 the ditch, coolly and truculently-awaited the re-ap-’
-pearance of the young fugitive on: the other side to
fire upon him without mercy. ‘
The civic forces surrounded the frowning priest,
whose stalwarth frame, unblenching eye, and digni-
---fied demeanor-made them. hesitate for.a moment in.
. their meditated attack, and the more so, too, as the
. 'people also gathered around, although uharmed,
* ‘and formed an inner circle about their venerated
pastor. The leader of the yeos, however, scon pat
- an end to the suspense by - demanding the surrender

of the Popish priest in the king’s .name, and warg- -}

- - ing all abettors and defenders of their intended vic.
. tim that they incurred heavy : penalties if> they re-
.. gisted seizure or favored- his escape. An ominous
; . silence fotlowed, and the people closed their circle

hermetically, as.it. were, around their silent pastor.

A military-order was given, - ; :

. There was a clatter of arms, but the voice of the
- priest at once rang loudly above every prepara-
tion. - RN S oo
. % My people! 1 command you, in the name of
God, make no resistance.. These men, led here by
that vile spy, act by the orders of their superiors, —
I will surrender myself to. them, never doubting
bui that God will.protect both you and me, when-
ever it is His holy will.”
- The people would not break their circle, .

% Inthe name of the God who is with ye, I say,
let me pass! Iwill bave no blood shed at this
altar! Give way, in the name of the Lord—give

' way !" and the pricst strode into the midst of his re-
lentless enemies. .
"." In the meantimé the brutec who watched the boy,
waited and wondered that he did not appear.

He had the humanc intention of murdering him
as soon as possible, and of plunderingbhim of what-

+ ever he carried away, Blost of the.booty he in-
tended for his own' use, and as small a portion as
possible for his master, Bishop Whammond-—in.
deed, only as much as. would prove his zeal to that

. at prelate, and lay the foundation of further ex-
orbitant demands for himself. :

Qur readers will readily guess who the worthy
soul was who euntertained such high and laudable
intentions, However, he was doomed to disap-
pointment, for the lad knew his foul foes too well
to show & fall front to them, so he quietly dropped
into the dyke of the great ditch and ran aleng its
irench, crouched almost all-fours, until he reached
a gap iuto another field, which he rounded adroitly,
and so escaped all other surveillance. A shallow
sand quarry was his rext refugium, and a fir grove
afforded him a last place of concealment.

From this point he ventured to niake a general
reconnaisance, It was a commanding height, and
looked down on the plain of the linden tree and
the altar, The scene-that presented itself to his
view caused him to place his hand over his heart
where lay enshrined the sacred box entrusted to
him by the priest, and to fall upon kuees and face,

- and cry out audibly in vocal prayer—

4 Let Gad arise! and let His enemies be scattered !
and let them that hate Him flee from before His
face!”

What did the boy sce to provoke the attitude and
the prayer ? . S

He saw, as he looked wondering!

y on, the priest
in the act of leaving the protection of his flock, and
deliberately walking into the ranks of his ecnemies
—uand at the same instant, a tall commanding figure
suddenly appear from behind the great tree, followed
closely by a band of well-armed men.

The civic force drew lack as if by the effect of
an electric shock, leaving their captain mid-way
between the two military parties.

The Rapparces of Glory's Wood confronted the
soldiers of the king ; and sorry figures the said sol-
diers presentad before the true owners of the soil.

The fugitive poor boy drank in the whole scene
with thanksg'v.ng and am: z ment,

Captain Dwyer advanced a few steps impetuously,
sparthe in hand, and his men presentedarms. The
priest flung himself before the levelled guns in a
prayerful and imploring attitude—but the captain
only pointed with his weapon, whilst, with his free
hand he waived his hat and plume. .The holy fa-
ther tiirned round and seemed to look with utter
surptise at the king’s troops, fleeing in a rabble rout,
their arms abandoned,. and themselves in the ut-
terest state of terror and confusion.

The only villain of them all who still retained
an arqucbus being hie who had lain so long in wait
to slay the poor boy who was now a witness to his
ignominious discomfiture.

The captain preparcd to send a bullet after the
cowardly .rascal, but the priest again interfered,
placing one hand -on the deadly weapon, and with
the other pointing to the large cross crowning the
simple altar,

_ This sudden and unexpected state of affairs at
once decided the poor Iad to retruce his steps, and
join again the good father and his lock, who re-
ceived him with great satisfaction : and ail with
oue accord knelt down at the altar, and gave God
thanks for their happy deliverance from the mur-
derous fangs of the new enemies of Ircland.

. 'The Rapparee captain folded his arms and looked
on for a moment seriously and hesitatingly, but, at
last, yielding to the impulse of his early training,
and all his better nature swelling up within his

. heart, he flung himself down amongst the crowd,
and his men as readily followed his example.

1t wag a strange sight that early autumn morning
under the huge linden mass-tree, the altar, the
cross, the two groups of men, and the grey priest
giving thanks to God.

It was a group for Salvator liosa. The grim
woodsmen, with their unkerapt hair and beards and
pistoled belts and jaunty head-gear—the-peaceful
peasants in their rude attire, and their earnest devo-
tion—the abandoned arms in the background—the
cascade—the grassy road, and the Howering lime
trec.

[T0 BE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT.]}

The Hon, Mrs. Norton, who is now sixty-seven
years old, is about to be married to the Hon. George
Sterling Maxwell. She is a grand daughter of

- Richard Brinsléy Sheridau, and was brought up by
lier mother at Hampton Court. A volume of her
juvenile poems was published when she was only
twelve years.old. She was alike remarkable for
beauty and talent, and has written poetry and fiction
that have won for her considerable fame. Her first
marriege, with the Hon. Mr. Norton, a London
police magistrate, not having been felicitous, she

" mow ventures upon a second experiment, with a
' gentleman of mature years and.steady as u church,

" A $500,000 Firg ~~Hasrinas, N. Y., Dec. 27.—The
Hiidson River Sugar Refinery, an cxtcnsive establish-'
‘ment owned by Rotterhorn, Hopkesafferman & Dos-
*‘chér,-was destroyed by *fire .on Sunday afternoon.
- Tioss"about $500;000,  The * insarance is less than'
$3006,000... About one hundred and fifty men are

| Farewsl! to life, to gladnese, and to sorrow—

The sobbing waves in ocean’s arms are lying,
And nature strives to il them all to rest.

Then come, O,s0ul .of mine, while all-are sleeping
When warblers sweet fold cach flight-weary wing;,
When angel guards their voice watch-ars keeping
- wAround-the-prison-of thei1-Captive~King-—— -+
Come, let us think on death, while night is wreath-
ing B i i
Bright dewy bléoms 'round Mary's éarthly shtine;
For-as these flowers shall fade that now arc breath-
Cling, 0 ¢ : ] s
So“round our tomb the ivy soon shall twine.
Ah, yes | my, soul, at no far distant dawning
A sad and forced farewell we fain must say ;
To .all of earth, then with what tearful moasing,
. Dear soul, wilt thou desert thy frame of clay,
A snd farewell to all of Nature's beauties—
To all the friends we love so dear, alas!
To all our gladsome tasks and pleasant duties,
Which soon into another hand must pass!

A sad farewell to all the golden gleamings
That tinge the paths where we were wont to
roam ;
A sad farewell to all the twilight gleamings
From angel eyes that gem the rzure dome.

To want and woe, to self, to strife and pride,
To all the thoughts which we were wont to borrow,
From purling rill and blooming mountain side.

Farewell to all! Sad tears our eyes are shedding,
Which, as they fall upon earth’s bosom, sound
Like footsteps of sad mourners, softly treading
The dewy turf that wreaths some grave around,
My soul, we weep, yet why this sombre feeling ¢
1s it because we leave our all on carth ?
But list! as round these cvening shades are steal-

in;
- Bright angels whisper of our heavenly birth.

And can & child of heaven be sad when leaving
This vale of tears wlere she & while must roam

To gather merit-leaves and blossoms, for weaving
The crown which she will weariz her true home ?

No, no, my soul ; and these thoughts to us given
By Jesus’ love and grace, will show at last

The way totread the path that leadsto heaven,
Without a tear or sigh for pleasires past.

Oh, Jesus! grant that-there may be no weeping
When we thy creatures, speechless and alone,
Yieldiog to Thee the fruits of our life-reading,
Shall kneel before Thine awful judgment throne!
Ol then accept the pleadings of the living—
Say not unto our soul, “Thou cursed, depart !”
But listen to our sighs—our sins forgiven—
. And take us to Thy meek and loving heart.

Oh! take us where Thy face its light revealing
Fiils souls with joy which they can never say;
Where through an endless day bright angels knecl-

ing
Waft to Thy glorious throne their praising lay ;
Where their bright wings shall hover o'er us, shield-
ing
Our happy souls from earth’s forgotten pain—
Where farewells Lreathed on time's sad breeze are
yieldiog :
To an eternal “ Welcome Iome again!"

THE “LIBERAL" CATHOLIC.
A F'OOR BASS-WOOD SPECIES OF A CATHOLIC HE i3.

Dr. John Henry Newman, in his writings, draws
the following gentle but graphic picture of that
kind of Catholic who calls himsclf # liberal,” clain:-
ing a greater degree of liberality than the Church of
Christ, and whose weskness must appear to the
thinking mind as the result of ignorance or selfish-
ness, generally the former, Dr. Newman says:— °

We are like others in this, that we are men ; that
we are members of the same state with them, sub-
jects, coutented subjects, of the same Sovereign;
that we have a dependence on them, and have them
dependent on us ; that, like them we feel pain
when ill-used, and are grateful when well treated,
We need not be ashamed of a fellowship like this,
and those who recognize itin us are generous in
doing so. But we have much cause to le ashamed,
and much cause to be anxious what God thinks of
us,if we gain their support by giving them a false im-
pression in our persons of what Catholics ars bound
to be, what bound to believe and to do ; and is not
this the case often, and the world takes up your in-
terests, because you share its sins?

Nuture is one with nature, grace with grace ; the
world then witnesses against you by being good
frieads with you, you could not have got on with
the world 50 well, without surrendering something
which was precious and sacred. The world likes
you. and all but your professed creed, distinguishes
you from your creed in its judgment of you, and
would fain separate you from it in fact. Men say,
“'These persons are better than their Church ; we
have not a word to say to their Church; but Catho-
lics are not what they were; they are very much
like other men now. Their creed certainly is big-
oted and cruel, but what would you have of them ?
You cannot cxpect them to confess this; let them
change quietly, no one changes in public, be satis-
fied that they are changed. They are as fond ofthe
world as we are ; they take up political objects as
warmly ; they like their own way justas well ; they
do not like sirictness a whit Detter ; they bate
spiritunl thraldom, and they are half ashamed of
the Pope and his Councils. They hardly believe
any miracles now,and arc annoyed when their own
Lrethren officiously proclaim. them; they never
spcak of purgatory ; they are sore about images;
they avoid the subject of Indulgences; and they
will not commit themselves to the doctrine of ex-
clusive salvation. .The Catholic doctrines are now
mere badges of party. Catholies think of them-
selves and judge for themselves, just as we do ; they
are kept in their Church by a point of Lonor; and
a reluctance at seeming to. abanden a fullen
cause.”

Such is the judgment of the world, and you, my
brethren, are shocked to hear it ;}—Dbut may it not
be that the world knows more about you than you
know about yourself? ¢“If ye had been of the
world,” says Christ, the world would love it own;
but because ye are not of the world, but I have not
chosen you out of the world, therefore the world
hateth you.” So speaks Christ of His Apostles.
How.run His words -when applied toyou? ¢ 1f ye
be of the world, the world will love its own ; there-
fure'ye are of the world, and I have o/ chosen you
o1t of the wor'd, Lecause the world loveth you.” Do
not complain of the world’s -imputing to you more
than-is true; those who live as the world give color
to those who think them of the world, and seem to
form but one party  with them. In proportion as
'you put off the yoke of Christ; so does the world by
-a-sort of instinet recognize you, and thiuk well of
‘you accordingly, - Its highdst compliment is to tell
you'that-you diskelieve, - Oh,; my brethren, there is
an . eternal enmity Letween the world and  the

‘make light of their relics ?-- Does it not despise thé-
Sacraments? Does it not blespheme the awful
Presence which dwells upon our altars, and mock
bittérly dud flercely-at our belieying ‘that;‘:‘wvh,at‘i;
callg bread and wineis that very same Body and
Blood of the Lamb which lay in Mary’s woinb and

‘be better treated,than ,ourzLord and Hisj Mother,
and/His servants, and_His_works 7: Nay, what are
we, if we be better treated, but the friends of those
who treat us well, and who ill-treat Him ? P

1 “THE ARYAN OIRGIN OF THE GAELIC

RACE AND LANGUAGE.”
By tre Rsv. U. J. Bourkg, M. R I. A.
Tiere is scarcely one of our renders to whom the

| name of the erndite President of St. Jarlath’s Col-

lege is not familiar as.a housebold " word.. His var-
ied attainments, profound knowledge, and passion.
ate devotion to the language of the Gael have won
for him honor and esteem at home, appreciative re-
cognition and . respect in other lands. From his
earliest youth, Canon Bourke bas devoted himself
with a missionary zeal, in the brief hours he could
gnatch from his many and engrossing avocations,
to the study and investigation of the bistory and
language of a race which was mature in all the

"1 noblest arts of civilization long ages ‘before the

desecrating footsteps of the Danish invader first
polluted our shores. The carly works. of Canon
Bourks, his %College Grammer” and “Easy Irish
Lessons,” have found a permanent place among the
indispensible guides to the student of the Celtic
tongue ; and many Irishmen whom social prejudice,
or the ill-conceived spirit of gentility ef narrow-
minded parents, prevented from acquiring, in their
earlier years,a knowledge of the language of their
forefathers, have been enabled, by the aid of these
admirable hand-books, to repair & deficiency which
is,alag! we regret to write, becoming each day
more common,

The discredit into which the study of the Irish
language has gradually fallen amougst 1rishmen
forms the subject of the opening chapters of this
most recent and greatest work of Canon Bonrke
The philological value of the Celtic tongue has been
honourably recognized on the Continent: the
universities of Germany and Sweden have special
chairs iustituted for its study; Freachmen and
Italians are familiarised with itseminent usefulness
as  key to the proper prcuunciation of Latin,and
the elucidation of a number of intricate nroblems
connected with the transmigration of races, and the
relative antiquity of the great families of spoken
langaages. Scotland is using cvery endeavor to
perpetuate the language of the Gael in her moua-
tains by the teachings of her divines in the Celtic
vernacular, and amongst her students by the 1nsti-
tution of a professional chair in one of her universi-
ties ; Wales has clasped to her heart, with unutter-
able affection, the speech of her bards and chiefs
even in Eogland unmistakable signs have been
manifest of late years that the scholars of Oxford
and Cambridge are not insensible to the inestimable
treasure which the knowledge of the Celtic tongue
affords. In Ireland the ancient tongue is dying—
dying fast. As Father Mullen,of Clonfert, so beant!-
fully expressed it :—

« Tt is fading, it is fadixg! like the lcaves upon the
trecs;

It is dying, it is
breeze ;

Itis swiftly disappearing as footsteps on the
shore,

Where the Barrow and the Erne, and Lough-Swil-
ly’s waters roar,

Where the parting sunbcam kisses the Corrib in
the West,

And the ocean, lilke a mother, clasps the Shannon to
its breast,

The langurge of old Erin, of her history and
name,

Of her monarchs, and her heroes, of her glory and
her fame,

The sacred shrine where rested, through her sun-
shine and ber gloom,

The spirit of her martyrs as their bodies in the
tomb!

The time-wrought shell whe
centuries of wrong

The sccret voice of freedom, in anmal and in

song,

djing! like the western ocean

re murmured throngh

1s surely, swiftly sinking into silent death at
last,

To live but in the mcmories and relics of the
past.”

This strange decadence of a beautiful and anciert
language, Canon Bourke attributes to marifold
canses. The first and most important, after the
burning of the Irish manuscripts by the Danes,
was, in the opinion of the late Professor O'Cuny,
the occurrences of the Anglo- Norman invasion :—
_ “The protracted conflicts between thc natives
and their invaders were fatal not only to the vig-’
oreus resumption of the study of our Janguage; but
also to the very existence of m great part of our an-
cient literaturs,.. The old practice of reprodncing
our ancient books and- adding to them a record of
such events ax had occurred from the period of their
firet compilation, as wclt as the composition of new
and independent works, was almost altogéther sus-
pended.” .

According to the same authority, the discovery
of printing, at a subsequeat period, made - works in
other languages much more cusy of access than
those trauscribed by hand ju the Irish tongue. In
addition to these causes, quoted from O'Curry,Canon
Bourke believes that the proseriptive enactments
of Edward II1. and Heary VIII,, and the Penal Laws
against Catholics were mainly instrumental in dis-
couraging the use and study of Irish. In the reign
of Edward III, a statute passed at Kilkenny, for-
bade every person of English descent, or even'of
Anglo Norman extraction, from using the. Irish
language, under pain of forfeiture of his lands. In
the reign of the " monarch of the many wives,” the
spirit of the statute of Edward wasravived. - But it
was by the Penal Laws against Catholics : that the
most deadly blow was levelled at the Celtic tongne.
Every Catholic was at that time an- Irish speaker,
and the fury of the soldiery and yeomen was indis-
criminately directed against persons speaking the-
Irish lnnguage, and those professing the Catholic
roligion.  © Thoughslowly, vet surcly,” says Cavon
Bourke, “the prohibition against the Inish language
the contempt, the deterrent:action of - the yeomen,
the knowledge that noone step could be taken up-:
wards in the social.scale without .a knowledge of
the tongue of those in power, made the Irish pea-
snut feel the neceasity not only of learning English,’

the language ofhis fathers, . From: this view " re-
sulted the following : barbarous practice :—It was
nsual until recently for parents living in theé coun-
try districts to have what were called scores ' or- &
smell tablet tied to a string and suspended from:

{3heology:~The Trish universities are equally bar-
‘Huhg oti the' Crogs ? " What~arewe that we" “ghould’

but, also, as ic thought, of despising and ignoting |°

class just as these is a Hebrew or.a French
class ; but the language is nottanght to the stud-
-ents as H“?t”fprm_e_d an—egsential portion of their
bducation--second only in%jimpertance to that of

ren-fnresults) so” far ¥ Piddacing ‘Trish “scholats’
yextends,~ There js a chair of Gaelic in each univer-
-alty; but the lectires attract but few students, and
a knowledge of Irish is .not deemed necessary for
the passing of any examination, There is not we
believe, a single appointment in Ireland to. the ob-
tainment of which a thorough acquaintance with
Irish would :prove the slightest assistance, .French,
German, Italian, Spanish—any and all: of these
foreign tongues figure on the list either-of test or
voluntary subjects for public: examipation ; but we
have never seen a knowledge of Irish quotsd on an
examination'paper, at even & minimum value. The
territorial area in which Irish continues tobe spok-
en is growing each year narrower and more restrict-
ed. In many counties where persons of forty or
fifty years of age still.use Irish as their -langunge,
their children have been taught to despise the ton-
gue spoken by their parents. -The scope of Canon
Bourke’s erudite book is confined to the province
of Connaught—

# Where the parting sunbeam kisses the Corrib in

the West, ~ :

And the ocean, likea mother, clasps the Shannon

to her breast.” - .
%The Irish Isnguage,” says the author, “is fading
fast in 8ligo, Leitrim and Roscommon; fading in
Mayo and Galway, but not with that rapidity with
which it is being swept away from the face of the
three counties bordering on Leinster and Ulster, In
each of the two counties beaten by the waves of the
Atlantic, tke language of their fathers is still' spok-
en by nipe out of everv ten of the inhabitants
dwelling in the rural districts.” To arrest the
fatal progress of decay, to rescue from compiete ne-
glect and possible ‘eventval oblivion, the noble
-mother-tongue of ancient Eire should ‘be the aim
and endeavor of every true Irish patriot. Canon
Bourke giver, as bis opinion, that the hierarchy of
Ireland alone, including bishops and priests, can
make Irish Geelica success in Ireland, He adds
that a glight encourngement to the teachers of the
National Schools, who arc most auxious to-help the
cause, would do much good ; and he suggests that
burses should be founded in different colleges “ to
give free places to those students who, to the quali-
fications of respectable sckolarship, still add a scien-
tific knowledge of the Innguage of the Gael, To
build up the cdifice of the nation’s language much
is required. The people must be tanght to calti-
vateit. ‘The scholar must bestow his loving care
on it. All must be in earnest. The causes which
haveied to its decay must be removed and adequate
means adopted for its restoration. If Government
fail, as it will, to effect any permanent beoefit for
the living speech, it devolves on the great mass of
the Irish people to come to the rescue.””

We feel we have done but very inadequate justice
to a small portion of Canon Dourke's admirable
book, We have becn obliged, most refuctantly, to
refrain froman elaboratereview of the Yery'many
interesting chapters it contains, A weekly provin-
cial paper is so limited asregards space and range
of subject matter, that we have thought it better to
confine ourselves to a brief sketch of that -portion
of the work treating of the decadence of the Irish'
language, and of the most efficient means to be
adopted for itsrevival and preservation. Weheart-
ily commend the * Aryan Origin of the Gaelic Race
and Language” to the attention and pernsal of our
readers. Itis writtenina style at once clear and
forcible, logical and cloquent. Is there a question
to be proved, 8 Joubt to be solved, the author in-
variably artays his arguments in the convincing
form of a syllogism. Isthe imagination to be im-
pressed ? are the feelings to be appealed to Canon
Bourke rises at once to the lofty height of descrip-
tive eloquence, and his glowing words reproduice to
the mind of the readerthe ancient glories of Carnac
and Luxor. The classical scholar will see, with
pleasure, long-existing doubts as to the proper pro-
nanciation of the Roman tongue satisfactorily set.
tled ; and the true Irish patriot will rejoice thata
literary monument of such unquestinned value has
‘been raised to commemorate the glories of the
Celtic race and their Aryan toogne. The publica-
tion of Canon Bourlie's Jatest and most successfal
effort ought to stimulate Irishmen to & proper ap-
preciation of the value of the language of their fa-
thers.—Connaught Telegraph.

HEROES AND HERCINES.
BY J. F. L, D

How important it is to look well before you leap!
If I had done so, I should not now be under tbe
painful and humiliating obligation of making a pub-
lic recantation. Jecunt/ No dicliopary cortainsa
word which grstes so hashly upon an aathor's ears.
Starve Lim, stone him, hiss bim, hoot him, he will
bear it liko a martyr; but would yon make bim
furious, you have merely to whisper that terrible
word. Rather than retract one iota of his asser-
tions, he will grasp at a straw, and hold out talk-
ing nonsense for years, Your humble servant,
reader mine, confesses thnt he is no less obstinate
than the rest of his clan, butone weck's struggle
with evident truth and notorious facts, has thor-
oughly convinced him that he must surrender un-
conditionally, and trust to your clemency, . 1. hed
the hardihood to assert in the very noonday of civil-
ization, that the Lives of the Sacnts were inleresting.

That propogition I do now most sincerely and
heartily retract; moreover, deferring to the infalli-
bility of modern ideas, I do declare it to be false,
anliquated, and unsufferably reflective on the man-
ners of the present age; and finally, upon the ruins
thereof, I do establish the contradictory proposition,
—that the Lives of the Saints have long since.be-
come, and are likely long to remain, dry, unpala-
‘table, unintelligible, uninteresting. T
- Oh, if the compassionate public had but scen how
it panged my heart to be brought to sing.this
mournful recantation—how: often I threw my pen
agide, and cried’ that I would die sooner—how
anxiously I looked around from my corner to see if.
I could not, at any poiat, force my way through the

passed me—and how artfally, when I perccived that
cscape was impossible, I framed a score of : com-
promising propositions, all of which 1 was compell-
ed’ to reject—if the public, whoss principal virtues
are'charity and compassion, had seen this, I am sure
they would ‘have admired the heroism both of the
contest and. of the surrender, R
But now that I have retracted, see what a strange,
thing buman:'nature’is! - My pride of authorship,
which wasg the ‘sole obstaclo to my acknowledging
the. ‘truth - hitherto, : is ' become ‘just as urgent and
‘jealous’in - ‘defending 'it; for-I' must prove to my
-brethren,: the. anthors, that if I have departed from-

thrown out of employment, .

church.'l ’l'h‘o church:declares by the mouth of an

the necks of their children, -On this tablet the'

the traditions of our tribe, it - was only after as ob-

bristling array of facts and arguments which com- |-
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Life of a Saint. A fricnd of mine, who enjoys ex--
cellent opportunities for the research, and hasem-
ployed much time and diligence uporn it, reports.
the proportion of possessors now to be, on exact.
computation, one to sixty-three and a fraction.

" Now leaving out'the fraction, we must conclude

either that this class of books are insipid, or else—
which is inpredible—that thirteen to one of our all
devouring geuneration have not read all that is read-
able. I shall bave cause to remember till my latest
breath how sore I felt, while being tossed from one
horn to the other of this dilemma. But observe (3)
that not all who possess a book read it. I maybuy
a book because it is beautifelly bound, and may
serve as well to ornament niy table as any other
curiosity ; or I may buy it because the bookseller is
my friend ; or I may buy it that people may think
me religiously inclined ; or, what is more to the pur-
posc, I may not have bought it at all, but received
itasa gift. The bare fact, then, of my possessing
a book does not justify your concluding that I es-
teem it to be of any value. The true standard to.
judge by is mot possessicn, but use. A volume
which outlives its fellows for many « generation,
which (after you dust it) appears ae epotless and
glossy as when it left the printer’s hands, years ago
—such & volume has escaped the fato of the popriar
books, whichk generally become jaded after six
months’ handling, .

And now, gentle reader, tell the truth. Have you

ever secn a Life of a Saint wora out at the elbows ?
or jagged atthe corners (unless the children have
got bold of it) ? or showing any other sign of dil-
apidation? How peacefnily does Alban Batler of,
happy memory, sleep in our libraries! Books on
the right of him and books on the left of him are
hurrying restlessly from house to house, while he,
good, easy man, from the first day of January to the
last of December, may slumber on in undisturbed
majesty | Morcover (4) suppose some cne, in com-
pany, were 50 very impertinent, as to draw the con-
versation upon the lives of the saints-—a topic which
should be most carefully excluded from modern
conversation, unless there is absolutely nothing else
to talk about, and suppose he were to ask those of
our people who bear Christian names, in what ages
or climes their patrons lived, what wonders they
bad wrought, for what virtues distinguished—how
many, think you, could answer correctly 7 Try the
experiment and you will be persuaded, as I have
been, that the saints, and consequently the Lives
of the Saints are, in the present position of society
cxtremely dry and uninteresting.
. The foregoing facts staggered me, but the follow-
ing argument from reasom, while it explained the
facts, vanquished me completely. Here it isin
proof. Mankind fashion their heroes and heroines
as the Greeks and Romans did their gods and god-
desses, to suit their several tastes and inclinations.
You will find the idea developed by all the poets,
pasim.  From this I infer that no onccan be a popu-
lar hero or heroine whose testes are directly op-
posed to those of the multitude—who invariably
hates what they love, and loves what they hate ;
and, moreover, whose highest ambition isto e de-
spised by the multitude. Now this is, in a nutshell,
the character of the saints. It would not be a great
exaggeration to say that every thought, word and
action of ours, if not the precise contrary of that
which a saint . would think proper, would still be
judged by him, for one reason or other, sadly de-
fective., How unpleasant it would be to have a
St. Bernard in our midst, who would reproach usas
bitterly. by his silence, as by the highest flights of
his eloquence. How often a St, Stanislaus would
have shuddered and fainted bLefore he bad been an
hout in our compuny. It would soon become svi-
dent to both parties that there can be no true com-
panionship between the world and the saints of God.
I have used the world designedly for, though we all
protest w2 are not of the w3rld, we shoil find ourselves
bound to it by more ties than we imagine. Do we
not love ifs amusements ?. seck its favor ? fear to
be despised by it?

We have ‘before our eyes two sets of heroes;
those of the world, whom we know to be fools in
the sight of God, and those of God, whom we hear
the world call fools. Now which of these have our
sympathies?' Whose deeds form the subject of our
thoughts and our.conversation? I am not preach-
ing & sermon. I am simply stating why we find the
Lives of the Saints so uninteresting. The saints
were heroes, undoubtedly, bu¢ their beroism was
not of that kind which is now in vogue. If the
world shonld ever so far change, as to take the gos-
pel into its every day lite—its admits the gospel al-
ready on Sundays and other stated occasions—in
other words it the world should ever cense to be
that old “enemy of the Cross of Christ,” why, then,
naturally, enough, the people, instead of drawi g
their heroes and heroines from the. imagination of
novel writers would turn to seek them in the an-
nals of the Church. But until that (ar distant day
the Lives of the Saints must remein insipid and un-
interesting.

I have retracted my rash proposition and have
amply refuted it. I shall now advance another,
which I hope will approve itself to the minds of
the readers. It istrue that to a vitiated taste the
Lives of the Saints are not interesting, but at Teast
they ought to le and they are not, simply because the
public taste is vitiated. S

Those who complain that the Lives of the Saints
are dry, that the sermons are dry, that the Church-
services ave dry, that in fact everything is dry which
pertains to God and His oly Religion.. ..

. Now, if the readcrs would throw away those rc-
mances, which have heen chiefly instrumental in

corrupting their taste, and apply themselves earnest--
ly to reading the glorious cxpleits of the marty1s
and confessors, they would soon imbibe that spirit
of Christian virtue which is.there seen brought to
its highest degree of perfection, and before long
they would -derive a truer tolish snd a purer joy
from these unremewmbered tales, than they had de-
rived formerly from the; most ¢ cunningly devisedfud-
ey I'— Catholic Standurd, . ) .
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"ERECTION OF A'ROUND TOWER CAM-
. PANILE “AT EILLAGHTEE, CO.
" DONEGAL, TRELAND. -~
T'hat ¥ history repeats itself” is'n. {rite phrase,
but not the less, true for all that, The history of
the middle ages abounds with records’ of pilgrim-
ages to the Holy Laud, to Roine, to thé shrines of
celebrated -saints, or to the scenes of - extraordinary
miracles in different parts of Eidrope. Amid the
crags materialism of the, ninetcenth’ century, so

'} much celebrated for discoveries.in physical scicnce,.

-we algo witness pilgrimages to Lourdes, to Paray-le--
Monial, the T'yrol, &c., to. do.homage to the visible
manifostation of God's'presence amongst men, - Y ¢s,.
history repeats itself.-. Under . what different cirs
cumstancos, bowcever ! In those:bygong ages which
witnessed the vitality of the Christian!faith; the de-
vout and hevoic . pilgrim; with'a staff ini:his Liand;,
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