-

1he Vision fn the Chalice.
—_—
'he priest before the altar
Tmo’ﬁd with uplified eyes,
His heart deep stirred within him,
To offer the Bacrifice.

Ti rning's golden splendor
.'i"h:g:zh l.u‘e chancel window streamed,
Till like masses of precious jewels
The radiant colors seemed.

But around the central pleture
Of the Cnrist upon the K o
It shone like A wondrous halo
As the priest upgazing stood.

The prayer of Consecration
Alonr l‘:o low and olo‘:::”
at the mystic sen!
%w«* dow:{ in holy fear,~

Bowed lowly over the Paten,
A he 100k in his hands the Bread;
And likewise the mystic sentence
Over the Cup he sald.

When lo! in the golden Chalice,
Distinet in the purple wine,
He saw reflected the Image
Of the Crucified Form Divine.

Filled with a sudden tremor,
His eyes deep fixed on the sight,
Scarcely the prayer he [vilowed,
Or kuew If he sald it uright,

Trembling with adoration,
He lifted the Cha!lce mf’ N

As upholding the sucred Burden
Between the esrth and the sky.

And still when the Chalice he lowered,
Distinct in the purple wine,

From the chancei windows reflecled,
Hesaw tbe Image Divine,

Did he hear in the hush that followed
The woras of his Lord anew,

Brought down by the Church thre’ the ages,
The mystical eha. 46, “Lhls do” ?

Did he hear from the Holy of Holles,
The s-cret, eternal siirine,

The Priest who I8 P 1¢st forever
Renew the assurance divine ?—

“Lo !l am with you alway,
Blessing the Cup Lhat you bless;
Under the Hread you have broken,
My Presence proclalm and confess.

“Lo! I am with you alway,
Mine own command to falfl,
1am the Sacrifice offered,
The i riest and the Vietim still.

“Lo! Iam with you alway,
Keeding the flock that you feed :
MK{ Flesh the manna unfalling,
¥y Blood the uriuk indeed.'’

O blessed, O wondrous commission !
It seemed to the lowly priest
Like & preclous new revelation,
As he shared with his flock that Feast,

And ever enshrined in his bosom,
He treasures with holy awe
The memory of the vision
‘That, veiled In the Challee, he saw.
HARRIET MCEWEN KIMBALL, in The Inde-
pendent,

PHILISTA.

Meurice F. Egan In Catholic World.
I

It was Sunday in Philista. Philista is
atown in one of the Middle States, It
contains  several flouriching pottery.
works, a catal, and numerous first famil
ies of inteuse respectability, The first
families are very arstocratic and exelu-
sive. They know who their grandfathers
were; and 1 Philista, given a grandfather,
a gencalogy of radiance is easily construc.
ted, Of late » genealogy has become go
necessary a part of every well-regulated
household in America that the family-
trees of the Philistans are much regarded
by visitors; and the old graveyard,
which dates much beyond the time when
Washington crossed the Delaware, has lost
one or two of its tombstoner, so great is
the rage of our generation for memoriale
of its ancestors.  The Stokes, of Beverly,
Del., for instance—whose family congress
is beld in September of every year—have
in their parlor, between the spinning-
wheel of their alleged great-grandmother
and a suit of armor hovght in New York,
one of the tomb stones of Philista neatly
framed in gold. What can be more con-
viucing of the antiquity of a family than
this] Gorsip may maliciously say that
the Stokes bad no grandfather. But even
Gossip ought 1o be silent in the presence of
a tombstone,

It was Sunday in Philista, and it was
Sunday at the Catherwoods’, which is the
concentrated ersence of all the Sabbutarian
characteristics of the Philistan Sunday.
The street was very quiet.  The sunshine
feil hot ou the well-swept pavements ; the
leaves of the paper-mulberry trees rustled
lazily, stirred hy the ghost of a breeze: It
was at that hour on Sunday when the
smell of roast beef taken from the oven
has been dissipated, when the baked pota-
toes are cold and mangled, and the “help”
in the Philistun kitchens sofily clatter the
dishes and murmur, “I know a happy
land,” only rising to high C when the
breaks anything,

It was a drowsy and wretched hour.
Dinner was done ; the younger Philistans
had, on August Sandays, nothing to look
forward to. There was not even the mild
diversion of the cold-weather Sunday-
school or Bible-class, All the hooks per-
mitted to be read were of the kind that
the young Philistan despised—*“memoirs”
of holy Methodists and pious Baptists, the
doctrine of predestination arranged in an
attractive primer for the use of the young,
and school-books about cousumptive
little hoys who would not play on Sunday,
aud who died young. To add to the hor-
ror of this time, when the sweet hope of
dinner that bad buoyed up the youang
soul through the long sermon of the
moruing had been lost in fraition, the
parlor vigans aud melodeons in Jackson
Street weie let loose.  To whistle would
have been profanation ; to draw a violin-
bow acros: the strings sacriloge ; to touch
a piano, except to bring forth some sauc-
timonious tune, would have made the
Sunday suusoive sssume a rakish and
week-day look in the eyes of the Philis-
tans, But to manipulate the melodeon
- narlor organ, of which instrnments of
* each house in Jackson Street pos.
was considered the proper

o,
torture
pesed  0ne, 2
i;,‘inegl fm.‘ 5'\"1(],1,2 And now, to such an
accompaniment, veices, youny, old, and
middle-aged, were humming the various
vocal arrangements °f Moody and San-
key. Heard through the hot air, “in the
hush of the sunthine,” there was some-
thing indescribably dreary in the sounde,
It seemed as if all Jackson Street had
taken to th's dismal form of amueement
because there was nothing else to do.

The elder Miss Catherwood sat at her
melodeon in the little parlor murmuring
“Beulah Land.” The door was slightly
;.. kept €0 by a brick,in an embroidered

-hich was wedged between it and

'ctfwef:’arnc. On week-days the door was
:'J;wu . on Sundays iv was thought proper
;

1o keep it sjar. The window-shutters
\:ere"‘bnwed,” and the room was in semi-
gloom. The chromo of “Washington crosa-

ing the Dolaware,” and the oil- g of
ols Mr, Catherwood in the suit he wore in
the great Federal procession in Philadel-
phia, were carefully covered with pink
gouze to keep off the flies. On the
marble topped table near the window was
a big bible, and upon it a glass case con-
tain| ’l pyramid of wax fruit, supposed,
out o re-?oet for tradition, to be very
natural. The wall-paper was covered
with large green roses with gilt leaves,
and the carpet was red and green, Tidies
of worsted work were arranged in a math-
ematical manner on the of the hair-
cloth sofa and the chairs, On Saturday
every atom of dust had been ruthlesly
traced to its lair by the Misses Cather-
wood and exterminated. While Miss
Catherwood sang, Miss Tamar Ann, her
sister, sat in her rocking-chair and moved
noiufeuly to and fro.

The elder Miss Catherwood bad a placid

expression mot unlike that of a sheep.
Her face was white and wrinkled, but of
a different kind of whiteness from that of
the two tight, white curls which were vis-
ible on either side of her forehead, She
wore a grey gown of stiff texture, and a
lace collar fastened by a bLrooch in the
form of a cross made of hair, Miss Tamar
Ann resembled her sister in appearance,
but her hair was oaly spriuli ed with
gray ; she wore no cap; she was chorter
and more alert; her eyes, black and rmall,
were alwaya in motion ; and, to mark her
juvenility, she had her gray gown disten-
ded by a hoop of the fashion that came in
when the Empress Eugenie ruled the
world. !
Miss Catherwood’s Blim, long hands
and low voice glided from ‘‘Beulah
Land” into “Almost Persuaded.” It was
doleful enough. Au unusually big fly
perched on Miss Tamar Aun's palm-leaf
fan, and, being disturbed, bummed drows-
ily among the green slats of the blind at
the window. Miss Tamar Ann dropped
ber fan, ceased to rock herself, and quietly
coutemplated the hot brick wall across
the street. There was no other occupa-
tion left for her on Sunday, except to
read the bible, as she “did not play the
parlor organ,”

Miss Catherwood’s voice broke on one
of those particularly strained votes which
the adepts in Protestant devotional eing-
ing so often use.

“I was thinking,” said Miss Tamar Ann,
in monotone suitable for the time, “that
it was a day like this when poor little
Jimmie Reed was drowned. It was an
awful warning to Sabbath breakers. e
would go to fish in the canal, and he fell
in, you remember ? It was on the 15th,
the Sunday after 1 turned my black eilk,
and I remember thinking, ‘I hope Jimmy

ut on his clean underclothing, for if he
didn’t his mother would be so mortified.’
Dear, dear! And to think of the poor
child going to perdition that way !"

Miss Catherwood had not attended to
this remiuicceuce. Iler eyes were full of
tears, The dismal hymns she bad bheen
singing were very pathetic and solemn to
her. They brought iuto her heart a
yearning that almost broke it—a memory
of the.dead which was nothing but a2 mem-
ory.

“Almost Persuaded’ brings back Ros-
alia to we, Tuwar, I have heard the
Romauists pray for their dead. It would
be a great relief to pray for Rosalia now,
or to pray to her, if she is in the ‘Beulah
Land.” "

1f Mirs Tamar Aun had been a Catholic
she would have made the sign of the crosy;
but she detested the sign of the cross,
except as an ornament for the collar orin
a patch-work quilt.

“T am surprisel at you, Jane !” she
said, shaking her head, “Poor Rosalia
married a Papist and died young ; and if
John O'Brien badn’t sent for a priest at
the last, she'd have died a Baptist
and the Catherwoods would have been
spared the disgrace of seeing her buried
among the Irish Catholics. I don’t under-
stand how she could have done it. 1 saw
some of their crucifixions in the Belgian
exhibit at the Centennial Exhibition,
They were really distressing.  But we've
always done our duty by Alice, and seut
her over among that low crowd at St,
Dridget's, as we promised her father when
he died. There’s no denying it goes
against the grain, and it’s a disgrace [
Alice sticks to her religion who’s going to
mariy her, I'1 like to know 7 Not that I
think ¢he’ll stick to it when she sees how
very low everybody considers it.”

“Idon’t know,” answered Miss Cather-
wood, “I can’t tell. T wish,” she added
with some fierceness, “that John O'Brien
had rnever met our Rosalia,  If she was
right, Tamar, we're wrong. And if she’s
in heaven, we'll—but 1 want to see her

wouldn’t be heaven, if the wasn’t there 1)
"Sister 1 q
Miss  Tamar  Ann's eyes actually |

'

my part,” she said, iu a voice
wove the appropriate monotoue,

V' than find there’s nothing in all |
le curs wgainst idolaters, I de-|
clare I wouk
t knock sounded ar the door,

dl|

ed opeaafter Miss Catherwoc
‘omie in.
yentlewomen weie very much flot
a young man entered, He
tall, with hrown hair ¢l
cropped, a wide brow, full, bright 1
eyes 5 a thick, reddish moustache covered |
his Tips, but the chin it 1oft visible was too
fiuely moulded fora man’s, He smiled
good humoredly at the Misses Cather
wool, and fumbled with the red rose in !
the buttonhole of his light tweed coat,
He gave Miss Catherwood his tall white
hat, which she placed on the cover of the |
wmelodeon, and then he esked if he might
see Mivs Alice,

Miss Catherwood said, “Certainly.”
And thon, with a little flush on her
cheeks, “Shall Itell her your name " i

“Mine 7 Oh ! I beg pardon,” the young |
man answered, with a crispness of accent |
and aslight trill of the “r” that contras- |
ted plearantly with Miss Catherwood's
rather  ftlat enunciation. “Cornelius
Blake.”

Miss Catherwood and Miss Tamar Ann |
smiled.  “You are the young gentleman |
Alice met at her cousin’s in Philadel- |
phia 7" : y ‘

“Yee,” he said.  “She was kind enough
to ask me to come to see her, and, as1|
was obliged to—but here she is.”

A girl not much over twenty had
entered from the back room, She paused
for an instant on the threshold, and
glanced quickly at the visiter, as if she

oy

again ! 1 want to see her again! It|t

r go to a place where the Good | al

close- | !
|

| him talk you would have thoagh

had heard his voice but was not quite
sure who he was. She was a slight young
girl, baving dark brown hair and large,
fny-hlua eyes too densely fringed with
ashes not to give her face what the peo-
ple in Philista called a “peculiar” expres-
sion, Her face was o pure oval, and her
nose—a feature which nature seems to find
the most difficult to mould eorrectly—just
escaped being Grecian by being a trifle too
much “tip-tilted.” It was an Irish type of
face, in which a certain vigor of outline
was corrected, or rather contradicted, by a
delicacy of color and meagreness of flesh
which are often observable in an Irfsh
type grafted here. Her face was quiet
and pleasant in expression ; her complex-
ion had a singular opaque whiteness,
which, as it intensified the color of her
eyes, was coneidered by scome an additional
beauty, by the Mieees Catherwood a sign
of the heart-disease of which her mother
died. She moved with the gentle air that
characterized both her aunts, She smiled
as she entered the room and shook hands
with the visitor, Miss Catherwood and
Miss Tamar Aun at once arose to leave the
room. It was one of the rules of etiquette
in Phlista that old people should always
disappear when the young folk had vii-
tors.

“I hope you'll invite your friend to
tea, Alice,” Mies Tamar Aun said,

“This is Mr. Blake—""

“Ob! yes,” said Miss Tamar Ann, *‘we
know,”

“I  don’t want to interrupt your
music,” said Mr, Blake, showing a very
good row of teeth to both aunte, and
appealivg to Miss Catherwood. “Do go
on 'wit‘l your music. 1 am very fond of
it.”

'There wus an oppressive silence.

Music! The mention of the term in
cornection with the singing of bymuns on
the “Sabbath” seemed most incongruous
to the sisters, Music, as music, was not
for the Lord’s day.

“I declare, Miss Catherwood,” continued
the visitor, with his brightest smile, think-
ing he had not eaid encugh, “if I have an
idol in this worli—if 1 have aun idol in
this world,” he repeated, fancying from
something in Miss 'i‘amar Ann’s look that
she was deaf, “jt is—"

“We don’t speak of 1dols,” murmured
Miss Tamar Anp, nervously drawing closer
to the young man., “It might hurt Alice’s
feelings, She’s a Romanist,”

The young man lost his smile for a
moment, and then laughed,

“So am [!” he said,

Miss I'amar Ann gazed at his fashion.
able suit of clothes in amazement, The
Catholics in Philista were, she said after-
wards, “such a very different class of peo-
pl“.n

“Well,” spoke Miss Catherwocd, “sister
and I have rome reading to do. I hope
we'll sce vou at tea”

But in order to be polite, and perhaps
to charm the Romanist with some sacred
sorgy she played “Almost Persuaded,”
with a slight variation caused by the B-
mejor key in the treble part of the melod-
eom having met with an secident,

“To think,” complained Miss Tamar
Aun, when the sisters had settled down in
their bed rooms to read an appropriately
gloomy book, *“that a nice young man
like that should be obliged Ly the Pope
to end all his prayers with an invocation
to the Virgin 1”

“It’s a good thivg for young men nowa-
days if they pray atall,” Miss Catherwood
enswered.  “Most of them don’t.”

11.

Cornclins Blake was “a promising yourg
man,” His father and mother had come
over from Ireland, with a little money
carned by shop-keeping in Cork, before
the famine. They had settled among the
Philadelphians and done well. They were
frugal, careful people, and their six chil-
dren found themselves with a snug sum to
begin life with when the old folk had
passed away. Cornelius was the second of

ad been called “bright.” He had
ough the various grades of the
publicschoel without much etudy or
thought, e was locked on by his teach
ers as a “promizing boy” and when he
went into business, first as an entry clerk
in adry-gooda establishmenzt and after
warda as o commercial traveller for a silk
house, cctive had clung to him.
Maving, 1 kis father, been frugal, he
saved alittle money, to which, whnen his
father died, he added the comfortabla
amount bequcathed to him. Then Le

| threw  up  business and  studied law

in one of the multitudinous law-offices
which abound in his native city. He
wsotered Blackstone avd other text-books
put into his bhauds with a fatal facility
had been wade second nature by the
icial training of the public schools,
He had never thought about anything in
hia life for more than three minutes. If
he did not resch a conclusion then he
“gaveit up.”

ot himself,
\

icalarlv  of his wental
eat respect for the news
papers, although be made sprightly gibes
p Y He cor d material pro
teatnesy and poverty
eat tollowed upon gnevous
f American civiliz

iltiles 3 but 2

nded irre

et Commmnution,
for what he

none to

through,’ ve heard
that be

had been dyed, religiously speaking, when

I young, and that the color was warranted

to wash, Ife had assisted at Mass, ap-
proached the sacrameunts once or twice a
en il a vague fear that he
ud partly because

struck to the heart by any ki L oluts-
sion of his “duty.” Liis brothers and sis
ters hiad gone their own ways ; they had
no ivfluence on his life,

In his heart he had always felt that Pro-
vidence had mnot treated him fairly in
making him a Catholic—that is, in giving
a miud like his into the keepiug of Irish
Catholic parents, 1is mother—poor, ig-
norant old soul !—had always struggled
agaiust his going to the public-schools,

“Mike,” she had said over and over
again to his father, “the faith's in ug,
blood and bone, heart and soul, and noth-

| ing could change us. But the children

aren't like us,  They're among new
people, in a land of Protestants; ana who’s
to teach them the true religion, if they
don’t get it in the schools? Sure, we

 would have been |

e had a very good opinion |
| Philista to improve bis prospects betore,

|

!

can't; and if we could, we baven’t the
time.”
And Correlius_bhad always rebelled at
this. It was an “Irish” way of thinking,
and he deepised it; he felt grateful that his
father bu{’ been too enlightened to give
way to it, It made him shiver to think
that if he had gone to the parochial schools,
mostly attended by the sons of Irich
eople not yet Americauised, and taught
Ey Irish Cbristian Brothers, he might
never have gotten rid of the Cork brogue.
His mother had had her way in the educa-
tion of the girls, but the boys all went to
the established echools.

“The Sunday-school’s enough for them,”
their father had eaid. “Religion isn’t
everything in this country, aud 1f a boy is
to earn his living, it's mighty little good
craw-thumping will do him,”

Coraelius bad come out of his succession
of schools triumphantly, He knew a great
deal of several thinge, He could “bound”
auy place in Europe, Asia, or Africa at a
moment’s notice. He could cipher with
amazing rapidity and demonstrate the
whole of Loomis' Geometry, He had
studied phyeiology homaopathically. He
wrote a good “business” hand. Iis essay
on “Centrifugal and Centripetal Correla-
tion” had taken the firet prize on the day
of his graduation; and iis rendition of
“Curfew Shall not Ring To-night” had
“marked him,” as an observant journalist
had eaid on the day after commencement,
“a born crator,”

He was “smart,” and, though he had
come out of school with the conviction
that he was literally a master of all arts
worth studying, he was by no means more
of a fool than nine-tentbs of his fellow-
citizens, What he did not know-—speak-
ing of reading aud study—he despised,
He felt that he was well equipped for life;
he was sure he was equal to anybody; he
resolved to be of importance in the world,
He had read a stray volume of Controversy
between Bishop Hughes and Breckenridge
and Smarius’ book of Controversy just
after a “mission,” when his mind had
been inflamed to a point of unusual devo-
tion, But he had forgotten them easily.
His teacher had recommended him to
reed Draper’s Coiflict of Religion and
Science. He looked on that work as
worthy of respect, as, indeed, he had no
means of contradicting the falsehoods con-
cerning the church it contains. He had,
by dint of reading reviews and editorials
in the daily press, acquired a knack of
quoting Tyndall and Huxley against his
Catholic acquaintances, as if he had read
those popular authors.  He had worried
tbrough Daniel Deronda and Middlemarch,
in order to talk about them. Ife had
never boughta book of any kind. He
read newspapers unceasingly and “kept
up”’ with the magazines. Oace or twice a
year he heard a sermon. But it made
bim tired to bave the preacher tell him
what he knev already,

Having bung out his sign with “P,
Cownelius Blake” emblazoncd on it, he
dircovered that there were too many law.
yers in Philadelphis, and, hearing of a
chance to enter & law-firm in Philista, he
bad cmigrated,

He had a kiud heart ; good impulses
covstantly arose from it. He would have
died rather than have done anything dis-
honest or acknowledged that his Christian
name was Patrick.  He wanted to be good
and he wanted to be well thought of, So
far the facts that he was a Catholic and
bad a suspicion of the brogue had not
gone much against him. He bad felt that
he was an “outsider” when some of his
friends had made social arrangements in
which he had participated ; but he was
not sure whether this bad been only a
feeling of his or really a feeling of theirs,
Taking him altogether, he was a man of
excellent possibilities warped by the
atmosphere around him. He had all the
best qualities of his Irish parents, tempered
and strained a little, the charming facility
of the Celtic temperament, the impulsive-
ness and hopefuluess, and a rooted dislike
to the saying of unpleasaut things. He
was said to be “magnetic.” He was ouly
Celtic of the Irish,

111,

When the Misses Catherwood had left
the parlor Alice untied the cord that kept
the window-shutters “bowed” and let in a
little more light, The young people
showed to better advautage.  Alice
O'Brien, if not altogether beautiful, was
A distinguished aud graceful-looking girl,
The Grecian knot of her dark hair, and
her white gown relieved at the belt by a
lar..e bunch of bergamot blossoms, were
very becoming to her.

“I never expected tosee you again,” she
raid to Corueiins, with a -mile, “Let me
see, it is three months since I met you at
my cousin’s,”

“I have come here to stay—to improve
my prospects, I am a lawyer, you
know."”

She smiled again.

“Inever heard of anybody coming to

but I suppose you iutend o grow up with
the city. ~ Your beaustalk will not grow
a8 rapidly as Jack’s in the story, If it
keeps pace with Philista in growth it will
be ready for you to climb when you’re
seventy years of age—at least.”

Cornelius feit a little piqued by her
easy toue. When a young man comes
from a large city into a comparalively
raial town, with all the toue of pr :
that residence in a centre of o
yives, he expects the simple countiy lass
w0 show a seuse of his coudescension,

“I don’t kuow Philista at all,” he said.

“That must have been the reason you
came here.  After all, you may find it
lively—in comparison with Philadelphia.
The caual is most interesting. There’s an
insane asylum, The churches are always
having ‘cake love-feasts,” sociables, oyster-
suppers, and fairs, aud we had a troop of
negro minstrels last week, At election
time the excitement is intense. On last
election day twelve men passed our win-
dows,”

“Is there much society 1"

“Much ! The churches, particularly the
Methodist, are circles within circles of
gayety. But I'm a Catholic, so I'm barred
out of that. Our own people are mostly
factory-hands and that sort of thing, ;
Positively there are not ten Catholic
young men in Philista that a nice girl
could marry, Not that I ever think of
that. I'm a school-teacher, you kuow,
and we neither die nor resign,”

Cornelius felt more at ease.

“ They are not fond of Catholics here.”

“I should think not, The first families
are generally Tresbyterians, who talk of

Those that have travelled are broader in
their religious views, but they eonsider it
pocially ‘low’ to be a Catholic with an Irish
name, Ittook all the influence of the
Catherwoods to get me a place as teacher
in one of the schools. And I know there
would have been less mourning in the best
circles if my mother had married a negro
instead of my dear, dear father. ith
your Irish look and that touch of the
rogue you'll have a hard time here.”

Cornelius flushed so deeply that his red-
dish mustache looked {ellow by contrast,

“Do you really think that I talk asif I
was Irish 1 he asked, with an ingenuous-
ness and anxiety that made her eyes
twinkle,

“Certainly. No man, except an Irishman,
could talk with an echo of the music of
the old sod in his voice.” She broke off
with a slight blush and a little laugh, “I
wish I bad it. I've the flat, semi-nasal
accent of Philista, except when I speak a
‘piece’ or read poetry.”
piece’ or read poetry.

These young people, who had met only
once before, seemed now quite well ac-

uainted with each other. = Young folk’s
riendships often grow asrapidly as Jack’s
beanstalk,

Cornelius was mortified by her opinion
about his “brogue,” and, although he tried
to conceal it, she said :

“It is a pretty accent, not a vulgar
twang. Do you sing? The choir at St,
Bridget's is very bad. They want a tenor.
I hope you sing.”

“Notatall, IfI didI don’t think I
could stand choir-singing and going to
church twice every Sunday. Once is
enough. Protestants have a much pleas-
anter time. They don't go, if they don’t
want to."

“But they want to here, Church-going
and the social revivals that spring from it,
are the excitements of the town. I don't
think it makes them much better; I think
most of the people here would be as good
as they are if there were no churches, But
a ‘broom-drill,” an oyster-supper, a dona-
tion-party, or a new minister sets the
place talking for a month. The Catholics
have not progressed that far yet., St,
Bridget’s had a fair; but there was such a
mob there ! But all the politicians went
and epent money. Are you going in for
politics 2

“I may,”’ he returned, with an air as if
he were undecided between the Presidency
ora United States senatorship, She shook
her head.

“I don't think you'd have the ghost of
achance, The feeling against Catholics
here is very strong, and the Irish vote,
though it's worth fishing for, wouli not
cany you through,  Besides, unless you
are a Land Leaguer, the fact cf your being
a Catholic wouldn'c carry all the Irish vot-
ers with you. I hope you'll keep out of
politics.”

Cornelius bad come tosay pretty things
to this young lady, and to patronize her a
litle. Dut there she sat acting the part of
monitress.  She was a pretty monitress,
an interesting monitress, but a man never
likes a woman to teach him anything
directly, 1f she teaches him with an
appearance of ignorance be will assimilate
her wisdom and use it as his own. Alice
O'Brien despised tact; she despised the
male sexX ; she would rather have proposed
marriage to a man than let him thiui; she
was his inferior,

Coruelius, listening to her, felt as if a
})rtczu, laden with moisture, had touched
nim

“You seem to have sindied the political
situation, Miss O'Brien.”

“I have. Being a Catholic and half
Irish, with a name that all the Cather-
woods dislike, I have beena ‘looker-on in
Vienna.” Besides, I have always wanted
to be a man.”

“Why? I asure you, if you were a
mfxm. the world would lose a reat deal
0 i) ?

“Ob, yes, of course ! Being a girl, I’ve
no chance of doing anything better than
teaching the primary class in a public
school. If I were not a Catholic, I might
rise to be principal of Hypatia College,
for instance, where they would like to
have me, if it wasn’t for that. 1° I were
a man I could, I would, snrmount all the
o bstacles in the way.”

Her lips were tightly shut ; but no flush
tinged the opaque white of her cheeks,

“But why can’t I overcome these obsta-
cles ?”

“Oh!” she auswered impatiently, “‘be-
cause yuu are a man. They're coming
from Vespers at St. Bridget's,” she added
pushivg the shutters open, “Look at’
them? Servant-girls and factory-hands ,
Look at the clothes of the men and the'
bonnets of the women ! And vet wo gre
of those pwivie ; we can’t escape ihen, |
am a Catholic ; I have stuck fasi to the
Charch in spite of all jeers,”

“Why P’ he interrupted wmaliciously.

She turned towards him with a startied
lock in her deeply-shaded eyes,

“Why 1” she ecliocd, «W hy 77

“Dan’t ask me,”” he rcturned. “When
somebody asked me the other day why I
wore a scapular I couldn’t tell, It does
seem like nonsense.  All I know about it
is that the priest put it on xae one dayv in
church, and I wear it becavse I’ve al'\.\-';’s

worn it.  I'm a Catholic for the same rea
sou—I"ve always Leen one,”
“A Mobammedan mi

ht say that,” the
replied, with a serioua I f
and a uote of scorn in ! ca.

“Ora Methodisl, or a Treshyterian—
yes.  Have you a bebter reason 2

“Yes, The Church is true—is truth it.
self. 1 believe,

“And your reasons?”

“I don’t want reasons. I don’t know
why I believe, Nobody taught me the
reasons, I'have had no Catholic friends,
and my aunty never liked me to sce the
pricet much. And the Catholic books I
have happened to find among the peopla
here have been silly things in a wiully bad
taste and more Irish thau Catholic,” But
I believe—I sometimes wish [ didn’t; I
should have a better time every way !”

“Well,” he said, “you are frank. For
myself, I am a Catholic through inherit-
auce and habit, Itseems to me that Am-
erica has outgrown religions—I don’t call
Protestantism a religion—and I have ney-
er, in all my reading” (he said this quite
seriously), “found any reason why
shouldan’s be abreast of the country. Men
are about alike, no matter what religion
they profess,”

“That’s a mistake,” Alice O’Brien said.
There was a pause, “I wish,” she con-
tinued, “there were no such things as mixed
marriages in the world. I am the victim
of one. You think that’s too strong ?

v her

Catholics as Aunt Tamar Ann talks,

Ah! but you don’t know, I'm separa-

ted from the people Ilove best. I suppose
I'll be separated in the next world, too.
I don’t know whether I ought to pray for
the souls of so many dear relatives who on
earth hated the church and the Blessed
Virgin with all their hearts, And vet I
loved them ‘and they loved me. Here
I am—a Catholic among Protestants, like
a fish out of water,”

Cornelius laughed. It was an ill-timed
laugh. She showed ehe thought so by
silence. The droue of the reading in the
room above broke the quiet.

“Well,” he said, with a light air that
seemed frivolous to her, “as we can't give
reasons for the faith that is in us, what
reason have we for sticking toit? Life
would be much pleasanter and longer,
perhaps, if religion did not demand sacri-
fices.’

“I intend that my life shall be pleasant,
and I think it will be long. I cau never
imagine myself dying.” :

“I never try to,” he answered, with a
laugh. At this moment the little ser-
vant-maid aunounced that tea was ready,

Cornelius talked a great deal. The im.
pression he made may be judged from a
snatch of dialogue which Alice happened
to overhear.

“I must say,” Miwss Tamar Ann eaid,
“that, for a Romanist, he is very liberal.”

“Yes,” replied Miss Catherwood, “but
just a little—limp. 1 like to see a man
stand up for his principles,”

Alice herself was divided between a
vague disdain of him and a distinet liking,
Aud he said to himself that if a man want-
ed a clever wife who would help him to
rise in this world, he could not do be:ter
than choose Alice O'Brien.

[coNerUDED 1IN OUR NEXT,]

——®

HINTS TOOUR YOUNG MEN,

Catholic Review,

The circular recently issued to the Bish-
ops of the Church by the Roman Inquis-
ition has the following :

“It will be exceedingly advisable in the
interests of young men to promote amony
them associations under the patronage of
the Blessed Virgin, or any saint in hea-
ven. In these associations, especially if
priests or laymen gifted with experience
and tact are at the head, young men will
imbibe a liking for the practice of virtue,
undismayed by the ecoffs of irreligious
men, and will also habituate themselves to
the dislike of whatsoever is removed from
Catholic truth and holiness,”

The italics are our own, and we call
attention to them because they seem to
hit a tender spot in the young men’s socie-
ties which have prevailed emong us up to
this time.

We have had all sorts of experiments in
the formation of these societies, and all
sorts of theories have been ventilated and
practised in  them, The  military
idea, the literary idea, the pool-
table or amusement idea, have all
had theirshare in working out the indirecs
salvation of the young men, with the
result that the first two have been ridi-
culed out of ehape, if not out of existence,
and the last kas been utterly reprobated.

I'hey were made the reasons why the
societies should live, and they proved in-
sufficient, When the glitter of the uni-
form and the excitement of the pool tabla
failed to please, when the literary exer-
cises grew stale by custom, the societies
dwindled to nothing, and pastors and
papers falling upon the miserable and
good-for-nothing  remvant, destroyed
them to make room for the healtuier stock
which is now starting out on its career,

The failure of this geuneration to estab-
lish a permanent aud powerful young
men’s organizition is established in fact,
Luckily, we y ave time to better our
record, snd the reasous of our first ill-
success will prevent a repetition of our
blunders.  These seem to be mainly that
we made ihe means the end, with the guod
intention of rejecting them when we had
the ear of our young men,  We dazzled
their eyes with uniforms in order to bring
them regularly to religious instructions ;
we tickled their fancy with the glories ot
the Jiterary display before large audiences,
or drew them from the salocn pool-table
to 1's counterpart in the religious hali.
Unluckily, in the majority of instances,
the 1aeans remained the end.  The relig-
ious standard was not raised, or the reli
icus idea was not cal

ted. The youn
men did not imbibe a Jiking for the prac-

’

tice of virtue. In comsequence came
weakness, then ruinous failure,

In forming our societics there is no need
of disgnising the end for which they are
formed. Side 1ssues do no harm, but the
oue object of every Catholic organization
issimply that its members may be enabled
to reach the exalted Catholic standard of
virtue.  The plainer this ohject is made
to them the better for the ty. Each
member must know why he has become a
member, and if he does not choose to act
up to the spirit of his position, better

that he should go than be held to his alle-
glance by some ge aw.

We do not think societies will suffer
from adherence to this plan. It is truth.
fnl. 1t bas no equivocati It will re-
gnire & rs
and oflicia
the part of menihe

period of sl

nergy lity on
s. [t will have its
. of despondency,
ere is no rcason
lin the eand.
¢ it will generate which does
vindly to American self-suffici-
ency-—that conlidence 1n God, We
Tun our societies too much on business
principles. We clothe them in tinse), we
blow our trumpets in the streets ; we spend
much money and time and make much
fuss, and then we are disappointed if we
do uot diaw n crowd. Certainly, a pub-
lw Coin i

1on, aircisonable wme devo-
) the Nusaiy, would do more
good to our societies,

Unless the Loxd builds the house we
have labored in vain ! Business methods
are commendable,but not when they count
out God, We have followed this practice
too long, and have taken it for granted
that the spiritual constitutions of our
young men were too weak to stand much
spiritual  food. We have now the
chance to take up the forgotten prin-
ciple and test it for all it is worth.

—— O .

Scott’s Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oil
with Hypophosphites.—In General Debility
and Emaciation,—1s a most valuable food
and medicine. It tends to create an appe-
tite for food, It strengthens the nervous

system, and builds up the bedy.

SEPT, 2
——
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