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Luke, affectionately ; ¢ dear me, how
she is grown 1"’ ;

« And she got your .reverence s
blessing this moraing, glory beto God !
Wisha, thin, Master Luke, how my
heart swelled whin [ saw you at the
althar.”

« And wasn't Moira there 2"’ said
¢ Where is Moira?'"’

Moira was making her tollette, if you
please, but now came forward blushing.
Mona and Moira were twios, and it was
Luke who insisted that they should be
called Irish names.

“ [ have not much to boast of my-

1t,"” he said, ** but 'tis & shame that
our little children should not be called
by thelr beautiful Celtic names."’

« Phis little fellow,’” said the
father, pointing to a child, who was
trying to choke himsell with milk and
potatoes, ** was watching your rever-
ence all the time. And sure, whin he
come home, nothin' would do him but
toget up on a chair, and say the
Dominis wobiscum like any priest.
Wisha, who knows ? Qaarer things
happen.”

« | was thinking of taking a pull in
the little boat,”’ said Luke; * I see
the oars and rowlocks in their old
Is she stanch and sound as

places.
aver ?"’

« Stanch as ever, you reverence,’’
the fisherman replied. ** Will you

want one of the byes "’

“ No! I'll manage by myself. Ii
you give me a hand to float her, I'll do
the rest.””

« And a good hand ye are at the oar,
Father Luke,” said one of the boys.
« Begor, ye could turn her agin any of
us.”’

+ Now, now, now, no Blarney, Der
mot ! No, no, one will do ! I'll keep
her out for an hour or two.”

« Just as long as yoar reverence
plases,” said the old man. ** And, as
the day is hot, we'll take down the
sail, and make a yawnin’ of it.”’

Luke pulled slowly out to sea; and
the swilt exercise, and the ever-chang-
ing aspects of the ocean, and the in-
yigorating breeze, drew his thoughts
away from the perplexiomg and irritat-
ing subjects that had lately been vex-
ing him. Tuere is something, after all,
in what poets have sung about the
soothing influences of Nature. Her
mother's hand smooths down all the
rufllzd aspects and angry asperities of
human feeling and thought; and her
great silence swallows up in a kind of
infinite peace, as of heaven, the buzzing
and stinging of that hive of hornets,
where
«Kach one moves with his head in a cloud

of poisonous fiies, ”
No wonder that the best of the world’s
workers have sought peace in com
munion with the solitude of Nature, and
strength from the great sublimejlessons
she teaches to those whosit at her feet.
And it was with the greatest reluoct-
ance, and only by a tremendous effort,
that Luke Delmege, this momentous
day in his life, turned away from the
sybaritic temptation of yielding him-
self up wholly to the calm and placid
influences of sun, and sky, and sea; and,
lize so many other fools, sought peace,
the peace that lay at his feet unsought,
in a dread introspection of self, and a
morbid and curious analysis cf men's
principles and thoughts about himself
and his little place in the world. It
was his first great plunge into the
feverish and exciting pastime of analyz-
ing human thought and action ; and
then trying to synthesize principles
that shrank from each other, and be-
came a torture and a pain from the im-
possibility of ever reconciling their
mutual antagonism and repellence. It
was the fatncus dream that Luke pur
sued through life with all the passion
of a gambler around the green cloth ;
and it beckoned him away from work

f solidity and permanence, and left him

in middle age a perplexed ana disap
pointed man.

In snother way, however, this was no
novel experiment. Very often, during
his summer holidays, when his ambition
bad been stimulated by his academic
successes to work more freely and large-
1y for 'further distinctions, he had lain
down in this same boat, and, looking
up at the blue eye of Heaven, he had
spent hours in revolving the terminol-
ogy and meaning of some philosophical
or theologieal puzzle, and had reviewed
all the authors, and all the authors’
opinions that had been arrayed for and
against it. It was & practical and use-
ful way of imprinting on memory all
that books could tell; and very often,
in the winter months that followed, he
fell back gratefully on these al fresco
studies, and the immense storehouse of
matter he had aecumulated with the
sun as his lamp, and his desk the heav-
ing sea. But this morning, as he
rooked in the thwarts of his sea cradle,
and heard nothing but the chirp of &
sea lark, or the scream of a sea-gull,
or the gentle lapping of the pure green
water within six inches of where he
lay, he had commenced the prenium
of the vaster studies, where no authors
were to be trusted and experience
alone could teach. But he was com-
mencing his singular and irremediable
mistake of supposing that the elusive
and ever changing moods of the human
heart could be reduced by propositions
to a level rule, and that human action
was controllable always by those defin-
ite principles that he had been taught
to regard as fixed and unchangeable
truths.

~ Once and again, indeed, he raised
himself a little, and allowed his eyes

to wander over the beautiful, peaceful
prospect that lay before him. Lap,
lap, sang the tiny, sunny waves.

stretched out his burning hand, and
they clasped it in their cool palms. He
saw far away the green fields, as they
sloped from the sea and were half
dimmed in a golden haze. White specks,

which he knew were the gentle sheep,
dotted the verdure here and there;
and great patches of purple heather
stretched down and blended their rich
colors with the deep red of the rocks,
which again was darkened into cobalt,
that the gentle waves were now fring-
ing with white. Look long, and rest
in the vision, O troubled soul! Why
should the murmur of a few mites be-
yond that horizon of peace troubled
thee? Altogether, thou art forgotten,

bosom of the mighty deep.
thee care, and forget the stings of the
wasps who dare not come hither to fret

our wine of life ; and that we create

Cast from

thee ! Alas ! and is it not trae of us,
that we must have the bitter myrrh in

cares for the luxury of fretiulness,
where the world has lelt us in peace ?
¢ There are two ways of looking at
this question,” said Luke in his solilo-
quy, as if he were addressing a class of
students, ** the subjeotive and the ob
jective. Let us take the latter first as
the more reasonable. Why should I be
troubled because [ am going to England
and my class-fellow to the seminary ?
Which is the better prospect ? Which
world you select, it the matter were
left to yourself ? To see a new coun-
try, to get on to the gangway of the
world, where all types of races are
passing to and fro in endless variety,
or to be shut up in a vulgar little
place, teaching Musa, Musae to a lot
of snivelling school-boys, and de-
cimal fraotions to a crowd just freed
from a country National school ? To
stand in the pulpits ol cathedrals, and
speak to an intelligent and well-read
andience, those wonderful things you
have been reading in Suarez or St.
Thomas, or to . ind yourself poring,
night after night, over the Georgics of
Virgil or the Anubasis? To deal
with inquiring, anxious miods, who
listen to you.breathlesely for the key
to the mighty problems that areagitat
ing them in their uncertainty and per-
plexities ; to have the intense gratifica
tion of satislying honest inquiry, and
leading into the fold truzhful but
darkened souls, who will look up to you
as their spiritual Father forevermore,
or to lead successfully tirough a con-
cursus a few brats, who are punning on
your name, and drawing caricatures of
your face on their greasy slates?”
¢ Ridiculous 1" said Luke, aloud.
¢ But let us see the subjective side.
You, Luke Delmege, First of First, that
is Senior Wrangler in the first ecoles-
iastical college in the world, have been
set aside coolly, but contemptuously,
and the preference of a diocesan honor
has been given to a student admittedly
and distinctly your inferior ! You have
got a slap in the face from your Bishop,
not 8o gentle, though more metaphori-
cal, than when he touched your cheek
in confirmation and said—(was it sar-
casm ? God forbid !) —Pax tecum !
You are snubbed before the diocese ;
the stigma will cling to youduring life,
and be reflected on your family ! Does
not this arrangement imply that, in
some respect, morally, of course—in
character, in the power of ruling and
governing, or teaching, you are dis-
tinctly inferior to your humble class-
mate ? You know St. Thomas better ;
but he says his prayers better, my dear
Luke! There is your distinet inferior-
ity ; and you see now how wise that
old medizval monk was when he said :
“Tunc videbitur saplens in hoc mundo fuisse,
qui pro Christo didicit stultus et de-
spectus esse,’
' Tunc amplius lexaltabitur simplex obedi-
entia, quam omnia secularis astutla.’
*Tunc plus laetificabit pura et bona con
geientia, goam docta philosophia ’
‘Tunc plus valebunt sancla opera,
multa pulchra verba.'
‘ Yes, yes,’”’ cried Luke impatiently,
as the boat rocked beneath him ; ** but
that's all ¢ tunc ' ¢ tunc!’ What about
“qunc !’ *nunc? Can it be that
men’s judgments are like God's? Then
why was 80 much stress laid upon our
studies ? Why were we applauded as
brilliant and successful students ?
Why were we stimulated to study by
every human incentive that could be
held out to us 2 Why did the Bshop
himself himself congratulate me if he
had other ideas? Was there ever such
a puzzle as the ways o! men ? Tae
Sphinx and the Isis-Veil were nothing
to them ! Then T'll fall back on the
realities—the objectiveness of things.
There alone is trath. Buatis it truth?”’
said the puzzied young priest. He had
never read :
¢ Qnly this I have known, that God
made man right, but he entangleth
himself in an infinity of questions.”
TO BE CONTINUED.

quam

FATHER JOHN'S DIPLOMACY.

By Rav. John Taibot Smith.
When the war began between the
North and the South in the sad year of
1861, the town of Merriwell did not
flame with patriotic ardor. The towns-
folk believed that the agitation against
slavery had brought on the trouble, and
most of them said that the agitators
should be permitted to do the little
fighting required. The leading citizens
owned the famous cotton mills of Merri-
well, which were making money at the
time ; and they did not care to see the
profits disturbed by the departure of
hundreds of young men for the battle
field. So the town slumbered peace-
tuily throngh the exeiting summer, deaf
to the appeals of the Governor, ex-
cept for the ordinary formalities which
decency compelled the citizens to go
through, There were two or three
meetings held, at which the rhetorical
patriote shouted ; a recruiting office
was opened, where men might enlist
for the defence of the nation ; and many
resolutions, inscribed on fine paroh-

world that Merriwell would do its duty
by the Great Cause. After these sim-
plicities, the people fell into a sleep,

rouse them.

ters home.

critics.
four sorrowful years.

over the situation.

there in thy Nautilus boat on the

Philip's.
serious problem.
serious, and Father John felt an em-

ment, informed the Governor and the | 1i

out of which neither Bull Ran nor the
renewed appeals of the Governor could
However, the hotheads
singly went to the front, and wrote let-
These letters, printed in
the local papers, proved how loyal and
brave were the teelings of Merriwell
Ho | people; and the leading citizens used
them as unanswerable argument to the
All these details prove how
little people dreamed in those days that
war had come to stay with the nation

Father John Brisbane sat in his office

jast about this period, and pondered
As the pastor of
the leading church in the to#n, he held
a position of influence at this moment.
0.dinarily it was not 80, because the
children of the Puritans had no love or
respect for the faith and the Ohurch ;
but, now that recruits for the army
were in demand, the prejudices of race
and oreed had been shelved, and the
Governor had not disdained to write a

The situation contained a
ta.delicacy made it

barrassment in dealing with it. Hos
knew himself to be a mediocre man in
most things, particularly in dealing
with the outside world; but he had
shrewdness of an instinotive kind,
which enabled him to conceal his de-
ficiencies and to steer clear of difficul-
ties. The present problem really
frightened him, becanse he saw con-
sequences sure to follow from any
blunder of procedure. So he thought
and schemed as he sat In his office, try-
ing vainly to hi: upon a plan that would
cover the whole sitnation. And while
he studied in vain, the door -bell rang
and the house keeper ushered in the
very head and front of the problem,
Mr. Andrew Carlin. The whispered
conversation in the hall floated in
abead of the smooth visitor.

¢+ 8o it's thrue you're going, Andy ?"’
Kitty whispered. ** Well, God be with
ye, and send ye safe home again. It's
not for me to discourage any one, but
I'm thinking the bullets are too thick
out there to let a fine man alone.”
“Thank ye, Miss Kate I"' was there-
ply. “And I hope for a safe return
myself. But a man doesn’t go to war
to dodge the bullets, I must take me
chances with the rest, and I'll have

pleuty of fine company. Is his rever-
ence inside 2"’
* He is, Is's his office hour, and

’

evaryone's welcome. Go right in.’
* 1 made bold to step in to say good-
bye to your reverence,’”” Andrew Carlin
began, humbly but proudly. * I'm off
to day for the war."
“Sit down, Mr. Carlin, if you please,"
Father John replied rather coolly.
‘‘How many good men do you take with
ou?”
¢ Why, there's a few of the boys
going, 1 believe,’’ said Carlin, flushing
suddenly, and then he fell silent ; for
something in the expression of Father
John, who was looking with great earn-
estness at the street, alarmed him. He
had an uneasy conscience, and could
not help showing it. How had the
priest learned of his secret service as a
recruiting agent ?
“ From here you go to Washington,
I suppose, Mr. Carlin 2"
“Yes, your reverence, and then
straight to the front where the fighting
is.”’
He spoke proudly, although Father
John looked at him with a curious
smile. Andrew lost his pride on the
spot. For two months he had lived in
the esteem of his friends and neighbors
on the strength of that statement,
which had lifted him from the common-
place level oocupied by a homely, thick-
witted, dull nonentity, the butt of his
circle to a place of importance. Witty,
bright, important men, without his
courage to enlist, had taken second
place in his company, and listened to
him as to an oracle ; and on the conceit
born of two months’ flattery he had
ventured to invade the office of the
greatest man in Merriwell, and bid him
good-bye as easily as one gentleman
would another.
«] don’t believe,” sald Father John,
with a smile, * that you will ever see
the fighting line, if you can help it. I
know you bave no intention to go so
far. When you leave this town, afser
sending away a score of fine boys to the
war, and bringing another score with
you to Washington, you are going to
Albany or Buffalo to do the same thing.
You are a government agent, Andrew
Carlin, and not a very nice one either.”
Andrew went livid at that aocusa-
tion, which biasted him at once and
torever in the community, and left him
exposed to public contumely and tar
and feathers.
¢« It was only yesterday that I got on
your track,” Father John continued.
 Nice work for you to be engaged in,
trappiog innocent boys, the sons of
widows, the supporters of poor parents
—foolish children, to be thrown to dis-
ease and death in this terrible war!
Ot course you got a pretty penny for
it, and plenty of fame ; and you are
going to keep at it, for you see a for-
tune ahead of you. Bat I shall see to
that, Mr. Carlin. I shall change your
programme right away. You shall go
to the front with the other boys to-
morrow, and do your share of the fight-
ing. I shall tell the whole story—""
“ Oh, for Ged's sake, your rever-
ence !’ Oarlic broke in—
¢ To Terry Quinn, not to the people,
Oh, if I mentioned it to the people, you
would leave the town in a suit of tar
and feathers | And Terry Qainn shall
keep it a secret so long as you stay at
the front, until yon get an honorable
discharge. But the minute you dis
appear from the front, the story will be
told from the pulpit of St. Philip's.
You need never come back to Merri
well then. Now tell me, who has
taken your place as the betrayer of the
innocent young people of this parieh ?"'
¢ Martin Hyland,” Carlin half whis-
pered, unable to speak from horror and
shame.
“ Tell him to get away with you to-
morrow,” said Father John, impres-
sively. ** Do you understand, man ?"’
“[ do-I'll tell him!"’ sobbaed Car

n.

« And tell the man who bribed you
to ravage and tear the flock like a
wolf, that hereafter I shall do the re-
cruiting in this parish. Tell him that
if he sends another traitor like you and
Hyland, I shall expose him for what he
is, and leave him to the mercy of the
people, the heartless villain g
“ 11 tell him."”

“ And do you go to the front, An-

the last month.

lies 2"’

love of God, raises it !"’

priest more gently.

her with fright and grief. The Gov

patriotic sontence to the pastor of St

drew Oarlin, with the honest determin-
ation to do penance for your villainies
Do you think the carse
of the Widow O'Neil will ever be lifted
from you, for sending her one child,
her sole support, her decent boy, to
the war, with your deceptions and your

“ Never, never, never,’’ moaned Car-
lin, * unless your reverence, for the

“ Well, I have raised it,"’ said the

returned at my request, and his mother
forgave the villain who nearly killed

ernment sent the boy back ; and here
in this office yesterday he made his act

stay with his mother."

“ Thank God !"”” Carlin murmured,
“ You may go,” said Father John,
after a moment of thought—** but it
must be to the front. Terry Quinn
shall be told what I know, and he shall
keep it a secret. You are the kind out
of which informers and perjarers and
traitors are made, Andrew Carlin.
Pray God to pardon you for your sins
against the innocent, and shed your
blood for the country as some atone
ment for the blood you were willing to
shed for money. Yes, I give you my
blessing, poor, unfortunate man "
_He stood and made the Sign of the
Cross over the broken figure that
crouched to receive it ; then Andrew
Carlin fled from the house, and hid
himself from all eyes until he left town
in the company of Terrs Quina.

1 think we have scotohed the
snake,” said the priest thoughtfully, as
he took up another part of the problem.
This part concerned the behavior of
the Government agent who had in
duced Carlio and Martin Hyland to act

as sub agents in the work of enlisting
men for the army. Would he come
from under cover as soon as Carlin de
livered the biting message confided to
him ¢ He bhad everything on his side
as the Federal agent ; his business ap
pealed to the cowmon-sense of the
people ; he had nothing to be ashamed

of but his method, which counld easily
be explained away ; and il he were a
man of courage, he would come to the
priest out of manly resentment. And
he came as Father John desired, with
the cold aloofness of a State ofiicial in
dangerous times, conscious of his power
to injure a man who bad taken the at-
titude of Father John., The stolid ealm
of the priest met his insolence like a
rock wall,

“ I received from one Andrew Carlin,
an enlisted soldier, a message which he
said was sent to me by you. My name
is Wilcox. I am commissioned by the
Government to secure enlistments.
Your message was a threat and an in-
:ul't, if you sent it as Carlin delivered
t.

¢ I am much obliged to Carlin,"” said
Father John. * The message was to
this effect : I shall do the racruiting
in this parish ; if the Government agent
sends another traitor like Carlin and
Hyland to work in my parish, I shall
expose him for a heartless villain.”

“ Precisely what I got,”’ said Wil-
cox. *I shall send it to the officials
in Washington."

The two men looked at each other
significantly.

* And I shall send it to the news-
papers and announce it from the pulpit
of this chureh,” replied Father John.
* You must understand, Mr. Wilcox,
that [ have not the slightest objsction
to my people contributing their quota
of men to the army. By their quota I
mean their proper proportion of men.
I think their natural ardor will go be-
yond the proper proportion, in time. I
shall myself encourage them to enlist
in that proportion. But there is a
method to be observed in all things.
Some things neither I nor my people
will tolerate. One is your trick of em
ploying sly creaturss like Carlin to
steal children from home, to work in
gocret like thieves, Another is to
ravage my parish with the mean resolve
to take all our men if you can, while the
native population here sits at ite fire-

Micks' at the front. You know as well
as 1 do that the trick has been tried
with success in various places, and that
| it is going to be tried wherever it is
| feasible. Now, understand me clearly.

office. You are here, and I tell yon to
change your tactics or take the risk of
exposure all over this country—ihat is,
if you are as guilty as Cariin.”

# Oarlin exceeded his instructions,”
said Wiloox, swallowing the rage and
pride which choked him.

T accept your explanation and apol-
ogy,”’ Father John answered suavely.
‘«“And as your are close to important
offizials, I know it would be a real serv-
ioce on your part to warn them that the
olosing of manufactories, for the sole
purpose of leaving poor men without a
means of living and thus driving them
to the war, is bound to react upon your
important office. We are not fools, you
can understand by the maaner in which
we discovered and puanished Carlin and
Hyland.”

The offisial left with smooth words of
regret, and ate his anger as he went.
Father John had all the points of vant-
age in the affair: for the Government
ipstructions to recruiting officers in-
sisted on the utmost delicacy in deal-
ing with the people, and above all
things the avoldance of scandal.
Having settled with Wileox, Father
John took up the third and concluding
part of the problem with a light heart,
because it lay strictly within his own
domain, and could be settled at leisure
in his own fashion.

¢ The women seem to have got over

evening, as she poured the tea.

since 2"’ queried the priest.

she laughed at the same time.
indeed the gossoon

sido and laughs at the slaughter of ‘the |
L g

| I sent that message by Carlin for the |
one purpose of bringing you to this |

thelr scare since the last batch of boys
wint off to the war,” Kitty said that
“ So

“ Have you seen the widow O Neill

¢ And Phildy too, your reverence.
Never in all my life did I see such joy
as that woman has in her boy,”’ sald
Kitty, with tears in her eyes, although
¢ And

enough to earry a hen across the road ;
and as for his looks, well God help his
children if they take after him!"'

““ The last of a big family, Kitty—
the last of a fine fawily scattered to the
ends of the earth., Why shouldn't she
have joy in her one child, and she so
lonely ? No, the women are not com-
ing 80 often with their complaints, be-
cause not 80 many boys are enlisting—
in fact, none at all. And 1 may say

there will be none for a long time.” on.

Kitty reported this solemn utterance
to her cronies, to be borne to the utter-
most limits of the parish ; and along
with it went the information that on
the coming Sunday Father Brisbsne
would preach a long and lmportant
sermon on the great convulsion which
threatened the American Republie.
There had vot been much said in Sb.
Philip's on the subject, although the
other pulpits had blazed once a week
with patriotic eloquence. The news,
therefore, took on importance, and at the
last Mass the church was filled with the
porishioners. Among them in quiet

corners, sat two or three reporters,
wnd some insignificant non Catholies,
commissioned to report the quality of
the discourse to the interested.

Father John entered the pulpit with
a dignity peculiar to that day. From
the moment he appeared in the sanc
tuary until he stood in front of them
with the book of the announcement in
his hand, his congregation watched him
with an attention and admiration ac
corded in our flippant day only to the

greatest orators ; and the hush of ex-
pectancy among them would have done
honor to an O'Connell. After the
formalities and the reading of the
Sacred Gospel, he began a solemn
description of the great misfortanes
which now threatened the very exist-
ence of the Republic.

This nation, he said, had opened its
arms to the oppressed peoples of little,
storm-tossed Burope, and in particular
to the children of unhappy Erin.
Driven out by a barbarous government
and an apostate nation, the Irish had
found not only a home but an oppor-
tunity in the United States ; and their
gratitude was as wide and as deep as
the rea, in consequence. Now that
terrible danger menaced the nation,
the time had come to display that
gratitnde ; the place of every able and
untrammelled man was at the front,
rifle in hand, to defend the liberty and
integrity of the Union ; and, in due
time, no doubt at that point the Irish
wonld be found, Many of them, with
rash impertinence, had already thrust
their services upon the Government,
without waiting for those formalities
which obtain in all polite and civilized
communities. The Americans had,
with the help of France and Spain,
founded the Republic, and shaken off
the English yoke ; theirs was the duty
now to defend It—to take the fleld
first, and to invite whomsoever they
chose to assist them.

It pained him greatly to see the
cheap impertinence of certain members
of his parish who had rushed to enlist
before any native American had asked

to him and his parish for their united
gorvice., Pride ran so high that’it was
a full month before the fun-loving
people guessed the method of selection
employed by Father John in naming
the volunteers. It was then declared
that he had picked out the wild lads,
quite useless to their parents, the lazy
ones, the shiftless one . ; those without
home ties or relatives dependent on
them, the inveterate bachelors, and so
The laugh arose again ; but
Father John, while refusing to admit or
deny pointed ont that any court of
military men would have selected those
men as the best material out of which
to make veteran soldiers.

Popularity
Based on
I True Merit

The constantly
increasing

" sales
&M L7) of the
. ¥
New Century
Ball Bearing
Washing Machines

in 1 n of the
- have test
ed

¢

) by ywhere
at $3.50

Booklet will be 1 ed giving
full description on application,

THE DOWSWELL MANUFACTURING CO. LTD,

HAMILTON, €ANADA

s -

@Goucational.
Assumption College

SANDWIOH. ONT.

TIHC STUDIKS KEMBRACK THHE CLASS.
1ICAL and Commercl Oweurses. Terms,

including all ordinary expenses, $150 per an-

num, For full particulars apply to

Very Rev, R. McBrapy, C. 8. B,

St. Jerome's College
BERLIN, ONT.

Commercial Course

Latest Business

High Schoo! Course

Preparation for Matricu

llege Features.
atlon and Professiona

idies
College or Arts Course
Preparation for Degrees and Seminaries,
Natural Science Course
Thoroughly equipped experimental Laboratories
attention.

{ tuition onl

First-class board $150.00 pet
annum. Send for catalogue giving full particulars,
REV. A, L. ZINGER, C. R, PRES.

/) CENTRAL W;
7ol
STRATFORD, ONT.

A commerclal school of the highest

them, and had hastened to the front
before the natives had done more than
| discuss the existence of armed rebel-
f lion. The children of the men who had
‘ founded the Republic would know how
and when to defend it : it was not for
them to pretend to set an example ;
and he, therefore, forbade any man of
the parish to join the army without his
permission. However, that the fire of
gratitude and patriotism should be kept
burning, he would himself form a small

battalion of willing volunteers, and
have them trained in the military art in
the basement of the church, under a
| competent instructor ; and when the
‘ri;:hc moment came—when the Gov

ernor of the State asked for their ser-
vices—he himselt would select the
members whose glorious duty it would
bs to defend their country.

The solemnity of this discourse con-
cealed for a few hours the shrewd
humor, that informed its ponderous
sentences. After a few days the more
knowing began to laugh loudly in the
public places ; a reporter printed it in
full in the local paper and sent a copy
to the Governor ; this high official had
it reprinted in the Boston journals,
and sent copies to the leading citizens
of the State, whose slowness in recruit-
ing volunteers had much disgusted and
wearied him ; and the town officers of
Merriwell suffered such ridicule from
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