
'ST 10,
J**n> CATHOLIC CHROinCf.ie

tBCTOHt

MISS BLAKE’S MARY18S6; '“corpo^.
1840 MeeuT
"*• A,«.a. 

*ood»y 0, the

m*et8 last W«|»
Hev- Direct®,

**■•'*'«*£
1st vke.pre2

r: 2,ld Vice, a. 
!r’W- Durack* 
retary, w y 
'«rctary, p‘

iorty-throo years of missionary 
work among the Coeur d'Alene?, «he 
Yakimas and the Colville Indian 
tribes ot Idaho and Washington is 
the record of Father Joseph M. Ca- 
ruana, of the Society of Jesus.

Father Cannula is now at the head 
of the mission at De Smet.. Ida,ho, on 
the Coeur d’Alene Reservation, 12 
miles southeast of Tokoa. He has 
been there since the mission was es
tablished. in 1880. He performs 
the triple duties of priest, teacher 
and postmaster at the lit,tie Indian 
village, but finds time to entertain

high Maxwell glanced Impatiently 
his watch. The draughty railway 
donne, which he had reached a 
giar of an hour previous to the 
e appointed for the departure of 
train, was scarcely a pleasant 

iting place; yet he continued to 
, up and down rather than seek 
crowded waiting-room. Suddenly 
came face to face with a thin, 
cate-looking man in ecclesiastical
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You are not fit to travel aLtmc,” 
I he said. “1 Will see you safely home. 

1 can send a wire to Mrs. Lawless."
Father Blake made no objection; 

and that evening Hugh stood at the 
open window of the priest’s diniug 
room looking out on-the Quiet vil
lage street. His holt had retired; 
and as Hugh stood thinking mourn
fully of many-things, he heard a 
woman's voice tn the room above 
him. She was answering some ques
tion that had boom put to her.

’’Oh, yes, the sheets are aired, Miss 
Bloke!" the voice said; and Hugh, 
disregarding all conventionality and 
ceremony, left the room and ascended 
the nerow stairs. He was mot at 
the top by a middle-aged lady whom 
lie already knew as Father Blake’s
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talion and decided to put two relia
ble young meewin charge of each 
abandoned ranch to tain care of 
every thing until thq owners’ fears 
hud subsided and they had returned 
to their homes. The frightend re
fugees soon became aware of the sin
cerity of purpose and generosity of 
thq Indians. They returned to their 
homes and were extremely tiiankful 
for the kindness and magnanimity of 
their dusky neighbors, who would 
accept no compensation for their ser-

A wonderful change has been 
wrought in tile manner of living and 
material welfare of the Coeur d'AI,-
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“Phil !" he cried, involuntarily. 
«The priest looked at the speaker in 
stonishment. M. Augustine Filon, writing in the 

Journal des Debats, gives a brief 
but interesting French impression of 
tho literary renaissance that has be
come so familiar to American read
ers. After noting the rise of the 
various ^ Irish societies—Literary,. 
Fol^sofijfrfahd Text; after a word for 
the iVEHonal Theatre at Dublin and 
the ^lays of Mr. Yeats, who, as he 
puts it, "seems to be recognized by 
eveejlbody as tho Victor Hugo of this 
Irish pleiad," M. Filon interprets the 
whole movement, both In its Irish 
and its English aspect, as "the old 
duel beginning again, no longer in the 
field of material and political interi 
ests, but in the realm of sentiment

Hugh Maxwell laughed.
••Da you not know mo—me, Hugh

)faxwell ?"
The priest held forth his hand. 
“Hugh Maxwell ! Yes, yes it is ! 

you must pardon me, but I was en
grossed in my own thoughts. What
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You were speaking to someone, 
Miss Blake.” Hugh cried. “To whom 
was it ?”

Miss Blake’s face expressed her as
tonishment.

"X was speaking'Perhaps the girl was innocent,” 
Father Blake sa-id.

"She was innocent, though I, 1*1- 
foYbunately, diid not think so at the 
time. I had been out in the evening 
for a long walk, and had* lost my 
way, so that it was the dinner hour 
when I was crossing a small plat
form towards the house. The evening; 
was clear, and I was able to see a 
couple who were concealed among thq 
trees and were noit aware of my ap
proach. One was a low-set, dissi
pated-looking young fellow; the other 
was Mary tforreys. She was handing 
an oblong packet to her companion 

i when I caught sight of them. I got 
away without attracting their at
tention. When the loss of the neck-t 
lace was discovered I was glad' I had 
kept to myself the knowledge of Miss 
Norrcys' whereabouts that particular 
evening. You see I cared very much 
for her. Indeed, T had made up mv

to—Mary

‘ Mary ! What is her other n
"Really, Mi*. Maxwell, you a 

ing vary strangely !” Miss 
nian'aged to say. “Very strange 
can t understand why—oh !"

Hugh had brushed past the 
dalized spinster to meet the i

“Father Blake. The old name came 
■readily to my tongue," Hugh Max
well said. "Are you travelling far?"

“To Fenmore."
“Then our ways lie together as far 

as the junction. Here is our train. 
I’ll find an empty carriage."

In a few moments the two were in 
a first‘class com partaient; and an 

official, in response to
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•obliging
Hugh's whisper, locked the door
the carriage.

“Now." he cried,
Mary ! ' .he criod,—“Oh, Mary, 

where have you Leon all these years?"
Surprised as Mary Norreys was, 

she kept her composure, and merely 
said:

"Don’t speak so loudly. Father 
Blake is sleeping; come down stairs. 
Mass Blake, won't you come, too ?"

So a very agitated trio made and 
received explanations in Father 
Blake’s parlor.

Hugh told in a few words of his 
meeting with Mrs. Talbot’s brother, 
and then Mary spoke:

1 knew it was the necLlace I had 
carried to the man, but how could 1 
speak ?. Mr. Talbot was so fond of 
his wife, and ho had never known 
she had a brother. Oh, no, 1 could 
not wreck his happiness ! He had 
been good to me. 1 left the house 
as soon as possible, and went to 
Dublin, hoping to find employment. 
'I couldn’t—I had no- credentials, vou

gleefully. "We
-can have a—”

He stopi>ed suddenly. The priest 
lay back deadly pale against the 
cushions.

“No, no !” Father Blake gasped, 
as Hugh lowered the window. * 
faintness is passing off. Don’t - 
You need not be alarmed."

Tho color came gradually back 
the priest's face* but tho. train

ablv disposed tribes. But from dense 
ignorance they have been brought to 
a degree of enlightenment and hones
ty. Well tilled fields, sleek horses, 
and barns and money in. bank are! 
possessed by many of the industri
ous, while the moral and montrai con
dition of tho tribe has been vastly 
improved, says Father Cam ana.

"When I arrived among these In
dians they were in a state of degra
dation bordering on the brute crea
tion. The Catholic religion, com
bined with patient treatment and 
continual instruction, has brought

speeding through the suburb® of the 
•city when he spoke again.

“I a»i used, in a measure, to these 
attacks. The least exertion or ex
citement brings one on.”

“You should see a doctor."
“I came to

as it Is, can not comprehend. The 
explanation of it all is in the fact 
that Ireland’s ideal of herself is ne
ver realized, never incarnated; «he 
hovers always aloft in memory or 
dream untouched by the stains of *©- 
aliity. An actual living country may 
compromise its honor, may make it> 
fiolf ridiculous or corrupt; but tho 
ideal land keeps ever the inevitable 
loveliness of things divided—or reali
ties but half reovealed.”

And' again—"The Irish tempera
ment knows naught of seeking ita 
blessings in this world; it is divinely 
idle and contemplative. Ireland still 
lives that life of tho olden time that 
ran so much slower and deej>er, so 
wonderfully deei>er. The individual 
was fully aware of his own being; ho 
was not, as tof-day, swept along in

Dublin for that pur-

“Well ?” •
The priest smiled.
“Sir Christopher was not hopeful. 

Indeed, he warned me that my life 
■can not be a long one."

It was some minutes before Hugh 
Haxwell spoke.

“Have you bean ill long ?"
“A year or so,”’ Father Blake re

plied. “Now, led: us talk of your- 
«elf. What have you been doing ? 
You were called to the bar, I know."

“I never practised,
“My uncle’s only 
Hen years ago. 
lived at Maxwell Towers,
*6®d the factories and

"Oh! And are you married.

KEEP CHILDREN WELL

If you want to keep your children 
hearty, rosy anti full of life during 
the hot weather months, give than 
an occasional dose of Baby’s Own 
Tablets. This medicine will prevomt 
all forms of stomach and bowel 
troubles which carry off so many lit
tle ones during the hot summer 
months, or it will cure these troubles • 
if they come on unexpectedly. It j» 
just the medicine for hot weather 
troubles, because it always doqs good 
and can never do harm, as it is gua
ranteed free from opiates and harm-
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Since then I have 
and man- 

the estate.”

couplé of years ago-,’ he said, as I 
approached, the bed where he lay. T 
saw you once or twice and hoard 
your name.’ I answered affirmative
ly, and then the man astonished me 
by declaring that he was Mrs. Tal
bot's brother.

“Both he and his sister had been 
left penniless at an early ago, and

a molecule. . . The Irish poetry 
gives ,us something of those feelings 
so intense, so personal, that mode 
tho charm of that existoned Humble, 
rustic life attracts it,, and solitude 
for it has irresistible fascination.”

In the following passage M. 
makes 
Celtic soul

ELANCER,

ir*Bd t eonell, performed the cer^nony. That af
ternoon the priest had a much more 
severe attack than usual, and a day 
or too later he died.

There are two o>r three) st yrdy boys 
now in the nursery of Maxwell To
wers. and tho elder Mr. Maxwell is 
very happy. “He spoils the child
ren dreadfully,” Mrs. Maxwell says, 
and his aider and abettor in t|ie 
work of spoiling is Miss Blake, who 
is the trusted friend and advisor of 
her who was once known as “Miss 
Blake's Mary.”—The Ave Maria.

IBET, QUEBEC Filoo
a significant point: “Yet the 

comes to nature, not in 
the manner of Rousseau or Words
worth, to confide to her own emo
tions, to impose ui>on her its own 
inner states of feeling, to demand of 
her a sympathy she cannot give; rtk- 
ther does it lay itself upon her bo
som os if to sleep and droa/m, to be
come imbued with her calm and 
strength, to forget and lose itself in 
her, to fly with the winds and flow 
with the waters until it feels across 
its passing flesh the sweep of the 
sublime breath, the infinite stirring 
of universal life."

Whether this Irish poetry is td Ye»- 
noblo itself with masterpieces" or 
to continue, "only a repertoire of

storyMBAULT,
ince of Quebec,
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“Well, then, Hugh said, with ^ 
‘at present I am seek- 
My uncle'a father was 

* convcrt to Catholicity, and the 
Bext hedr after me-the estate is en- 
««ied—is a rabid Ulster Protestent. 
Tou see ?”

' ''Not exactly.”
Hy uncle fears the estate may 

Pass into Protestant hands. He bas 
a tremendous interest in his 

fiS' He has built a church,
_ «tools, libraries for his tenants and

Short laugh,

1BLL8

A PERSISTENT NEST BUILDER.
t BELLS tholies ?' They answered, ’Yea, we 

know.' ‘Then go back to Joseph 
and tell him we shall fight none but 
him and his people should they cross 
the line of our own land, to drive 
them away.’ The Nee Perce warriors 
then asked to shake bands as good 
friends before leaving. Scltice then 
stretched himself to his full height 
and said,. ’We cannot shake hands co
vered with human blood.’ The emis
saries of Joseph departed and never 
again had the temerity to cross the 
territorial Une of the Coeur d’Alonea.

'T wish to relate another incident 
of the Nee Perce which tends to 
throw some light on the true charac
ter of the people of this tribe. Dur
ing that war there were several white 
families scattered over this country 
who became frightened at reports of i 
massacres perpetrated by Nra Perce 
Indians,, and, fearing an uprising 
among tho t’oeur d’Alene*,, they ex
pected to meet a similar fate.

The chiefs of the tribes or camps, 
following the advice of the father su
perior of the mission, advised them 
1 o remain at their homes, and no 
harm would* befall them. The whites 

were distrustful, however, and Had 
td a place of safety, leaving, as they 
supposed, their houses, stock and, 
hoosehedd property to certain des
truction, Tie chief, held a consul-

energetic neat 
builders is the marsh wren; in fact, 

such a liqgreu
that he cannot stop with one

building four or five 
rapid succession.

Have friends, not for the sake nf 
receiving, bat of giving.—Abbo Roux.

he has the habit to

but goes on
Andi there Is no

thing slovenly about his work, ei
ther. Look among the cattails in 
the nearest marsh, even within the 
limits of a great city, and you will 
find his little tfoven balls of reed 
stems, with a tiny round bole in the 
side. There is a certain method/ even, 
in his madness, for the nest in which 
his wife is brooding her seven or 
eight eggs is less likely to be found 
when there are so many empty 
around. Then, too, he uses 
others as roosting places for 
self.

w TOBneii*.

CHURCH BEUI

E BRICKS IN 
1ER?
rORRY I

THAT'S THE SPOT!time.

means the story.” Hugh 
d as he hésita t- 

momaxt, and then went on.
or so ago I was the 

a friend of mine, Edward 
HI. home was in Galway, 

vifo was an extremely hend- 
d attractive woman. His 
We,re in ™rsery; and the 
°' a ,ollow officer who died 

Poverty was also an inmate 
««• Title girl, Mary Nor- 
” «■ Catholic. Perhaps that

Do you ever get a pain there?
If mo, do you know what It mesne?>ve Lining

"Clarence, dear." said the bride of 
three short weeks, reproachfully, "it 
was after midnight when you got 
home last tight."

"Well, if tbait isn’t just like a wo
man,” growled Clarence. "Before we 
were married you didn’t seem to care 
how late* I got home."—Chicago 
News*

A sure sign of Kidney Trouble.
Don’t neglect »L Stop it in time.

re Oement in the 
ly guaranteed.,
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If you don't, serious Kidney Troubles
srs sure to follow.

DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLSAnxious, that aho and I should be
come better acquainted. But here we 
are at the Junction 1"

Huffh assisted the priest across the 
platform to another carriage. The 
sflort -of moving brought, Vm a re
turn of the faintness, and Hugh took

Diabetes,
sad all Kidney end Bladder

triad ui .sbeswSfeoBLM.sUdsah*hy shy
Character which is wanting in the 

element of reverence for that which is 
old, fails of the finest beauty.
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