distant cities were there, and Bishops
in purple cassocks, and priests in black
stole and surplice. Kuoeeling on the
greensward, the incense rose, and the
psalm was sung, and the people of high
and low degree mingled together, and
prayed for the repose of his soul ; and
whilst they prayed their tears fell
thick and fast. It was a sad but glori
ous sight to see that multitude weep-
ing and prostrate that morning before
the open coftin ; and, gazing on his face,
they saw it still beaming with that look
of love which ever marked it through
life ; nay, he seemed at that moment as
if making them his last appeal for an
affectionate remembrance. And each
one answered the appeal by a silent
vow—a vow to honor, to gratitude, and
to God—made while they gazed on his
face through their tears—made with
their hands upon his coffin —a vow
never to forges him,

Ten years passed away, and again,
after many wanderings, we returned to
that green hill-side, and looked around
for the monument which that crowd of
loving hearts had erected to the memory
of their benefactor and friend. ** What
seek you, stranger ?'’ said an old wan,
seated on the grass by a little mound of
clay. * The monument erected to the
memory of the illustrious—'' ** Here
it is,”” he replied, laying his band on
the sod beside him. ** That!" * Yes,
this is the monument ; I have just been
sowing a few flower seeds at his feet.”
‘““ But his friends !"" we inquired.
** Friends !"" repeated the old man,
smiling bitterly. ** Yes, that mighty
multitude which ten years ago we saw
weeping and wailing here before his un-
buried corpse —what has become of
them ?"’ ** Dead."” **What,all dead!"
‘* Ay, they all died on the day of his
burial—all save one and myself. That
one comes often here to say a prayer
aund drop a tear on the grave, for living
and dying he loved him best of all the
world, Butalas! he is poor, and those
whom he trusted to for help have proved
ungrateful.”” ** Nay, say not so, old
man,”’ we replied ; ‘* maybap he has
not solicited their aid. It were sad in
deed to think—' ** Solicit I"" he re-
peated, again interrupting me ; *‘ no,
he could never do that—the peculiar-
ity of his relations with the dead for-
bade it. But, friend,’’ he added, ** true
gratitude never waits for time, nor
place, nor man to call forth its expres-
Sl“ll,”

Pardon us, dear reader, for this
digression. Perhaps it is out of place,
but for the life of us we couldn’t help
making it.

Father Brennan had but little more
than commenced to read hisoflice, when
the parlor door opened, and a servant
announced a visitor., Presently our old
acqoaintance, Dr. Henshaw, entered,
and the priest instantly liid his brevi-
ary on the table, and rose to receive
him.

“ Dr, Henshaw, this is very kind.
I'm very much pleased tosce you—pray
be seated.”’

‘¢ Sir, you'll excuse me ; I merely
called to return this volume of Bailly's
I'heology, and to thank you for your
hospeetality before T leave,"'

““ Ah! then I see you're still angry
with me, Doctor ; and, indeed, not with-
out some show of reason, for 1 may, in
a moment of irritation, have said more
than was becoming in the presence of
strangers, Still we must not indulge
resentment, you know,"”

** More than was becoming. Why,
sir, you said what was both offensive
and unjust,’”’” replied the doctor, gruflly,

* Perhaps so. If I did, I sincerely
regret it."”

** But, sir, your regret is not enough.
In justice to me, you are bound to re-
tract the charges you made against me
in presence of the parties before whom
you made them."

““That I sball, sir, most willingly.
Whatever those parties may think un-

night, I am ready to retract and apolo-
gize for.
merely regarded your inveterate habit
of intruding your faith into everything.
Why, you had hardly been five minutes
conversing with Miss Petersham, when
you told her she would certainly be
damned if she didn’t renounce Protest-
antism and join the Catholic Church
torthwith."

““ And why not tell her so at once,
sir ? where's the use of dilly-dallying
ebout it ? Humph ! it's charity, sir,
to let them see the whole truth at a
glance—I1 say it's charity, sir."”

*“ And as a consequence of that
chavity,”  subjoined the  priest,
*“ they're both shocked and disgusted."

‘“ Be it so—the sooner shocked, the

within the sanctuary. On that bumble

A

justifiable in the language [ used that |

What I said, Dr. Hensbaw, |

ease, sir, and its by no syllabubs and
sirups you can cure it ; no, sir, but by
the most searching medicine, adminis-
tered vary frequently and in large
doses.”’

** Such treatment, I fear, would more
likely kill thavo cure,” said the priest.
‘1 waintain the contrary, sir, Error
should be taken by the horns, and not
by the tail. I have seeu how you con-
verse with that girl—Miss Petersham ;
why, you tilk to her, sir, as if you were
making an apology for the severity of
Catholic deescipline, and the conservat-
ism of Catholic doectrine, Hoot, sir,
you can never make a Catholic of her
by such a course of training as that.”
* You think so 7"’

‘ Most assuredly, sir."”

‘* And yet she is preparing to join
the Charch in a few days.

‘I can hardly believe it, Mr. Bren-
nan."’ .

* Why not 2.”

‘“ Why, she hasc’t the look of a con-
vert."

‘“ What, because she don't appear
grave and solemn ?"'

*“ No. But her deportment is not is
not like that of a girl desirous of sav-
ing her soul. She's cracked, sir, or,
as we say in Scotland, she's clean
daft,” "’

** By no manner of means, doctor ;
you mistake her character altogether.
Under all that apparent thoughtless-
ness concealed a fund of natural piety
and love of trath, which, if you ouly
knew her as I do, woald surprise you.
Kate Petersham is not a Scotch girl,
you know, to look glum, and shake her
bead like a ‘canny’ Presbyterian ; ror
English either, to wait for the slow
conviction of her intellect before she
surrenders the heart; but a genuine,
true-blooded Irish girl, inheriting the
enthusiasm and impulsiveness of her
race, whose soul feels the divine attrac-
tions of religion drawing her to its
bosom, long before her wmind recognizes
its presence. Like all Irish girls, Kate
is playful, witty, light-hearted, and
tries ever to hide her piety under an
affected recklessness. She will steer
the Water-ilen in the teeth of a gale,
or ride Moll Pitcher, at a steeple chase,
over breakneck walls, when the humor
takes her; but see her in her closet,
when she shuts the door agaiust human
eyes, and you'll find her a very difler-
ent being. Yes, sir, Kate is an Irish
girl in every sense of the term—gener-
ous, impulsive, wayward, if you will—
but with a heart full of true piety, and
a disposition as humble and gentle as a
child's.”

** Humph !"" ejaculated the doctor;
‘“ and may I ask, sir, after this extra
ordinary eulogium, how you set about
her conversion ?"’

“ Not by dosing her with dogmas,
anathemas, and philosophy, I assure
you," replied the priest, smiling.

** No, that's not your method, I per-
ceive. You began, I suppose, like all
others of the old school, by pushing her
down gently from Protestantism into
infidelity, and when she could go no
farther, led her up again by the old
negative process, step by step, through
all the isms into the true Church.”

‘*No, sir, that course would only
have confused without converting her.”

“ And what then 2"’

¢ I merely pointed out to her the
beauties of our holy religion, and sent
her down to Mary Lee to see them
illustrated."’

“ Ah ! Mary Lee—the light-keeper's
daughter ?"’

““ Yes. She converted Miss Peters-
ham without a word of controversy—
converted her by the mere example of
her every-day life. It's precisely to

many conversious, by the Sisters of
Charity, for instance, and the various
other religious societies."’

“ T admit, sir, they are useful in their
way—nay, of great advantage as helps
to religion, especially as regards the
weaker sex ; but men of intellect must
be treated otherwise, sir. Intellectual
men need intellectual treatment ; and
whilst your Sisters of Charity, and so
forth, have done much, and are still
doing much, in their own way, there is
still need of men who, like myseli, en-
deavor, according to our poor abeeli-
ties, to defend truth and combat error,
by means of that vary pheelosophy,
logie, and theology you seem to think of

so lightly. Each in his own sphere,
sir, is an old adage.”’
¢ Certainly, and a good one, too.

you think T dispar:
as mean of conversion.

Not at all,

grace of God aud the 1

ample. In faet, sir, like the

very beginning., Yon think

think, at least

in the ardor and freshness of your zeal

neglect, This is a grievous

Doctor, and if allowed to go unche
might lead to lamentable consequences.
Take yourself, for instance.

sand beauties to be found in her cere
monies and pious

regiou of dogma, without the

writi

| really dangerous in hands so inexper
ienced as yours.

operations, you have, so far
very few equals, But the gr
abilities, the greater the dang
yourself and the Church, T

least, you have only
Church in a repulsive attitude.”

better. Protestantism is a chronic dis-

“ That is,"" replied the doctor, smil-

the force of similar example we owe so

But you misapprehend me, doctor, if
ge one or the other

merely say yjou overrate them, and give
too little credit, in your account, to the
lu f ex- | her.
ajority | tiil lat
of converts, you make a mistake in the
—(r seem to
that nothing has been
done in the Church for the conversion
of heretics till you joined her, and that | dear ones in old Ireland.

you are expected to make up for the

Tustead of
studying, like a child, the primer of the
Chureh, and learning therein the thou-
sand helps to salvation, and the thou-

observances, you
leave all such little things to the ignor-
aunt, and jump at once into the higher
vest | “*'Kerry” to hear news from the land
preparatory. training. The result is
that you often introduce subjects in your
and lectures which are not
only ill timed and uncalled for, but

I willingly admit, Dr.
Henshaw, you're a very able writer.
Indeed, in that department of letters
you have chosen as the field of your
as | know,
Ater your
both to
syourself,
because of the inordinate pride such
talents are apt to generate, and to the
Chureh, lest your non-Catholic readers
might mistake your preductions for fair

In that case the Church

help telling you, Doctor, that so far, at
presented the

ing serenely, ‘I have not tried my
band at namby- pambyism yet.”

‘* No. You certainly have not, sir.
Bat by taking the very opposite ex-
treme you have, in my opiuion, doue
very little good to relgion. What
pleasure or beuefit can you find in the
use of such language as you uttered
that night at Castle Gregory—and not
ouly there, but wherever you had
occasion to sp:ak of Protestantism ?
Then your profound reasoning and
subtle logie, on the other hand, may
convinee intellects, but, be assured of
it, will rarely couvert hearts. In such
an age as this, you must exhibit the
Chureh under her most alluring and
attractive form, or you will make no
true converts. Men will read your
elaborate articlcs, admire your vigor-
ous thoughts and your cogent argu-
ments, but their hearts will remaln un-
touched. If ever, indeed, by such a
course, you do succeed in bringing a
Protestant within the vestibule of the
Church, he will stand there like a con-
verted philosopher, scanning the books
of the new school and examining the
principles of the new pailosophy, but he
will bardly fall before the altar, and
with Leart bowed down before his God,
acknowledge himself a humble and peni-
tent child. No, sir; it's not enocugh to
convince the intellect ; you must con-
vert the heart, also, or you will make no
converts., Father F-——r has done
more for the conversion of souls, in the
smallest and least valuable of his works,
than you have ever doue, or ever will
do, with all your great talents, And
the reason is plain. He is not ambi-
tious—except, indeed, for the promo-
tion of God's glory, and the happiness
of his fellow-beings. His thoughts, as
he writes, are never of himseif., He
aims not at the admiration of men, but |
at their salvation., It is the writings of
such converts as he is w2 want to see,
| and not elaborate essays on subjects
neither practical nor necessary. If you
want to make your talents useful to the
Charch, don’t strain them to reach
where your readers can't follow you,
but write for the people—write for the |
millions, sir, not for theologians aud |
philosophers. If you do that, you will
save your o~n soul, and convert thou-
sands of others ; but, if not, I fear you
will lose both.”

*“ Humph !’ ejaculated lHenshaw,
alter the pr.est had concluded his some-
what long speech, and buttoning his
coat, as il preparing to leave—** | was
| not aware that I solicited your advice
in the mwatter ; if I had, no doubt I
should be prepared to defer to it ; but
as itis—""

* Doctor,” interrupted his friend,
“ 1 speak my sen‘iments on this sub-
ject openly and caundidly, and at the
risk of giving you ofience ; but I do so
both for your own sake and that of re-
ligion. The course you're pursuing
will undoubtedly prove, in the end, to
be au injudicious one—and you will only
have the mortification of knowing, in
your old days, if you persist in it, that
the Church of God has gained nothing
by your advoecacy."

Here the conversation was inter-
rupted by the entrance of a servant,
with Captain Petersham’s compliments,
and his request to see Father Brennan
at the court house.

** Ah, I expected as much,’’ said the
latter. ** This trial of young Barry
has just commenced, 1 suppose. Will
you accompany me, doctor ?”’

** No, I should rather not, just now,"
replied Henshaw, ‘‘ I have some pre-
paration to make before leaving to-mor-
row,

** What ! going so soon !

‘* Yes ; I must return by to morrow’s
packet.”

““ Why, we shan't have time to make
up our quarrel, then., O, you mustn’t
think ot it, doctor.”

*‘ To-morrow I shall positively start
for Derry."”

“ Well, well, we must talk of that
again, Come with me now, for an
hour or 8o, to the court house, to hear
this trial. If you refuse, I shall say you
parted from me in anger. Come, we
are old friends, doctor, and must not
get estranged for trifles—come ;"' and
the priest, after several unsuccessful
attempts, at length prevailed on his dis-
comfited friend to accompany him to
the court house.

TO BE CONTINUED.

They called her **Kerry,’’ this small,
dark-haired girl with the great mourn-
ful eyes, underlined by such deep black
circles. She came from County Kerry
—that was all her companions kuew ot
Like them she toiled from early

at night in one of those tall
mills which are so frequent in our New
England States. Like them, she re-
ceived in return a mere pittance, of
which the largest share went to the
But what
was there strange in that? Nothing,
surely. One out of every three was

or, | doing likewise.
ked, “ Kerry "’

worked her long hours
with the rest, in that resignation which
is often found so strongly in the Irish
character. The only difference between
her and her companions was, perhaps,
in the reserve with which she hedged
-| herself about. And her companions,
with their true hearts, respected it.
During the short respite for lunch
each day, no one was more eager than

across the sea, more cager to share in
all joys and sorrows, As for herseif,
she seldom received a letter. In fact,
she scemed alone in the world, save
that her little earnings found their way
back to some one at home. At rare
intervals a letter came, having her ad-
dress in queer, foreign writing, and
when the girls next saw her there wasa
suspicious redness about her eyes that
forbade questioning.

Was there any little kindness done ?
It could be traced to ‘' Kerry.” Any
opportunity to lighten the lot of some
poor soul 2 *‘Kerry '’ seized it. After
hours she could be seen trudging along
with the rest to the cramped compart-
ment of one of those establishments
called Corporation Boarding Houses,
and very often when the meagre supper
had been finished, she disappeared, not
to be seen again till retiring time.
Where was she after her hard day's

specimens of the true tone and spirit of
Catholicity.
would certainly sufler ; for I cannot

poor invalid in the next block who
came of an evening to cheer her lonely
life, sometimes to briLg a morsel saved
from a scanty meal, she would answer
you. Perhaps the dear Master, so
lonely in the church around the corner,
could tell. Even tae little sapetoary
lamp seemed to know when she entered,
and to struggle harder to pierce the
shadows with its feeble rays. Surely,
could you peep over the shoulders of
the great white angel with the golden
pen yon would be satisfied.

There was oue difference between her
cot and the rest. At its bead was a
tiny picture of St. Joseph. And many
of her companions observed that she
had a special devotion to the saint.
When she was saying her short night
prayers, her look was turned lovinzly
toward the little picture. When any
of the others came to her with their
trials, she would invariably send them
to the foster-father of the Christ-Child.
Kspecially, was it whispered that
Mary's or Bridget's mother was dying,
the peor lonely girl would feel a little
band steal into hers and hear the simple
words: ** I am sure St. Joseph will give
Ler a happy death. I am praying hard
for her."

This reminds me of the one peculiar-
ity which many of the keen Irish minds
were surprised to observe in ** Kerry "
—a great dread of death. Whenever a
weird taleof a deathbed was being told,
* Kerry "' would slip away unseen, and
were this mentioned, she would fairly
shrink into herself, and look so piteous
that her questioner would forbear to
press it further.

For three years, day after day, and
week after week, '‘ Kerry '’ kept stead-
ily to her labor, and noi a few of her
companions observed how slender the
little form was growing. Then, after
an unusually cold winter, she found
herself with a cough. But many had
greater afllictions, so she had much to
be thankful for. At all events, she
was not incapacitated for work, and
that was the most important considera-
tion.

The wind was howling wildly about
the poor rectory. Thesnow was headed
in great drifts which reached even to
the window panes, and the white flakes
were still twirling through the air.

Above all the confusion sounded a
knock, clear and reverberating. The
hounsekeeper, who was making her final
nightly rounds, candle in harnd, from
sheer force of habit, settled her cap
and smoothed down her apron, then
cautiously approached the door.

“*The good Father,”” she reflected,
‘“is safely tucked in bed with a sevore
cold. But were this a sick call!”’

She trembled and montally resolved
that he should know nothing about it.
Asif in defiance to the thought, a third
knock sounded, and a voice spoke low
but audible, to the last syllable.

“ For the love of God, open the
door.”

Feariully she obeyed, and as the door
swung wide a sudden gust of wind ex-
tinguished the flickering ecandle. A
man stood there, shrouded in a huge
storn coat, ais hat pulled over his
brow.

““Is the priest in?"

*“Too ill to see any one."”

““ No matter. Tell him as he values
his soul’s salvation to come with me."”
** Wouldn't the morning d», sir ?"’

Bat, as she spoke, the househeeper
felt the uselessness of arguing with
this persistent stranger, in whose pres-
ence she fel a certain awe.

By this time the Father was partially
ready, for those distinct words had
reached his ear, and in another moment
he faced the stranger.

‘““ Bring the Holy Viaticum and the
sacred oils, and follow me.”

With a supernatural strength born of
his vocation, the priest completed his
preparations and started forth behind
his guide.

Wishing to ask further details, time
and time again he quickened his pace,
but to no avail, for his companion still
left him in the rear. At last, yielding
to the strange whim, he gave himself
up to thoughts of the poor soul, who-
ever it might be, to whom he was
bringing for the last time the Lord of
Creation.

After a rapid walk of some two miles
through the falling snow, the stranger
suddenly halted before a tall siructure
in the very poorest part of the city.
A they went up the steps a flurry of
snow brushed them against the buaild-
ing, Whether or not the door opened,
it was impossibie to decide. At all
svents, his companion had disappeared,
and the priest was left there alone.
Again and again he knocked at the
door. At length a sleepy landlady
openecd an upstairs window and roughly
demanded what was wanted at such an
hour. The priest replied that he had
come to minister to the dying.

‘“No one dyin' here as I knows of."’

But alter some further conversation,
yielding at last to an unexplained im-
pulse of charity, the woman descended
t> open the door and let the half-frozen
priest ianside,

‘* Are you sure there is no one sick
in this house? A man brought me
here, but I lost sight of him when we
reached the door.”

‘There's not a man in the house,
sir, nor has there been. However,
scein’ as you've come so far, I'll go up
and see if any of the girls might be
sick.”

The Father sank wearily down, ask-
help as best he could from the God he
carried with him. In a few moments
the woman reappeared. She was trem-
bling with excitement. ¢ Oh, sir,
thera's a girl up there in the attic
who's dying, I believe. I give you my
word that I didn’t know till this minute
that she was even ailin'. Now I'm
afraid she’s near gone. I'll send for a
doctor right off."’

The priest followed up, flight after
flight to an improvised sleeping room,
where they had hastily carried the poor
sufferer. She was scarce more than a
child, but pale and wan. A bright red
drop stained her lips. She looked up
eagerly as the priest entered.

“1 knew you would come, Father,”
she said, simply.

** Whom did you send for me, child?"

“ Only St. Joseph, Father,”" was the
answer,

weary work? Perhaps if you ask a

With his deep, strong fai.!, the man

T —
of God understood how the prayer |

been heard, and bowing hig .h){{| -
adored the all-mereiful designs of i\" L,
dence 4 g
M Kerry” (let us know
Kathleen) was prepared for deat) v“
received the last sacraments Avll‘ .
Church. Before she breathed |

her now

! the
s . 4 I lasg
however, the dying girl asied 1o,
|l.tL|8 packet that had he r b .
pillow, Opening it, she gave (4, hesed
letters which it contained 1, y
priest, N
*This one is for you, Father, ayq
pleage send the other to Trcland 7

wo

% l T}
address is on it. T was afraid | '.‘It;
die without any one with me, 7y ;nk

you, Father, and—thank-—St,
for me. Say—good-bye—to th
Then there was a long pause,
which she seemed half-unco;
though ever and anon the na
Jesus and Mary could be faint]y 1,
By the time the doctor arrived thap
were only. the mortal remains of | ;,‘,;
factory girl. He hastily made o
death certificate and departed,
not sorry to be spared severa]
some visits,

Perhaps the reader would

peep at the letters whicl l.”

leen's only last will, and te.ts “f

The first ran thus: !
“To the One Who May Oy

I who am now writing shall e
death ere you read. It is i
haunts me night and day that |
withoat the last rites of the
try to keep myself pure, (. .4 I
but He also alone knows my
how often I fall. Each of S0 at
home has been taken by asudd th,
and there is a feeling in my »
shall soon follow likewise.
hope is St. Joseph, to whom [
pray that I may not go
think he will work a mirac!
**As for myself, I am a
girl, whose history is probably
than the rest. One by one
ones have beeu snatched :
now I have but one little or

brother. I commend him to G are

“I have bad a lover, too, t his
love for me has changed. | am not
surprised nor hurt, becausc | am far
away and there are many lovely girls
he might have for the ascing )o not
blame him. This letter is i n.
Read it if you wish,

** All T ask from you, charitahle soul,
is to pray for me, I fear I have said too
much in this letter, but the s v of
death is upon me and I must confide my

SOrrows 1o some one.
“ Karurees O'B
Since all parties interested
story are dead these many vy
have no fear of breaking confider
showing the second letter:

** My Dear John (I should once have
said My John, but that time is past and
gone)—This is a voice from the grove,

Do not blame yourself, dear. [ undcr-
stood it all. The forlorn
from morning till night int
American mills, is not the Ii
heart whom you used to visit in her
father's home, who hafl little to do but
talk to herJohn.

“ No, I am not angry with you. Not
at all. God forbid. It is only
that you should forget me, when there
are so many sweet colleens swiling on
you.

“I forgive you,John, and now you are
free, for I shall not trouble ¥y wny
more. I was very thoughtful of you to
write to me these years, and very
manly and frank to tell me in that las
letter that you loved some one else.

‘“ All T have to ask of you is to be a
good man, so that your new sweetheart
will be proud of you. (It cost memany
a bitter prayer before I could say this
with an honest heart, John, but thank
God, I can now. Believe me.) I hope
she has dark eyes. Youalwaysadmired
them so.

“Once more, I say, be a good man,
and never forget your faith. And on
your wedding day, do not let the
thought of the little grave in America
make you sad, for Kathleen, I hope,
will be before the throne of God pray-
ing for you both.

“I have loved you well, John, and
now I recommend you to our Heavenly
Father. KATHLEEN.

Washington, D. C.
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HIS PRIMARY MISSION.

Christ's primary mission with respect
to the sufferings and sorrows of !ife was,
not to relieve them, but to teach men
to bear them, to value them, to thank
God for them, says Father Tyrrell,
J. There are two ways of dealing
diflicuities and trials, by changing
selves, or by changing our surro
ings ; by running away from hardships
or by adapting ourselves to then
rerving ourselves to bear them. I
is no question as to whieh is the eth
course, If we fly from one cross it 18
only to fall into the arms of another.
Gio where we will, we carry ourselves
with us, the source of most ol our
trouble. Men are constantly laying
the blame of their own faults on their
surroundings ; ever faneying that they
would be perfectly happy in someother
place, ever keen-eyed to their present
grievances and prospective grievances;
always loth to face the inevitable
that life is a warfare upon earth; that
it is essentially a cross which must bo
borne, whether willingly or uns
ly; that there is no other way to lite
and to trus internal peace but the WAy
of the holy Cross and of daily mortifica-
tion.

Ing

Womau's High Ideal.

Surely it is not hard to find the ideal
that woman needs. The Christian ro-
ligion gives us the ideal woman—Mary
Immaculate ; her sweet face radian®
with the light of heaven, her foot on
the serpent's head ; this is womans
ideal. How subiime it is! how beauti-
ful! how sweetly praectical! The true
woman's heart understands the pictur®
at once. What sweetness! What
sirength! What imperviousness to the
powers of evil, through all-controlling
love of the Divine! What might to
make the wiles of evil powerless:

Christianity gives the ideal ; let women
appreciate it, shape their lives by il
and the world

is safe.—Archbishop

Keane,
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