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Transfiguration.

IN MEMORY OF HER MOTHER.

Mysterious death ! who iu a single hour
Life’s gold can so refine ;
And by thy art divine
Change mortal weskness to immortal
power.

Bending beneath the weight of eighty
years,
Spent with the noble strife
Of a victorious life,
We watched her fading heavenward,
through our tears,

Bat, ere the sense of loss our hearts had
wracg,
A miracle was wrought,
And swift us hngpy thought
Bhe lived again, brave, beautiful and
young.

Age, Pain and Borrow dropped the veils
they wore :
And showed the tender eyes
Of angels in disguise,
Whose discipline so patiently she bore,

The past years brought their harvests rich
and fair,
While Memory and Love
Together fondly wove
A golden garland for the silver hair,

How could we mourn like those who are
bereft,
When every pang of grief
Found balm for its relief
In counting up the treasure she had left ?

Faith that withstood the shocks of toil and

time,
Hope tiut defied despair,
Patience that conquered care,
And loyalty whose courage was sublime.

The great, deep heart that was a home
for all:
Just, eloquent and strong,
In protest against wrong;
Wide charity that knew no sin, uo fall.

The Spartan spirit that made life so
grand,
Mating poor daily needs
With high, heroic deeds,
That wrested happiness ‘rom Fate's hard
hand,

We thought to weep, but sing for joy

instead,
Fuall of grateful peace
That followed her release ;
For nothing but the weary dust lies dead.

O noble woman ! never more & queen
Than in the laying down
Of sceptre and of crown,

To win & greater kingdom yet unseen,

‘Teaching us how to seek the highest goal,
To earn the true success,
To live, to love, to bless,
And mukle death proud to take a royal
soul,
—Lovisa May ArcotT,

THE MISSION CROSS.

CHAPTER 1V.
LIZZIE BETS UP FOR HERSELF,

If Sunday had been a sad day for poor
little Lizzie, the Monday following was
etill more terrible. Her mother returned
from the police station,where she had spent
the night, 111, wretched and ashamed, to be
told that her husband had foreaken her.
The landlord, coming for payment of
three woeks’ back rent, heard the story,
and, knowing well the character of the
woman with whom he had to deal, with.
out more ado took her by the shoulder
and turned her out into the street, seizing
ber furniture in lleu of payment,

The frightened child hid herself in the
angle of & mews close by, where she could
hear the angry, threatening tones of the
laudlord as he bade the weeping woman
be off to *“the House,” and watched her
creeping slowly through tbe soaking rain
in the direction of the handsome-looking
pile of red brick within iron gates, which
called itself the last refuge of the poor.

Then going to the Raffertys’, ehe begged
them to take her in, and not force her to
go to the dreaded workhouse until she had
tried, at least, to support herself by her
own work,

“My poor girl, what can you do ?” sald
Mre, Rafforty, as Lizzle pansed and clung
breathlessly to her. “You can’t earn
enough to keep yourself, I'm afraid.
However, {f my husband don’t mind, I
don't. At least, you can stop on here for
the present.”

This was all Lizzie wanted by way of
permiesion, for she felt quite sure she
could maintain herself, essecillly with the
eortainty of a ahelter and home to come
to every night, which many of the boys
snd girls of that quarter who went out
etreot-selling did not get, but had to sleep
under rallway arches or in the dark corner
of » mews ; and the was by no means at a
loes how to set about businese, as she sat
down on a doorstep that evening to cal
culate how much capital she would have
to expend in order to begin her campaign.
Often and often bad she thought over
what she should do, if only her mother
wrere away, and she alone with her father,
by way of swelllng the small store of
money which was to make their home
bright. An: it was the one bitter drop
in her little cup of hopefulness just now
that he had gone awsay and left her alone:
he, her father, for whom she would so

ladly have worked, with whom she had
looked forward to a happy fature in some
far.away time, and whose loss she had as
little dreamed of as that the sun should
cease to rise, Well, she had to keep her-
self now, like many of the children and
1ads in the court who went out with
oranges or creses on costermongers’
bharrows.

The Raffertys, indeed, thought them-
selyes above such work, and would have
ploched and starved to the uttermost
rather than let one of thelr children sell
in the streets.

Polly, the eldest girl, would be big
enough in a few months more to get a
place as nuree-girl or general “alavey” in
some small tradesman’s family, where she
would earn about three shilllngs a week
besldes her keep ; and this she talxed of
with pride, urging her little friend to
follow her example. But Lizzle said she
awould be “her own missue,” so nothing
more was said on that subject.

Ned, the next In age, was errand boy at
an oil shop in the next street, coming
home for bis meals, and & very pnmhlnﬁ.
industrious lad ; Tommy went to school,
and so did Janey and Bridget by turn
one or other having to stay at home an

ten months vely. There was also

a big brother of eighteen called Jim, who

wens out to work with bis fatber.

The first thing Lizzsle did was to borrow

fourpence from Ned, who was full of
interest and sympathy in her efforts to

“set up for herself,” and pressed upon her

the loan of his purse—a dirty little red

cotton bag tled up with string and swelled
with copperr, in which he was saving up
money to buy a new, or, rather, a second-

hand, pair of boots.

“[ goes and looks at them boots every
day, Lizzie,” he confided to her, as they
counted out the coppers on a doorstep ;
“aud I’m so afeared they’ll be sold before
I can save up money enough to buy them.

Bat I'd like to lend you fourpence, L!zzle;
80 do take it.”

#What shall I begin with, do you think?”
asked the girl, frowning anxiously over ber
coppers as she tied them up in the corner
of & ragged handkerchief, “There's boot

laces, sud oranges, and matehes,and sweets,
and nuts, and cresses, and all sorts of
‘Mn ”

" #Well, oranges would be heavy to carry,
wouldn’c they?” said Ned, looking doubt.

fully at the small, thin figure beside him.
“Cresses are nice, but there are so many
sellers of them about here, and cresses or
flywers don’t make as much as boot laces
or matches, Yes, L'zzie, matches is the
thing. You'll buy them at our shop; We
sell lots of ’em wholunlo—tmau-hll(-
penny the dozen box-,' for g in the
street & ha’penny each.’

“All right, so I will, And I sy, Ned,
will you show me some of your custo.
mers’ housea? I mean where you told me
the servants gave you pennies for running
their errandsel”

Ned nodded and laughed gally.

“Ah, that’s where [ got all these,” he
sald, holdivg up the little red bag and
shaking its contents at her ear. “When I
go round every morning for orders, it's
‘Oh, I haven’t & drop of ofl; do run and
fetch me two penn’orth, there’s a good
boy;’ or, ‘I declare I haven't got a match
left, and I can’t run out to get them while
my water’s bolling;’ so I keep on fetch-
ing sometbing for everyonme, backwards
and forwards, and they always give me a
halfpenny over, and very often a bit of
cold ple, or bread and cheess, or tome
scraps for my dinner.”

“Well,” eald Lizzie, with a slgh of envy,
“I shall never get such luck as that; but
come along with me and get the matches
and I'll begin to-morrow.”

CHAPTER V.

FANNY'S VISIT, 4
On the following Sunday afternoon, as
Mrs. Rafforty was engagad in setting out
the cups for an early tea, while the chil-
dren, as usual, ran in and out, their father
sat smoking in the chimney.corner, there
came a knock at the door, and a smartly-
dressed young woman entered without
further ceremony, followed by a good-
looking mechanic in his Sanday best, evi-
dently ber lover. Mrs. Rafferty stood
still, and stared in amazement at the
newcomer, kettle in havd, while a» un-
wonted hush fell upon the babel of volces
at the other end of the room.
“What might you be pleased to want,
miss I hazarded Mrs. Rafferty at lergth,
“Why, Aunt ’Lizs, don’t you know me
—ryour niece, Fanny Harrls? I've come
to see you, and this is my young man,”
pulling Will forward as she spoke,
Mrs. Rafferty put down the kettle and
came forward.
“Why, Fanny ! how you've grown! I
did not know you, my dear. I'm very
glad to see you. You'll have a cup of
tea with us, won’t youn ?”

Fanny and Will expressed themselves
willing, and very soon the whole party
were chatting merrily together, Fanny
unfolding their plans for the weddlng,
and acking her aunt whether it might
take place from there, if she paid all ex-
penses and made the necessary arrange-
ments,

“There will be no one but ourselves,
Aunt Eliza,” she sald, “for I know father
won't be allowed to come; so we'll just
have a quiet day out somewhere, I for-
got, there’s Will’s brother would like to
come, but {ou needn’t mind him.”

The children, who wera listening all
this time, and especially the two girls,
Polly and Lizzie, looked delighted as they
sat by, hearing all these little arrange:
ments discussed; and as for Polly, she
looked as if the room would hardly con-
tain her when, towards the end ol the
conversation, her cousln turned to her
and asked if she would act as brides-
maid,

“Yonu've got a dress that will do, I dare
say,” sald Fanny, in a patroniziog man.
ner; ‘“some light summer one, you
know,”

Polly looked rather downcast and per-
plexed, as she suggested that Fanny might
“come and look” at what she bal; and
the two retired together to an old box In
the farther corner of the room, where,
after much consulting and whispering,
aud promises of stray morsels of ribbon
and lace from the bride’s superfluity, a
satisfactory conclusion appeared to have
been arrived at. And at length the pair
took their leave, promising to look in
occasionally upon the Raffertys on a Sun-
day evening durlng the two months
which must elapse before the wedding-
day arrived; more especially as certain
mysterious bits of finery, vaguely desig-
nated a8 “things,” were to be brought
over and mede up by the bride-elect for
her elated bridesmald on her next “even.
ing out.”

Poor Lizzie sat looking on with some
what envious eyes while all these arrange-
ments were belng discussed. She had
been enubbed by Mise Fanny as “some
dirty glrl or other whom Aunt ’Liza had
taken in out of charity,” that young lady
having turned up her nose with very evi-
dent disdaln when it came out in the
course of conversation that she, Lizale,
earned her livelihood by selling matches
in the streets; and though, as it appeared,
she was not “Irish,” that universal term
of reproach, she was made to feel herself
very much de trop as long as the visit
lasted. '

However, the longest hours must come
to an end: and when, after watching with
elg'er eyes for some time the two girls
whispering together in the corner, little
Janey burst forth into & howl, and sobbed
out that she wanted to be a bridesmaid
and have a new dress too, while Rafferty
and his son rose, saylng they would go

mind the two bables, aged two years and

snd bave a emoke outside, Fanny per-

aod the two de , saying “
would be lste for shurch,” and promising
to return on the following Snnxuy.

door closed behind Fanny and Will, “it's
a long time since I've seen any of my
or slster’s children. It qulte takes one
k to old times again.”

“Wby don’t they come and see
oftener ?” asked Polly, sitting medita.
tivel, ugon the edge of the bed, rolling &
bit of ribbon round her finger.

“Well, thgy weren’t plemsed with my
marrisge, you know, you father being
Icish—and the religl'on—lnd that—"she
went on murmuring, aa she replaced the
tea things on the shelf.

“Is your cousin & Catbolic?” asked
Lizzie of her friend, as she assisted in
elod:lg the rickety old box which con-
tained all Polly’s treasures.

“No, ehe {s mot, Mother only became
8 Catholic when she married father, and all
her roplo are Protestants.”

She might have added that her mother
had been but an ill-instructed convert,and
the whole family, in consequence, were
llt'lll‘; more '.hllﬁ Catholics ia name, .

e pretty, lively young servant gir
with bzt little notion of religion beyonh
an occasional attendance at “evening ser-
vice,” and a vague notion that all those
who were mnot “converted” must go to
hell, wherefore she intended to hecome
ccnverted some day, when the more press-
ing interests of dremsing, courting snd
epjoylng herself had been attended to.
acceded readily emough to her lover’s
wish that she should be ‘‘baptized a Catho-
lic” before thelr marriage, even though
she incurred thereby the displeasure of
her family. And it was arranged by the
priest who recelved her that she should
sttend evening classes for {instruction
before making ber First Communion.
Bat a chaunge of guarters, which occarred
soon after her marrisge, having removed
her from his supervision, all these good
intentions quickly faded away; and,
beyond baviog her children baptized, and
tending them more or less regularly to
Mass, the troubled herself little on the
subject up to this time,

CHAPTER VL

SILVER BRINGS LUCK,
It was plain that Rafferty did not much
relish the introduction of & new member
into the already overcrowded famlly ; so
Lizzie kept out of his way so much as
possible, often taking her supper seated
upon some quiet door-step, and walting
for nightfall before she venture to slip in
and curl herself up ia the warm corner by
the fireplace with Polly and little Jaue
It was very cold work, lingering at street
corners and by eating-house doors, and
once or twice she pushed her way into one
of the bright, warm, gaslit, and ever-
crowded gin palaces which stood at every
corner, and got a “two penn’orth of gin,”
which made the blood course a little more
freely through her half frozen veins, and
brought a warm glow to her chilled frame;
only she half dreaded to meet that big
carter again, who had looked at her with
such surprice, ard said, “You are too
young to begin yet;” and ome night as
she eat down the erapty glaes, ber arm was
grasped by a haggerd woman, red.eyed,
and clothed in rags, who had been vainly
trying to persuade her drunken husband
to come home.
“Lizzle Willls,” she whispered, “if you
begin like that, you'll grow up like your
mother. Do you want to ?”

Did she ? the thought flashed through
her mind with sudden foice, and a great
terror came upon her,

%No, indeed !” she answered. shivering.
“I'd rather die, Bat, oh! how can I get
on without it? I do get so cold, and it
warms me so !”

The woman sighed, but made no answer,
as though she had heard the same words
often, and knew of none wherewith to
answer them ; and Lizzie went home
sadly, wondering whether she could do
without it, and grow up a sober woman
after all. Somehow the poor woman’s
words bad given her a shock which
she could not altogether forget; and
the next time she felt chilled after her
long day’s tramp through the cold, wet
streety, when her tired little feet stopped
almost instinctively before one of the
innum erable gin palaces which blazed out
80 tem), tingly at avery corner che passed,a
sudden thought struck her, and she ran
down a well-known turning where, snugly
ensconsed in a sheltered corner, she knew
that one of Ned’s acquaintances, a lad of
about sixteen, stood every evening with a
potato-can selling big hot potatoes for a
penny each,

“Perhaps they miqht warm ms almost
as well as the gin,” she thought, “and
make me a good supper beeides.”

Aund sure enough she found herself
one among a little group of shivering
people, boys and men, eating and chatting
and enjoying their hot supper as heartily
#s any of their less temperate brethren
tossed off his unsatisfying draught.

“Here's the stuff for my money!” spoke
one, a8 he broke a large smoking potato
in half, and dived for a pinch of salt, ‘A
cup of coffee in the morning from a coffee
stall, before I goes to my work, and
another at dinner time, with my own
bread and bacon, and lots of hot tatics at
night! I an’t got,no missusto do for me,
80 I makes the public do it!”

“And the public, meanin’ me, is very
glad to do it, sir,”’ chimed in Dick, the
proprietor of the can, with a waggish Took.
“I ain’t paid off my little debt on this
bere concern yet, and so 1’'m glad of your
pay-tronage, Now, miss’” he added, turn-
ing to Lizzie, “have another ‘tater’? A
little one for a ha’penny?’

He plcked one out for her and handed
it over, and the girl, plessed with his at-
tention, ran off, promising to come again.
And very often after thisshe ran down the
street at night to Dick Greenwood’s can,
where she made her supper on big smok-
ing potatoes in thelr rough brown ekins,
with a dab of butter and a pinch of salt,
all complete! She might stand close to the
bright tin can, and peep into the mysteri-
ous little compartments which held salt
and pepper and butter so ingeniously
packed away, and watch the many custo:
mers who came to crowd around and
pick out *big taters’ tc hold in their bands
for warmth. Quite a varlety of ocus.
tomers that Ronto-ulln served : work-
men, coming home late from work, would
fill their pockets with potatoes to take
home for supper ; atreetsellers and coater-
mongers by dosens, very particular as to
the allowance of butter and salt on ench

g | breatlto fom some aelgaborin Kicben

“Dear me,” sighed Mra, Rafferty, as the | had

a4 he counted them out, to get “one over”

us | sometimes to buy » penn'orth of him as

for “just three-penn’orth, because ‘misens’
company unexpected, and wauted 'em
for supper”—coquetting with the seller

for themselves. Ladies and geutlemen
too—0 the lad declared to Lizzle, used

they passed, declaring they were better
than anything they could get at home,
And they were jolty good customers, too,
the lad would remark, for they never
took any batter or condiments, and
always praised his bright can and its con-
tents, and promised to coms sgain,

One evening when Lizzle had bean sell.
fog: matches as usual all day, and hsd
walked on and on, as it seemed to ber, for
hours, until the gathering dusk warned
ber that she must turn bomewards, she
ventured into & small tobacconist’s shop
to ask timidly “How far she might be
from Fe— street1”

“Miles away |” n(rlhd the old man, who
was'bending overa deawer full of cigars as
he spoke, after one keen glance up at her,

“How 'luns should I take to walk it, do
you think, sir 1" she hezsrded, llngc‘n i

“Mach more than an hour, I nhouﬁi
think, You bad better go by train, if
you've got four fourpence to spare ; the
station is just down there,” and he nodded
across the road. -

Lizzle felt in her pocket for the slender
score of coppers whish that day’s labor had
brought, and counted them anxiounsly out,

“Oae, two, three pennies; nine half-
pence, and—why, how did this bit of silver
get in there §”

She had no recollection of having re-
celved it from any customer, and would
certainly bave remembered such an un-
usual occurrence as being able to give
‘“change” out of her coppers, which were
always used up as fast as they came in
for dinner or supper. It muet bave been
banded to her between two half-pence
in exchange for a box of fusees;
and ber eyes sparkled at the thought
of the uawonted treat she might bave in
‘‘a ride home.” Her father had often
gone to his work by train ehe remembered,
when late in the morning, but she herself
had never yet been able to afford such a
luxary,

“Pleass, sir,” she began, again coming
up to the counter,

“Eh, what? ob, I thought you were
gone! Well, what is it now 1 said the
old man, crosly, shutting up the drawer
with a bang.

“‘Oh, please, if you wouldn’t mind tell-
ing me whether tnis {s a threepenny or a
fourpenny 7" she sald, holding out the bit
of money between her thumb and finger,
and watching it as esgerly as if ehe ex-
pected it to melt in his fingers,

He took the momey from her, and
turned it about in the gaslight.
“Fourpence. An old fourpenny bit,
I'll give you coppers for it, if you like 1”
“Yes, please, sir,” she answered, breath.
less with surprise, *Though I'm a little
bit sorry to give it up. never bad a
plece of silver before, and sllver brings
luck, they say,” she thought to herself as
she watched the old man counting out
the pennies,

“Now you’ll go down that road there
opgoslto, and take the second turn to the
right, and then you’ll come to a big build
ing with an open doorway, and people
going in and cut. That’s the atation;
you can’t mistake it.”

Lizzle thanked him, and ran quickly
down the etreet in the directfon to which
he had pointed, It was growing very
dark, aud she had heard a clock strike
five as she waited in the tobacconist’s
ehop,

Presently she found herself approach-
Inga large lighted.up building, fronted
by iron gates, through which a group of
people were entering,

“Here is the station,” she thought, as
she paused timidly upon the threshold
and summoned up all her courage, “Now
I shall soon be at home.” And che
pushed open the heavy swing.door and
walked in, letting the door close behind
her with a muffied thad.

Where was ehe? A great blaze
of light all around completely dazzled
the child for a few moments,
As she stood motionless and bewiidered,
there came & burmt of musle—
the great organ pealed out loud and clear
and & long train of white.-robed men an
boys came slowly forth from a side door
and mouted the steps of the altar. Then
she saw that the whole place was full of
Eooplo, mostly of the poorer class, all

neeling; and as she stood looking, a
woman near moticned her to her side,
and whispered with a strong Irish accent,
“You must kneel down,dear.,” She knelt
as she wes bldden, and stared wonderingly
about her, while the white.robed acolytes
paesed to end fro, the censers sent up
clonde of sweet incense, and the music
floated softly through the crowded aislee.
Then there was & bush—a long, intense
silence, making the child tremble with
vague awe and catch at the woman’s dress
who koelt beside her; and then the music
pealed forth again, the crowd rose and
thronged out, and with them i/zzle passed
back into the cold, dim street,

TO BE CONTINUED,
———tte
“The Old Oaken Bucket
The Ironsbound Bucket
The Moss covered Bucket.”
{s very likely the one that has conveyed.
poicons to your system from rome old
well, whose waters bhave become contami.
nated from sewers, vaults, or percolation
from the soll. To eradicate these poisons
from the :f'atom and save yourself a spell
of malarial, typhold or billous fever, and
to keep the liver, kidneys, and lungs in &
healthy and vigorous condition, use Dr.
Plerce’s Golden Medical Discovery, the
greatest blood-purifier of the age.
She Speaks from Fxperlence.

Miss Edith Fox, of Amhersthurg, Ont.,
had a severe case of Quinsy, Bhe writes:
+I tried the dootor's medicine, but got no
relief. I was told to try Hagyard's Pec-
toral Balsam, After taking two doses I
got relief, and when I had taken three
parts of the bottle, I was completely
cured,”

Mr. T. J, Humes, Columbus, Ohio,
writes: “I have been afflioted for some
time with Kidney and Liver Complaint,

and find Parmelee's Pills the best medi-

cine for these diseases. These pills do not

oause pain or gripiug, and should be used

when a oathartioc is required. They are

Gelatine Coated, and rolled in the Flour of

Licorice to preserve their ptn.:la. and give
0

oelved that it was time to take her leave,

ST. PETER CLAVER,

MIRACLES PERFORMED AT VARIOUS TIMES
AND PLACES IN THIS COUNTRYX,

Fr. Weni 8. J., in Messen
""'lund Heart. F 0 1he

Devotion to Peter Ciaver in the United
Stutes began with his beatification. At
that time, 1 preached a mission in the
cburch at 8t Joseph, at St, Louis, As
Christ bade His Apostles preach, and
lay bands on the sick, I resolved to do
what Christ admonished the “Heralds of
the Gospel” fo do, and to place the
relics of Blessed Peter on the heads of
tne sick, But in order not to interfere
with the order and quiet of the mission
[ announced to the people that I would
attend to the sick only after the conclu-
sion of the mission; that they must first
take care of their souls, making the ex.
ercises as well as possible, and then con-
tinue the invocation of Blessed Peter
Claver every day till his feast—the 9th
of September.

At the end of the second mission at
8t. Joseph's, they brought among the
sick a child born bind, that did not
move the pupil of its eye when the
flame of a candle was placed before it,
The following day the parents came and
thanked me, because the child had got
the perfect use of its eyes, I told ﬁo
arents to thank God and His servant
lessed Peter Claver;; but I felt no im-
pulse or inclination to speak of the favor
10 others,

After that I gave missions uninter-
rupted for many years, imposing the
relics over and over agsin at the conclu.
sions of missions and cures followed cures
ulmost without interruption, so that the
veneration of Peter Claver was spreading
and increasing throughout the whole of
the United Btates, over which [ con-
stantly travelled; but still I-felt no 1m-
pulse to notify Rome of these cures.
Finally, during the year 1862 I gave a
mission at Melrose, near New York,
There a woman came, afflicted with a
rotten hand, One finger especially was
putrefying, and the whole hand wassa
mass of corruption, Gangrene had set
in, and the band was to be cutoff, I
placed the relics on the eore hand and
told the woman to come next morning
to church, and that meanwhile 1 would
recommend her to Blessed Peter Claver,
She came, and during Mass felt a heavy
stroke on her hand.

At once she rose up, and, anxious to
see what had happened, went out into
the street and ed the bandage,
when she saw tbat she had, as it were, a
new hand, for the flesh was tender and
fresh as & boiled egg without the shell,
and no more corruption was visible,
Seeing this change, she began to cry in
a loud voice, “Glory, Glory to God! 1
am cured !” At this, a crowd quickly
assembled, and amc og them an apothe-
cary, who had a drvg store on the corner
opposite the church; as he knew the
previous condition of the woman’s hand,
be said to the people: “I don’t know
what the priest did to cure that hand,
but one thing I say,—*thatisa wonder.”

Even this case I did not feel dieposed
to refer to Rome, But proceeding from
Melrose to the neighboring parish of
Manhattanville, I was standing in the
sacristy, when, suddenly, I felt my fin.
ger pierced as Ly s lancet, and the pain
almost made me sink to the floor, My
finger began to swell. Then I began to
think that possibly Blessed Peter Claver
was thus sfflicting me, for not heeding
the fact that these cures were wrought
by God to promote his canonization,

So I addreseed myself to him to cure
me, and promising, in turn, that I im-
mediately inquire irom Rome what I was
todo in regard to many, nay innumer-
able cures, worked through the applica-
tion of the relics of Peter Claver.
Father Boero, who was the Promoter of
the Processes for our Venerables, re.
plied that I had only to state the facts
to the bishops and send the cases to the
Congregation of Rites for examination,
Father Boero added that two evident
miracles would do; mnay, that one mir-
acle of the first class would suffice, if it
happened after the beatification. So I
sent only five miraculous cures to
Rome.

Of these, the Congregation selected
three and sent the “Instructions” to the
bishops. The first was that of a lady in
Milwaukee (Barbara Dressen), eighty-
two years of age, who had been sfflicted
for twelve years with a cancer on the
right cheek. The second was that of a
girl with a broken collar bone in
Nippinose Vaiiey, in ihe diovese of Faila-
delphia. The third of a man in St
Louis, who had caries of the breast-bone
and three ribs,and pulmonary consump-
tion.

On the first case the Papal Court met
in Milwaukee. It was in the year 1862
that the old lady went on the feast of St,
Peter, to ask the bleesing of his relics,
Ilaid the relics on the cancer, and the
cancer disappeared at once, She went
joyfully home, rubbing her face with
her hands, and telling the people:
“See! I told you—I shall cowe home,
and the cancer will be gone.”

The eecond cure was that of a girl,
who had broken her collar-bone, and for
four months was under treatment of
some doctors of Williameport, and with-
out success, The bones would not join,
and her mother said to her, while dress.
ing the arm before going to the church
during the mission : “My daughter, you
will never be cured, but console yourself
with the thought that you can be saved,
with one hand as well as with two.”

Coming to the confessional, the girl
blessed nerself with the lefc hand; I
asked her the reason. She answered :
“I am disabled, and cannot move the
right hand; the bone is broken.” I then
asked her if she felt devotion in the in.
tercession of the saints, As she replied
in the affirmative, I brought her to the
sacristy and laid the relics on the band.
age. She simply said: “Thank you,”
untied the bandage, and after Mass
went straight to the priest’s house and
began to iron the wash, ©On coming
home, she joyfully swung her hand be.
fore her mother’s eyes, exclaiming:
“See | no more broken bone” and be-
gan to load & wagon with hay,

The third case was that of Iguatius
Strecker, in the year 1864. His breaat.
bone aud three ribs were eaten by the
caries; he was sfflicted with a diseased
throat and pulmonary oconsumption.

them a pleasant, agreeabl

’

for his funeral. Then the wife told him
that after the mission [ was giving, I
would impose relics on the sick. He
wanted to have the relics applied 10 him
too, Assoon as the relics were laid on
him he said to his wife : “Now I can
dance,” Ina moment he was cured of
all rottenness of the bones, and of his
consumption, and immediately went to
work, He was a baker by trade,

His wife told me, that when she heard
me announce that [ would lay relics on
the sick, she thought this would be use-
less to her husband, for she had already
made a novena in honor of the Blessed
Virgin, but without avail, Now, she
thought, as Mary is higher in Heaven
than Bleesed Peter Claver, be could not
do more than she, While these thoughts
were running in her mind, sho suddenly
heard a voice as from heaven: “You
are right my daughter, I am the Queen
of Saints, but I wish my servants aiso to
be honored.” The processes of these
miracles were sent to Rome, and the
Congregation selected two of them for
the Decree of Canonization,

When called to the Witneis.stand, I
tesijfied that I had imposed the relics,
and cures constantly happened ; but I
never heard what had been done with
the processes sent to Rome, whether the
Congregation had made use of them or
not, Twenty years passed, and finally I
heard that Blessed Peter was to be can-
onizsed in 1885 ; again that the canoniza.
tion was dete till 1886, and again
until 1867. All that time, I did not
inquire whether the Cingregation had
used the miracles proposed by me ; and
when the canonization took place on the
15th of January of this year, I did not
know whether these miracles had been
used, I thought I would offer to the
Lord, in bonor of St, Peter, this act of
seli-abnegation, saying: “Anybow the
news will soon be published,” and so it
happened.

The COatholic Review printed a letter
from its Roman correspondent, giving an
account of the canonizition, and the
“Letters and Notices" arrived, and I felt
exceedingly thankful to God and 8t.
Peter. At the same time, I was glad
that I had oftered faithfully through
twenty years, the sacrifice of mortifiad
;:uruiomy, that powerful plague to human
ralty,

———f e

JOE COOK EXCORIATED,

FATHER MURPAHY, 8 J, SHOWS THE BLUN-
DERS OF THE JESUIT HATER.

Rev, Father Murphy, president of St.
Francls Xavler’s College, New York, had
his attention called to Joe Ciok’s attack
on the Jesnits and Catholic parcchial
schools in Tremont Temple. Mr. Cook
said there wasa broad distinction between
ultramontanism and Roman Caitholics.
“He {a clearly ignorant,” eaid Father Mar-
phy, “that ultramontanism is the term
formerly used by the Gallican charch to
exprees its utter dlsregard for the Papal

the national cburch and to lessen propor.-
tionately the Roman authority, Tais
church of Rome, being to them beyond
the mountains, was cilled ultramon-
tane. Sieadfast adherence to the
Romean authority wes dubbed by
the Galliclaus, in & sort of contempt,
ultramontanism. Joseph Cook seems to
think that Roman Catholiciem is only a
sort of hybrid Catholiclsm with a tincture
of Protestantism sufficiently spicy to suit
his taste, He imagines, forsooth, that he
is a genuine champion of orthodoxy when
he throws the shield of protection around
such a composite Roman Catholiclsm,
More than that, he seems to think that
the fue he is charging is a chemical blend-
ing of the ultramontane and the Jesuit.
The Jesuits are certainly ultramontane,
and, thank God, they are Catholics too—
not a la Joseph Cook, but as contra-
distinguished to the Galliclaus of history.
They are not sonumerous or ubiquitous
as Mr, Joseph Cook eeems to imagine.
They have not, as I have been informed,
obtained full control of every school in
the land, but they are struggling to the
best of their ability to teach their own
schools—well, to mind their own busi-
ness, and to abstain in their public utter-
ances from statements which would only
bring upon them the ridicule of educated
men. Had Mr, Joseph Cook imitated
their example in this respect he would
have spared himself the inconveniences
of three or

FOUR LIES IN A SMALL PARAGRAPH,
Even though he reseut the inconvenience
of their inspection he would manifestly
geln in dignity by following their teach-
ing and thelr practice in this matter. As
to the allegiance we owe tke successor of
St. Peter, it has reference to revealed
truth and Christian morality and is usually
accorded to definitirne of Papal power
which are technieally ssld to be of faith
and morals. That allegiance has mno
reference to temporal affairs whatever,
except where they would clash with
the principles of morality, The allegi-
ance we owe to the Romsn Pontiff
has no reference to our temporal affairsor
national sspirations, except where they
clash with the principles of morallty
Even then it {s not 5o much the Roman
authority which makes it unlawful to do
the thing which so clashes, but rather the
dictates of conscience teach a man not to
dothat which has been unerringly de-
clared and defined to be wrorg. The
Roman suthority exalts the dignity of
obedience to law(ul rulers,and the genuine
Jesuitical ultramontane Popery #0 much
decrled by the Cook brothera will always
be found to bea real safeguard and prop to
every well ordered government using its
power for ite proper end—the common
weal, Itisa very cousoling slgn of the
times that Joseph Cook exprewes such
bolsterous enthusissm in favor of the
‘white Pope’—that is, of the Romaun Pon-
tiff, Leo XIIL, white belog the color of
his robee. White and yellow have always
been the color of the Papal flig. Perha
in remote times it was pro:hodul y
chosen to typify the advent of the happy
dawn, now breaking, when the Orangelem
of Joseph Cook is to be united wit the
clear white lustee of the lumen deceolo,”

In chronle dhusaz medicine should be
restoring, and not debilitating, in thelr
action.  The wonderful strengthening and
ocurative effects, realized from the use of
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, sustain the reputation
of this remedy as the most popular blood
purifier.

The dootors advised his wife to prepare

\

authority in Rome. It wished to exalt
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PART L
FROM 15908 TILL THB EXTINCTION OF TI
EIERARCHY IN 1603,
CONTINUED,

Argyle bad full commision to &
sgeinst the Catholice; and he lost no tin
in bis endeavor to execute it. In marc
ing towards Aberdeen, be was joined |
pumerous bands; and, in a short time, |
be was at the head of ten thouss
men, Of this number six thousand on
were efficient soldiers, The rest, ho
ever, were provided with such arms
they were accustomed to, and they we
vndoubtedly warlike, There was al
with him a noted sorceress who
incantations were expected by t
refomed people to bring to light ¢
treasures which might be hid und

round by the terrified inbabitan

e hope of abundant plunder was
strong incentive to their brave
He attempted the siege of some places
his way; but relinquishiog this hopel:
task, he proceeded through the hills
Strathbogie, with the fell purpose
ravaging that country which belonged
Huntley, with fire and sword, Reach
Drimvin in Strathdown, be encamj
tuere; and soon after had informat
that Huntley was near at band,
notwithstanding his great inferiority
force, intended to attack him,
Catholic Lords had only two thoust
men, or, a8 some say, something o
fitteen hundred., They were, howe
true soldiers and commanded by exp
enced officers. They had also six pie
of ordnapce under the skilful comm:
of Captain Gray. Huntley, baving reac
Auchendown, learned, by his scouts
the 3rd October, that Argyle was a
great distacce, He sent torward a
horsemen to reconmoitre. They W
conducted by a spy of Argyle to
vicinity of his encampment which
near Glenlivat in the mountainous
trict of Strathavon, The officer
had gone to observe the enemy, on
turning,concealed their numbers and
they might be easily beaten by a few

solute men. Huntley followed his
vice and marched forward. Erroll
the advance, supported by Sir Pat
Gordon, the Lairds of Gight, Bonni
Wood, Captain Kerr and three bun
gentlemen, Huntley commanded
rear guard, having, on his right,
Laird of Clunie Gordon, and on his
Gordon of Abergelei. The six plec
artillery were so placed as to be ¢
pletely masked by the cavalry, and
they were dragged forward unprece
within range of the enemy’s posi
They opened fire,and at the first disch
which was directed agaiost the ye
standard of Arzyle, struck down and

MacNelll, the Laird of Barra's third

one of their braves: officers, and Cam;

of Lochnell who held the standard.
reat success spread confusion amox
ighlanders. A large body of t
yelllng and brandishing their 1
swords and axes, made some attem]
reach the horsemen; but receiving an
fire from the artillery, they ﬂog, ar
fast that they were speedily out of
and pursuit, A large body rems
nevertheless, and they had the adva
both of the sun which shone upon
dazzled their opponents, and the
of the ground. Huntley’s vanguard
withstanding, commanded by Errol

Anchendown, advanced boldly tos

Erroll, dresding s marsh that lay bet

him and the enemy, moved fo!

along some firmer ground that lay o

slde, hoping thus to take the enem

flank. Sir Patrick Gordon, impell

his extraordinary ardour, made di

for the bill; but, he and his hors

impeded by the swampy ground, ren
exposed to a murderous fire fro
enemy, who, in this vert of the field
led by McLean of Duart, & chiefts

reat stature and prodigious str

i{e was superiorly armed, wear

ehirt of mail and wielding & !

battle.axe. He  skillfully

his force in & small copee wood =

band, from which, protected sgain

alry, they delivered their fire with
effect. Auchendown’s ranks were
fully thinned by the murderous fir
far from beiog discouraged, he suc
in disengaging his cavalry and gallo
the hill. To the great sorrow of |
lowers, he was struck with a bal
fell from his horse. They were nof
ever, dismayed, but made etrenuoue
to rescue their chief. The farious
to whom he was well known, rushe
him, despatched him with their dis
off his head and displayed it in
triumph, This ezraged the Gordor
fighting with fary and regardlese
cipline, gave ldvmm}o to McLean
chief, availing himself of the cox
hemmed in the enemy’s van-gua
forced it into narrow space betw
own force and Argyle’s, hoplng

cut them to pieces. But Huntley,
ing their danger, hastened to theirs

He made a furious attack on both

and McLean, and called loudly

friends to avenge Aunchendown.
rode beside Argyle a person who,
be said, bad no bueiness in bat

Royal Herald, He was arrayed

official costume with bis tabard, a:

the red lion and double tressure

dress could be nc protection on th
field. It only served to point hir
hostile vengeance, which was,
moment, excited to the highest pit
the Lion,” roared the horsemen,
ran him throogh with their spe
Iaid him in the dust. The bat
raged for two hours with unusu
Etroll was wounded by a bullet in
and & sharp barbed arrow plerc
into his thigh, whilst bis pen
geridon, was torn from him by .
Gordon of Gight recelved thre
wounds and two plates of his st
were forced into his body. ¢
wounds he died next day. Hunt
self was in the greatest danc
horee was thot under him, and th
rushed forward to attack him
ground with their knives and az
there was aid at band. A dev
lower, Innermarkie, rescued bi
his perilous positicn snd supp



