
which had afflicted it since the ar
rest of the previous day. The calm 
peaceful nighV—the eve of the bleseed 
Christmas Day—was unconsciously 
soothing my spirit. I had almost 
persuaded myself that this set-back 
to our plans was merely incidental 
and did not at all affect the success 
of the cause, when I found myself in 
the shadow of the Friary.

“The church stood in the middle 
of a graveyard as Is customary in 
Ireland. The white tomb-stones add 
crosses gleamed weirdly in the star
light. Every inch of the place was 
perfectly well known to me. yet I

other shepherds to bestow it. Which
ever one I put it on will be the 
Prince of the Shepherds, now that 
the real one is dead. Some one of 
these men over there on that side.

words. There was a note of com
mand in his voice at that crisis 
which I could not resist even if I 
would. Somehow, anyhow, I found 
myself in the crib-—part of the tab
leau which represented the birth of 
Our Lord! I, a hunted outlaw, with 
a heart torn by warring emotions 
was, by one quick turn of the wheel 
of fate, transformed into a shepherd 
of Judea offering a Iamb to the new
born Prince of Peace!

“All this, you will of course un
derstand, was done much quicker 
than it takes to tell. But short as 
the time was, the impatience of the 
police had manifested iteelf in re
peated knockinge and demands for

tion (which is not so peaceful after 
*11) ; but once In a while there 
•weeps over the country a wave of 
•upreroe disgust for all this, and be
fore people begin to realise It there 
is Impassioned speaking, secret drill
ing. pike-heads, and the 'rising of 
the moon.' At such a tim* the 

-young men see visions and the old 
men dream dreams.

“Well, so it was when I was a 
young man of nineteen or twenty. 
This old spirit had reasserted itself 
atid I was caught into the move- 
ment in my native town, as ««sily

to be so poorly clad, 
would like it, I am sure. That poor 
lad there, I think, ought to have it, 
for'—and here the lay-brother smiled 
whimsically—Tt is a long and a cold 
vigil, even if a blessed one, is be
fore him as well as the res* of 
them. I can't make up my mind 
which—'

“The old man never finished the 
sentence, for at that moment came 
a hurried, insistent, and yet not 
loud knocking at the door. I looked 
at him, to find hie eyes fastened on 
me. We stood for an Instant — 
though it seemed an age—transfixed. 
Then we Jjoth started for the door

by Brother Anth-

I arrived first.was in
and with.
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"If there in one memory of my 
- childhood." said the Sergeant, 
"which I hope will always remain 

-tiletinct. clear-cut, and unimpaired 
by the riide hand of time, it is the 
memory of Christmas; and if there 
is one memory of Christmas which I 
wish to have more deeply engraven 

on my mind as the years go by, it 
Is the memory of the Christmas crib 
*t the Friary Church in my native 

-town." ,
We were sitting in the reading 

room of the Public Library, a place 
where we often met either by acci

dent or appointment. This time it 
-was by accident. He had been glan
cing over the Christmas number of 
one of the magazines—out nearly 
six weeks ahead of time,— and one 
picture of a quaint Christmas crib 
in a French village church had es
pecially held his attention. With 
this as a beginning our low-voiced 
conversation naturally turned on 
Christmas, its meaning and obser
vances. The Sergeant, let me re
mark in passing, had not the im
possible brogue of a Mulvaney. Nei
ther was he the type mentally or 
morally of Kipling's soldier-hero, 
whom, at the time, I happened to 
admire, being young. We often 
«poke of Kipling, he and I, and he 
was always emphatic in his denunci

ation of that popular idol, for mak. 
Ing such a character as Mulvaney 
typify the Irish in the British army.

“The Christmas Crib," said he, 
when to my delight he spoke again, 
“was erected every year by the al
tar-boys under the direction of the 
lay-brother; the chutch was, you un
derstand, a Franciscan Church, and 
together with the-three priests there 
was also a lay-brother who acted as 
sacristan. Poor Brother Anthony, 
how well I remember him! He is 
was whose artistic sense demanded 
* larger and better reproduction of 
ithe stable of Bethlehem than was 
customary before his coming. He it 
•was who prevailed upon his supe
riors to obtain from Munich or 
«orne other place on the continent, 
figures of the personages in the Na
tivity tableau, which were actually 
life size, clothed with real woolen 
garments (or whatever the fabric 
was), and looking so realistic that 
at. a little distance one might be 
readily deceived into thinking them 
fleeh-and-blood actors maintaining a 
fixed rigidity of pose. Everybody 
was delighted with these figures the 
first year they came. The altar boys 
were particularly proud of them. 
One stalwart shepherd kneeling on 
one knee and wearing a long cloak 
with a hood over his head bore in 
hie arms a little lamb, as an offer
ing to the new-born Saviour, and 
the lay-brother informed us that he 
was “the Prince of the Shepherds." 
He was our particular pride, though 
of course the beautiful and life-fike 
figures representing the Blessed Vir
gin, the Holy Child and St. Jos
eph were not without their special 
appeal, not only to our artistic, but 
to our religious senee, also. There 
were besides the Prince of the Shep
herds at least a half a dozen others.
To accommodate all these you will 
•ee that the stable had to ne quite 
large, and so it was. For several 
years as an altar-boy I helped to 
construct it, and I have to-day 
vivid memory of it. In fact an im
portant incident of my life which oc
curred in connection with it makes 
me remember it all the more keenly.

“You see, about that time there 
liad sprung up in Ireland one of 
thoee periodic movements of armed 
rebellion against English rule. The 
fighting spirit of the race lies der- 
mant for years, and men try to free 
the old eountrv hv tummIhi 
tion (which 
all) ; but 
•weeps over 
supreme 
fore

father had been killed on a skirmish 
with the yeomen in '98, and partly 
because I was looked upon 
bit of a scholar.1 Anyway, thus it 
was as the season of Christmas ap
proached that year.

"Now from4, the time I was eight 
or nine years of age I had been an 
altar boy at the Friary. Two 
three years prior to this momentous 
Christmas, however, feeling myself, 
as the lay-brother ironically 
pressed it, 'too much of a man' to 
be on the altar, I had ceased to be 

regular server, though always on 
Christmas Eve out of friendship and 
regard for Brother Anthony I went
to the church to help In the con- |-those engaged in erecting and
struction of the crib. It was I who 
carried the figures down from the 
ptore-room in the belfry where they 
lay packed away carefully from 
Christmas season to Christmas sea
son again; and it was I who, under 
the old lay-brother’s direction, plac
ed them in the group which was so 
strikingly pathetic and effective in 
the eyes of the congregation at ear
ly Mass on Christmas morning.

“Well, this Christmas Eve I went 
as usual to the church. It was late 
when I arrived there, for our little 
circle of rebels had been holding a 
meeting that night, and it had been 
longer than usual, owing to some
thing which had occurred the day 
before. This was nothing more or 
less than the arrest of one of our 
members—the most influential man 
among us; a man of substance and 
standing, whose adhesion to our 
cause had been a great comfort and 
support to the weaker brethren. 
That there was a traitor among uls 
we suddenly realized. Yet, who could 
he be? A feeling of gloom, insecur
ity and suspicion pervaded the meet
ing. Some of the more fearless or 
reckless members tried to look upon 
the bright side of the affair, tried 
to say a few words of hope, but it 
was a failure. All these addresses 
began well, but dwindled down at 
the last to mere condemnation of 
the informer; and the one who most 
fiercely denounced the traitor was— 
well, it was that individual himself.

Depressed as I was when I left 
the meeting (some of whose mem
bers I was destined never to see a~ 
gain), by the time I had walked 
halfway to the Friary I had almost 
regained my usual buoyancy. I was 
young then and could easily shake 
off troiible even when, as in this 
case, it was a matter of life or 
death. The night was crisp and 
clear, and though there was no moon 
the sky was strewn with stare, end 
they blinked up at me with a re
flected light from the bosom of the 
peaceful river, as I crossed the old 
ivy-covered bridge which led to that 
part of the town where the Friary 
Church stood dark and silent. Of
ten and often had I crossed this 
bridge as a light-hearted boy. And 
now, though I did not know it, I 
was crossing it for the last time. 
Had I known it I would possibly 
have lingered a little longer leaning 
withstood the ravages of tint» for 
on the ivy-clad battlements that had 
hundreds of years, and that are 
standing to-day, I doubt not, ee 
strong and sturdy as ever. But I 
did not know then that the pla.id 
river flowing beneath was my Rubi
con; I could not see that every step 
of mine across the old bridge, that 
night, took me away forever from 
the oid home where I had been so 
happy. Perhaps it was just as well 
that all this was hidden from me, 
as I walked along, with my mind 
every minute losing some of the load 
which had afflicted it 
rest of the previous

ranging the crib.
“The lay-brother kept up a good- 

natured. scolding of me for my tar- 
diness as he led the way up to the 
crib, but once having got me within 
the circle of light, his manner cnang- 
cd; and turning upon me a keen eye, 
he said;—

Frank, my boy, you were never 
so late as this before. Take care 
of yourself. You are young, and 
may be led into wild ways. The one 
in whom you are most confident 
may be the one to betray you. Take 
an old man's advice, arid don’t 
put your neck in a halter!’

“I looked at the old man in am
azement. Could it be possible that 
he knew? But how could he know ? 
Was our secret no longer a secret ? 
Were the aims and names of the reg
enerators of Ireland known to every
body? These thoughts flashed 
through my mind instantaneously. 
The next moment my youthful buoy
ancy again came to my relief. After 
all, I thought, this might, be only a 
random remark of the old man's 
intended to frighten me a little for 
my lateness in coming to help him. 
This thought was comforting, and 
it was strengthened by the way 
Brother Anthony went on as If no
thing had happened, telling me how, 
without my assistance, he had tried 
to get the crib all arranged—for it 
stood completed, with the dim light 
inside seeming to proceed from the 
manger wherein lay the Child Jesus. 
My heart paid tribute to its beauty. 
The lay-brother told me that he and 
the altar boys had waited for my 
coming, but as I did not arrive at 
the usual time, nor for long after it, 
they had succeeded by great exer
tions in carrying the figures down 
from the store-room; and that then, 
it being late, he had sent the boys 
home, and had managed, himself, to 
get the tableau arranged. But as I 
gazed the crib there seemed some
thing strange about the group of 
shepherds. Suddenly it dawned up
on me that there was no Prinfce of 
the Shepherds! I turned and spoke 
to Brother Anthony.

" 'Brother Anthony,’ said I, 
'where is the Prince of the Shep
herds? Have you forgotten him?’ 

“The old man looked at me sadly.
" *Ah,' said he, ‘the Prince of the 

Shepherds will offer his little lamb 
to our Lord no more. In carrying 
the Prince down the narrow stairs 
of the belfry loft, to-night, the boys 
let him fall and he is ruined com
pletely.'

“There were tears in the lay- 
brother’» voice. I expressed my sin
cere sorrow at the disaster, for to 
Brother Anthony the breaking of one 
of his Christmas figures was nothing 
lees than that.

“ ‘His little lamb is there on the 
floor of the crib in the straw,’ said 
the old man, speaking again, 'and I 
have bis cloak here. I have been 
trying to dcH.ie upon which of the

this way. Oh, I know they are com
ing for you. Run! Run! Oh Frank-1 

“The agonized voice broke into 
sobs. I opened the door and clasped 
the hands held out to me. It was 
not the first time I had clasped 
those hands but it was destined to 
be the last. Before I could say a 
word the lay-brother was speaking.

Mary,' said he, for he knew the 
girl also*, 'go home out of this like 
a good girl. Go home, child, go 
home. These are troubled times and 
people should be inside doors at 
such an hour of night. Go home, 
now, child, and God bless you. And 
don't fret about Frank, i'll take 
care of him for you, never fear, and 
save him with God's help!’

“He severed our hands, pushed 
her gently and pityingly into the 
darkness, drew me inside and locked 
the door. Again, though I did not 
know it, another link with the past 
was broken never to be welded.

‘Well, now, Master Frank,' said 
he 'tis a fine mess you're after get
ting yourself into.'

I made no reply. Indeed I had 
not time to make one, were I so 
disposed, for even at that moment 
we heard the steady tramp, tramp 
of tlie police on the graveled path
way without. At the ominous sound 
Brother Anthony, for all his years, 
suddenly developed a surprising agil
ity. Ho seized me by the arm and 
dragged me toward the sanctubry 
for I was for facing the police and 
making a fight for liberty. The 
thought that those men outside were 
the enemies of my country whom 
had so long planned to meet, sud
denly filled me with rage, and
shook off the grasp of the lay-bro
ther, and had taken a few steps to
ward the door, when his hand closed 
on my wrist again, and in an im
passioned whisper he begged me to 
desist.

“ 'In the name of God,’ he im
plored. 'don't be such a fool!’

“I did not know what his plar 
wis. I bad none of my own. He 
told me afterwards that he had 
thought at first of sending me out 
the befry door, but immediately re
membered that this door was fami
liar to the police and would surelv 
be guarded. We both stood utterly 
perplexed and resourceless. But on 
Brother Anthony’s part this was on
ly for an instant. An imperious 
ktoock at the door and the stento
rian tones of the police sergeant de-, 
manding entrance 'in the name of 
the law,' instantly started his'shrewd 
wits to work. He told me, Plater 
that night, that he had prayed to 
the new-born Light of the World 
for light in this emergency; and he 
unquestionably received it. Still 
holding my wrist he dragged rather 
than led me toward the crib. And 
there stooping suddenly he picked 
up the useless cloak and cowl of the 
Prince of the Shepherds, and with 
one deft movement covered me with 
it completely.

" 'Now,' he whispered eagerly, 
'up, up!—get up in the crib. Inside 
—inside! Kneel down on one knee 
like that shepherd there! Get behind 
him a little—there! Here, hold this 
Iamb in your cloak—head your head 
lower! Pull the cowl down farther 
—there, that will do. Now in God’s 
name, boy, stay that way. Keep 
cool, and pray hard to the Babe of 
Bethlehem, and God may see you 
safely out of this terrible danger!'

“Sorely puzzled I was at first by 
these extraordinary actions and di
rections of the lay-brother. But, ac
customed all my life to obey him, 
my bewildered brain now instinct
ively followed the suggestion of his 
hurried, yet clear and peremptory 

There was a note of com- 
in his voice at that crisis 

I could not resist even If 
I found 

tab-
tlie birth of

heard the heavy tramp of the men 
as they entered. They were very 
respectful to Brother Anthony. Most 
of them were Catholics and came 
there to Mass every Sunday. Jlut 
their sergeant was firm. They had 
information that the man xhey 
wanted was here and they were de
termined to find him. There was a 
cordon of police around the church. 
It was impossible, they said, that I 
could have escaped. I must be here. 
The lay-brother said nothing. Once 
indeed he had retorted to some 
question of the sergeant: 'If you 
think he's here, find him!' Then he 
knelt down and began to say his 
beaidti, as if the midnight visit of a 
squad of police was a mere meitVent 
in his life.

“Several of the policemen had each 
lantern which they proceeded to 

light. I could hear them moving a- 
round from place to place and T con
jectured (for I dared not move my 
head to see) that they were search
ing all parts of the church. T could 
hear the tramp of their feet on the 
stairs as they went up to 'o0k 
through the choir gallery. The po
lice sergeant stood exactly in front, 
of the crib, directing operations. 
eyes were fixed upon the figure of 
Our Lord in the manger. He seemed 
to smile tip at me and give mo hope 
and courage. Yet the ordeal was 
terrible and I don’t know 'how I 
bore it. Once or twice during the 
search the sergeant approached the 
crib, and I could feel that ho was 
gazing with curiosity at the tableau 
within, which, in marked contrast 
to the remainder of the church, was 
lighted—somewhat dimly, thank 
God, or I would not be here to-day, 
but still enough to show its simple 
beauty. At these times my position 
was most trying. I felt sure that 
I was swaying, stirring, twitching, 
betraying myself in a hundred ways.
I prayed—ah, how I did pray!—and 
yet it seemed almost certain that T 
must be discovered.

Doings in Germany.
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“But no. The church was thor
oughly searched in all parts. Pel fry 
and dhoir and sadristy were explor
ed. Remote corners were revealed 
by the lanterns' rays. One zealo: 
policeman even went around behind 
the crib to make pure I was not hid
den there. But all reported the 

He’s not here.’ To me 
seemed to have passed when I heard 
the sergeant call his men together.

‘Well, Brother Anthony,’ said 
he, 'our bird has flown, evidently. 
We are Very sorry for disturbing 
you, but duty is duty. We leave you 
now to complete your work on the 
crib—I believe that’s what you call 
It—which, though I am not a Catho
lic, has interested me very much. 
Those lay figures of yours ore very 
good, and life-like enough, indeed. 
That shepherd, there, with the ex
traordinary realistic. He is almost 
as big as one of my biggest men 
over at the Barrack. If he were 
living, now, Instead of being merely 

stuffed wax-work, we’d have him 
in the R. I. C. in less than no

'And laughing heartily at his 
own jest the officer bade his men 
fall in.' And then—then, I heard 

the door slam upon them, and I 
knew that I was safe !

“I remained hidden with Brother 
Anthony in the church for a few 
hours longer, until we were sure 
that all immediate danger at least 
was over, and then, jurft before 
dawn, I bade him an affecting good 
bye, apd slipped cautiously down to 
the river bank, where I roused from 
sleep one the members of our circle- 
a fisherman. Into his 'cot' (as the 
little fishing boats are called) we 
both of us tumbled, and with myself 
at the oar and he at the paddle we 
dropped down the river favored by 
an ebb tide, just as the first faint 
streaks of gray began to usher in 
Christmas Day. We swept under the 
dark arch of the old bridge, and 
passed the quay with its black 
bargee beside it. Then under the new 
bridge we floated and saw the dawn 
begin to gild the ruined .battlements 
of the old castle. Then we were 
away through the devious windings 
of the river, and I had looked mv 
last on my dear old native town.

Arid that’s why," said the Ser
geant, rising and looking at hie 
watch, “I am likely to remember 
while I live Christmas and the Christ 

ias crib."
“But, Sergeant," queried I, “who 

* you that 
but 

narra-

On October 12 the Catholics of 
Hesse held a great meeting at 
Mainz, those of Nassau at Wiesba
den on October 13, to meet their 
leaders, deliberate on the burning 
questions of the day and devise ways 
and means of defence against the 
ever-growing attacks of the enemies 
of the Church. From among the ad
dresses made at Wiesbaden we single 
out that of Dr. Horen, member of 
the Reichstag, who spoke on the 
duties of Catholics in political life. 
“Religious antagonism," he said, 
“has become so acute that if it con
tinues it will be impossible for u« 
Catholics to live in peace in our 
country. The outrageous insults 
that are scattered broadcast by our 
enemies w¥ll only make those who 
love the Church cling closer to it, 
yet we must meet these falsehoods 
and calumnies, for by so doing we 
at the same time fight the modern 
anti-Christian spirit. Our enemies 
attempt to invent a distinction be
tween religious and political Catho
licism, but the two can pever be 
separated from each other. 'Ultra- 
montanism,’ as they choose to dub 
political Catholicism, which upholds 
the interests of Catholics in public 
life, is a thorn in their side. Nothing 
is so hateful to them as the serried 
ranks of the Catholics, our self-con
scious strength and the clear aims 
for which we arc striving." The 
speaker claims for the Catholic cler
gy the right and the duty of taking 
part in the public life of Catholics, 
for it is surely their duty to defend 
the Church.

In this connection we are happy, 
by way of illustration, to repeat the 
report which Father Bvnno, the elo
quent and popular Provincial of the 
Capuchins in Bavaria gives of an 
audience he had with the Holy Fa
ther. " ‘My son,’ said the Holy Fa
ther to me, ‘do you go into the 
meetings of Catholic societies?* I 
said yes, and at that moment I felt 
very happy to be able to say yes, 
for I should have sunk under the 
floor with shame, If I had been oblig
ed to say: ‘No, Holy Father, I only 
go into the Church and for the rest 
I abide in my cell.' 'You do well/ 
said His Holiness, and continued; 
‘Some French bishops visited me 
lately and I said to them; Tell your 
clergy that they must not only 
preach, but must go among the peo
ple, seek the people where they are 
still to be found, gather them in 
Catholic societies, and thus restore 
Catholic life.’ And the Holy Father , 
dismiseed me with these words: 'My 
son, you may repeat my 
everywhere.’

Both at Wiesbaden and at Mainz 
earnest appeals were made on behalf 
of the Albert/us Magnus Society in 
aid of Catholic lay students at the 
universities, a society founded only 
five years ago at Treves and already 
spread all over Germany. We need 
not only priests, we also need Cath
olic plhysicians, lawyers, judges, 
government functionaries, gymnasi
um and university professors. “This 
is a matter of life end death to 
us," said Professor May at Mainz. 
—The Messenger.

Bigotry in ".
Sir Edmund Barton, the Prime 

Minister of Federated Australia, is, 
as befits one in his position, a gen
tleman of broad views, and when 
during his recent trip to Europe he 
paid a visit to Rome, he was intro
duced to the Holy Father by Cardi
nal Moran, of Sydney, and had an 
interesting audience with Hie Holi
ness, by whom a medal was present
ed to him. Having returned to Aus
tralia, he mot with hearty greeting» 
from the bulk of the New South 
Wales population, and a meeting was 
held at the Sydney Town Hall on 
October 18th to tender him a for
mal welcome. The enlightened Or
angemen of the colony had read of 
the interview with the Pope and 
were up in arms. A large body, con
sisting of members of the lodges, 
endeavored to break up the meet
ing, and when the attempt failed in
terrupted the speeches in a disgrace
ful way. They are now organizing a 
political agitation against him. It 
may be taken for granted that the 
agitation will not only fail, but 
bring discredit and discomfiture on 
those who support It. If the ob
scurantist and intolerant views of 
the Orangemen were to prevail, the 
state of affairs which prevailed in 
Europe during the disastrous war» 
of religion would be renewed In themm
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