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There's always Just something
Botween me and light—

Some curtain of darkness,
Some pine colored height,

There's ever a duty
Forbldding the rest,

That retires like the gleam
Of the sun in the west.

Yet all must have respite
At last in the soll,

The wicked from troubling,
‘I'he weary from toll.

'Tis the way of the world,
As it has been of old,
So it will be forever,
Till the tals Is all told
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A WOMAN OF CULTURE.

CHAPTER 11,
WRECKED,

The darkness of night had come on dur
ng the interview between the doctor and
McDonell, and in all the rooms of the
mangion the lamps had been lighted and
the last ray of daylight shut out by the
dosing of shutters and curtains in all the
goome save one,  On the second floor the
apartments of the lady of the house wege
gituated—elegant and iuxurious chambers,
where wealth and art had joined hands, |
ander one of skilled and tasteful eye, to |
make everything beantiful. Here were
a0 lights, The curtains were still up and
the blinds open.  Only the cold light of
stars shone through the window, and a
soft gloom rested like a veil on the
dimmed outline of statues and busts and
stately furniture,

On a low ottoman the lady herself was
seated.  She was looking up towards the
sky with her hauds clasped on her kuee,
motionless as her own statues; and more
beautiful even in that twilight, which was

ough to light up the lines of a
fi ic face and be reflected from large,
sou eyes. ohe had sat there just
@ she 18 sitting now =ince that moment
when her ears had heard the scornful
words of Dr. Killany to her father, and,
looking into the library, she had caught a
glimpse of a tablean which for an instant
sent a spasm of pain through her form.
She was thinking over the sneering sen-
tences, and trying in a feeble way to feel
angry at the indignant, passionate, agon-
ired denial her father had made, She was
wondering, too, at the attitude of humilia-
tion he seemed to hold towards Killany, ;
whose manner, though highly respeetful |
and considerate, seemed ippant, and even
fmpudent, in the presence of agony so |
keen and distressing. And between the
two meditations rhe was confused, vexed, |
and restless,

The principles which Killany had re-
presented her as holding were those to
which she had given utterance many
times, and had spoken of proudly as the
true basis of life’s enjoyment and useful-
ness, perhaps even 1ts truth, For some
reason she was annoyed then at finding
they belonged to her; whether from the
scornful manner in which Killany had
mentioned them, or from a convietion
that, when stripped of the glamour of
cultured conversation and &tated in plain
English, their beauty and solidity were
not so apparent, she could hardly tell.
Perhaps it was not so much from either of
these causes her annoyance proceeded as
from the impression which her father's
bitter indignation and grief had made. In
the circle of her friends such declarations
as these were received with applause and
admiration, quoted again and again, and
were called t! e free expressions of a mind ‘
liberated from the slavery of custom and
superstition.  Yet here was a man, not at |
all given to piety, and totally averse in his
outward actions to the superstitions of
creeds, who, @t mention of the fact that
his child j@Ofessed such doctrines, or
negations of doctrine, must needs act as o
a serpent had risen in his path, and stretch
out his hands androll hiseyes in horror,and
insult outrageously the person who gave
the informatior. And this wma; was her |
father. He, who had never shown to her |
one-tenth part ™ a father’s care and af- |
fection, found all his paternal heart |
racked and torn as it would not be if she |
lay dead in the stately house. She thought
of this confusedly, and was along time in |
clearing away the extraordinary mental
fog in which it involved her. She went
over aloud, one by one, the assertions of
Killany, in order by this means to dis-
cover what in his language could reason-
ably cause her ennoyance and her father

in.

“4She has a high appreciation of the ad
vantaces of wealth,” he asserted, And |
what is there in the world,” <he said, with
her eyes still fixed on the patch of sky,
“which has a more powerful or extensive
fufluence? Virtue is supposed to be the
only l‘mw\-r able to cope successfully with
it, and yet virtue hasa price and can be
bought for gold, They who have it not
would give their honesty to obtain it.
They who have it would” peril all te re-
tain it. Love and hatred are its hand-
maids. and the passions generally bow
beforeit. To be rich is to ﬁ‘n- div i|;<‘, and
Cracsus was a god. If there were any
meaning in these creeds, if their hereafter
were but a certainty, one could afford to
smile at the ups and downs of fortune, If
it is a reproach to appreciate that which
fs most appreciable, then, Christians,
despise your heaven,  Wealth and station
are mine, and why should I love them

“*She bhas no religion—in fact despises
all creeds,” hesaid,  Aud is it not trae?
And if true, what reproach isit for me
The mummuries of Romanists and the
3\mrrvllihg- of Protestants—what have

wey which can allive any bat the most
ignorant minds or the most bewitehed?

have mno religion, if to despise the
world’s supersiti

be that; but my
heart is human, the love of my race is m\y
religion—the religion of humanity,
culture, of refinement, i
“ would peril my soul to retain thi
wealth,” Not so fast, There he wa
wrong. I have no soul in the sa
which is theirs—a part of e which is ¢
five in eternity, and as it has lived in
time, to suffer or rejoice when time i
ended. That the mightiest intellects of
the world have looked upon as a myth,
I peril nothing, for i have® nothing to
peril.  But oh! if it were true beyoud dis-
pute that I had an immortal il, what
would I care for wealth or honors?  Is
there a God?  Christians and 1 say yes,
Are we accountable to that Being for all

| more to thought.

| would have
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our getions? Christians and I say yesagain,
We differ only as to his personality,
Their God is an impossibility, beautiful
but intangible and unapproachable, Mine
is a reality which begins and endsin time,
myself, “’lly should 1 feel llhllo_\'«d at
hearing truths uttered? The doctor
knows too much; and vet not too much,
for all that he said 1 have many times re-
peated before my friends- My father is
more childish on these points than could
be supposed in one so indifferent. Ihave
no God, no religion, in the bad sense
which moderns have given these words.
1 love wealth and power, and despise and
dread poverty aud weakness, What if
ever they should claim me, who detest
them so much?”

In the whirl of distressing thought
which this idea brought upon her she
allowed her head to sink low on
breast and said no more. Later the ser-
vant entered quietly and lighted the lamps
in the rooms. She rose then and stood
before the mirror, as her father had done
a few moments before in the painful soli-
tude of the library. The face and form
reflected there, in spite of the suspicion of
care that rested on the brow, were very,
very beautiful, and she smile? her appro
bation,

“Let them speak of you as they may,”
she s#aid, with a harsh laugh, “let them
think of you meanly or kindly, you have
that which will subdue #he fiercest of
them—heauty, and birth, and wealth, and
intellect.  You may be wicked, an atheist,
and unprincipled, but those qualities can
gloss over so-called defects. And yet,
poor figure! you hove no stability. You
want a soul.  Your beauty will fade and
crumble throngh disgnsting  rottenness
into dust.  There should be an immortal
part of you to preserve that which is so
frail yet beautiful. Would that this
much of Christinn superstition had some
truth! If I had been educated differently
perhaps—"

‘_‘u' broke off ﬂ"l\ll!ll\. seated  herself
on the ottoman, and gave herself once
Her Jast words were
the keynote to her meditations,
reviewing her past life, its successive steps,
and the scenes of her youth and girlhood
rose up before her with the painful dis
tinctness  which  belongs to  ssrrowful
memories, The twenty-four vears of her
existence had nothing in them to interest
the general world, bat to those who look
upon a human life as infinitely more pre-
cious than numberless worlds the slight-
est incident in the career of one who pre-
sented =0 complete a spiritual wreck as

her |

She was |

Nanoe McDonell, the most trifling causes |

| that worked upon the moulding of that

worth,

The grave and often harsh expression
that rested h:ﬂ-mmll_\' on her face, the
melancholy that always lurked in her eyes
when the gayety or excitement of a
moment hmr[m“w], were indications of a
nature which at some time during its

formation had ~uﬂ'n-rm],pv1h:\y\ insensibly, |

yet severely., Her mother had died n
her infancy. To the child it was not a
great loss, for the merchant’s wife was as
shallow a creature as ever breathed, spend-
ing her days in foolish intrigues to pre-
vent her husband from returning to the
“;uperstitions which he had rejected,”” and
to induce him to attend the High-Church
\\'u1~hi]~. Her ideas of fulli]]ing the
offices of wife and mother went no far-
ther than the bearing of children and the
biring of nurses, the mere animal instinet

of caring for the young being absent from |

her nature, and the higher notions con-
cerning the duties of a Christian mother
utterly  undeveloped. Her  daughter
found in her a hindrance
rather than a guide in her eftorts to
escape trom the maze into which she had
fallen. Miss Nano was therefore ushered
into the world under severe conditions,
Her father had deserted his faith to obtas
his present positian of wealth and influ-
ence, and though his hair had grown pre-

the beautiful, the worship of mind as im-
pressed on matter in the production of
graceful statuary, solemn temples, fine
paintings, musical compositions, and start-
ling books,  According to their ideas they
retained the cream of Christianity, leav-
ing skim milk to the various creeds, and
they spoke and wrote of Catbolic doe-
trines in a peculiar fashion, DBeauty was
their standard of right and wrong, of truth
and falschood.

It was Nano’s misfortune to fall into
the hands of these self-worshippers,
There was no doubt of the plastic mater-
ial existing in the half-wild, impulsive,
talented creature, and it submitted to the
moulding process with wonderful meek-
ness, For three years she walked with
them through such mazes of absurdity and
Il';ll‘hillg as 1t never oceurred to the great-
est or most erratie of scholars and philoso-
phers to tread,  The poetry and philoso-
phy, the antiquities and religions, ot all
nations in all times were the objeets of
pretty  superficial investigation, The
graduates could spout more mythology
in an ordinary «onversation than an
Oxford professor, and all talked learnedly
ot the Zendavesta, of Confucins and his
maxims, of the Aristotelian theories, of

RECORD.
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the Copernican system, and of the philoso- |
phy of the eighteenth century according to

Cousin,  The habit of referring all dis-

1 . 1 1
puled questions, however profound, to

the decision of the cultured mind, to be

decided not on its merits; which might or |

might 1ot be asimple impossibility, but
on its congraousness with the standards
sct up by transcendentalism, tended to
create an excessive self-love in the pupils,
The worship of scif quite naturally sup-

| planted the worship of the Deity, and a

disastrous moral blindness followed,
Three yearsin such an atmosphere fora

When Ler education was finished, and she
returned to role as mistress of her father's
Nano was fairly enlisted in the
f atheism, “Strivings after the
unattainable” were hecome quite as much
the strong points in her character as they
were in the characters of those with whow
she had so long associated; and by degress
her nature underwent the revolting but
expected change which the sentiments she
has jnst uttered indicate,

After the Jast-spoken words of the lady
she remained for a long time in the same

attitude of dejoction and  disturbed
thought. The scenes of her life in the
past were not pleasant memories. So

I have shown up their foolishness and vb-
surdity, and I can’t go any farther, To
talk transcendentalism is to talk nousense.
Do put your theories of the beautiful into
some practice, If you must worship
beauty, come out tomorrow and wor-
¢hip l?xela((-.-t styles. Such colors, such—"

“In that way,” interrupted Nano,
frowning, “you always treat those things
which with we are so serious. Do you
suppose that I care for these vanities?”

“Ah! Nano,” cried the young lady, “if
you indulged your woman’s vanity a little
more, and your aspirations after che un-
attainable a little less, your life would not
be the blunder itis.  Why, the philan-
thropists, as they call themselves, i licul-
ous as their talk and actions are, do some
good in the world, but your school is the
most useloss yet discovered,”

“School is a hateful name, said Nane,
“Iam bound by no such fetters. My
prineiples are truly Catholie,  Whatever
15 good Tlove, and I try to assimilate to
myself all good. Is there any nobler
work than trying to make one’s self bet-
ter?”

“None, if you proceed in the right way,”
returned Olivia with much earnestness,
“But to build and destroy at the same time
is not making one’s self better.  You are
doing that.  You have deprived yourself
of a soul, and of the eternal home of that

1
suild,

You belicve iu no God, no heaveu,
no accountability. Yaun have gone far-
ther,  You have made yourself a god, and
set yourself up in His place yho made
you and claims your homnge. ".\ml while
you have been doing all this that kind and
talented sonl whose existence vou deny

| has struggled hard to save you fromruin.

cilmed its
vou looked

and
But

Have 1 not witnessed
tumult many a timel

| upon it as only the struggling of your |
girl of Nauo’s sort meant spiritual death, |

worse nature, and resolutely put it down,
Now the evidence of the contlict appears
in your sadnessess and unrests, in your
melancholy expression and manncr, O
Nauo, dear Nano!” and Olivia, rising from
her seat, threw her arms once more around
her friend, “m the last moments of your
life that which you have conquered now

| will rise up like a giant, speak with ton-

il

| gues of thunder what you now deny, and

deep and absorbing was her meditation |

that a
twice e

sentle knock at the door, though
peated, passed uvheeded. Even

| the opening of the door a moment later,
haughty, inconsistent, and brilli.nt mind, |
were things of startling importance and |

maturely white through remorse, yet to |

retain that position he had not scrupled t.

use fraud, and he had resolutely turned |

his back to the church which his heart
sighed for and his reason acknowledged.
He was indifferent to Nano. DBusiness
cares were of more importance to him
than the care of she little child who was
to inherit hia property.
Crnesses were nllHtli\'\l at proper inl\’l'\'.’lL,
and the hoarding-school received her when
she had thrown aside her pinafores and
taken to forbidden books and unlimited
candy. She had been a trial to every one
with whom she had come in contact,
proud, violent, untaught nature buryst
forth regularly in childish rebellions, too
serions 1 their conseqnences to gover-
nesses to make these im{ulgt-ul ladies bring
the case before the proper authority, her
father. They coaxed and wheedled while
Miss Nano tyrannized. She had a pas.
sion for books, and read everything, from
the histories of Prescott down to the New
York Ledger, then in its infancy; refused
imperiously to study the cataghism or
learn her prayers; laughed scomfully at
the idea of a bad place or a devil; and
went to the fashionable church under pro-
test and through fear of her father,
He was not distant with her nor
kind, They chatted occasionally at the
table, She made him little presents,
which found their way to a waste-basket

un-

as regularly as received, but on her find-

[ touche

| great

.‘
‘
|
\
|
\

ing some of them in an ash-heap she put
an end to these little tokens of a child’s
tender love.  Sowmetimes she sat on his
kuee or drove out with him in the state
carriage; but his preoccupation on these
oceasions, and his indifference to what she
said or did, rendered her pleasure insipid,
and often turned it into pain,

It did not require years of such behav-
ior to separate them and to chill in her
heart the lively affection she naturally
felt towards him.  But it remained for
the boarding-school to put the finishing
to the work which Hl—naunnu and
gleet had so well begun,  The teacher
» institution to which she was sent
were of the transcendental school, wer
g admirers of Margaret Fuller and
Emerson, and had each a master pa
in mivistering to which shey spent th
greater parts of their lives,  All were i
ciples of culture, yet professed as iauch of

Her |

| a r.erry mood,
Nurses and gov- |

Christianity as was consistent with their |

broad priuciples, mud could satisfy the loss

visionary parents whose daughters were |

entrusted to their charge, and who re-
quired some show at least of the prevail-
ing veligion in the general make-up of the
young ladies,
ti

{ the young lady.

\

and the entrence of a young, bright-look-
ing lady in walking costume, were not
enonch to wake her {rom her reveries; and
fora f:w moments the new comer stood
under the chandelier directly behind Nano,
watching her bowed form reflected in the
nirror.  Then she stole forward, put her
arms around Nano’s neck and her lips to

saying:

“Always solitary, always
Wrapped up in your contemplation of
Himi or mythologies, Nano,
whea youshould be getting i ito a pleas-
ant excitement over the latest style of our
winter hats,”

Nano looked up and caught the gentle
hands in her own, all her moodiness van-
1shing on the instant.

“Lfttle witch, you are as mysterious in
your coming and goings as the Roman—"

The witch put one hand quickly over
the lady’s mouth.

“No, do not mention
heathen deities, Have you not promised
me!  And I would as lief be compared to
a luullkr.\' as to a heathen ‘h’l'vl‘l\‘.\\”

oo deities

of those

one

“I did forget my promise,” said Nano, |

“but for the first and last time. Yet I
was not thinking of the goddesses when
you came in, but of some very practical
things which do not often occur to me, as
vou will easily believe. T had said aloud,
just Before yov entered, what a terrible
cing would it be to become poor.”

“Not so very terrible,” said the girl
lowly and with such a serious face that
Nano laughed chidingly.

“Let us talk of more cheerfal thiugs,”
she said. “Now that I am to lose my
companion, our parting must be made in
Life has =0 little of what
is actually pleasant in it that it is not
good to borow tronble,
that young prodigy, your brother the doc-
tor. Has he opened his office vet, and
have you made all y arrrangements!
Oh! what shall 1 do without my compan-
ion? Sweet Olivia, where shall T find such
another as you?”

“You can purchase anything for gold,”
Iyly.

“Very true, dear ‘f he ‘auything’ exists,
which in this case 1 doubt. No other
shall supply your place, It would remind
me too much of my loss.”

“Loss!” echoed Olivia, “Say rather gain,
The companion has become a friend.”

“True again. DBut you have not told
me of your brother,”

“He is quite well, thank you, and
already at work. Ilis shingle was hung
out yestewlay—Henry Fulerton, in gilt
letters—and t' weetest music I ever
heard was the ~ i .ging song of that shin-
gle Jast night, ! would not let Harry tie
it down.”

“Has he had w.y professional calls yet?
The music ought t ‘hing them, if nothing
clse.”

“Yes and no,” said Olivia, hesitsting and
gently blushing, ““An old friend calledan
him to-day and lunched with us. You
must know him—Sir Stanley Dashington,
a baronet and quite wealthy,”

“I know lim, dear,” said the lady
blandly, Heis ver; handsome and very
rich and very sensible, “licis a Catholic
too, like vourself, and lives in some de-
lightful place called Ballynabochlish, Ire-
land, Iseel wounded ycur heart

said Olivia

lie ha
already, and I know you have known lim

thinking ! |

render you the unhappiest of women,
Take warning, dear, in time. Your in-
telleet if applied but for a little to the
search for the truth, your great pride if
humbled ever so little before God’s good-
ness and power, would bring you out of
trouble into peace,”

“T wenld smile, child.” said Nano, not

in the least moved by her friend’s earnest- |

ness, “but that you are so s Noth-

OUus.

that now are mine. There is no other
refuge, and I look for none. Death is the
i all—beautiful, mysterious death,”
witiful, mysterious death!” repeated

“Beautiful to him who looks
upon it as the entrance to a better life,

| Lut terrible to those who sce only its

Now tell me of |

a long time. You deserted me; my re-
venge will be to help yeu to desert your |
brotoer also. : |
“My going will not urprise him, an-
wered the young lady calmly, “It is to
be expected, and 1 would soon be super-

houschold. My
me day, I sup-

Fullerton
t married s

fluous in 1
brother wil

YOSe,

‘And you must set him the example !
Christian modesty, forsooth!”

“Uhristian modesty, fersooth!” repeated
“What in the world has
my getting married to do with Christian
modesty? I would give your transcenden-

! In their philosophy Chuis- | tal doctrines a shot for that gratuitous
auity meant culture, or the worship of | attack, but really I have nothing so say.

| fiowers and lights and fancied peace; mys-
her cheek ina familiar but respectful way, |

terious only to the pagan and the atheist,
For us One who went that way and re-
turned has laid bare all its mvsteries,”
“Mysterious withal,” said Nano, closing
her ey if to call up some forgotten
image. “The seais a secret thing, and
the frozen North, and the human heart;
but none express such strange mystery as
the faces of the dead. Oh! to them
lying there in everlasting repose, the seal
of an eternal silence upon their lips, all
sense secming to be turned inward upon
themselves, as if they listening to and see-

ing and enjoying suchthings as this world |

never knew, and from which no foolish,
worldly pleasure can draw them ever again!
Mysterious death!”

Joth were fer somie moments silent,

“God of mercy,” thought Olivia in
agony, as she listened to the words and
saw the looks of her friend, “that such a
soul should be lost to thee!”

Then she said aloud:

“l am growing impatient, Nano, and
despondent. I shall talk with you no
more about these things. Your uncer-
tain transcendentalism is too gloomy, It
is best to leave you to—to— 7

“Well?”  questioned  the
Olivia stopped.

“Why should T mention One whose
istence you deny? I was about to
to God.”

“As I should say—to myself.”

Olivia put her hand to her ears and ex-
pressedgin her face terror and disgust,

“Oh! do mot speak =0,” she gasped;
“l shudder for you, dear, if God left

lady when

1isone of his punishments, and the most
terrible,”

“Itis destined to he mine, X]l('ll,"‘ said
Nano, with a poor attempt at gayety.
“But there is the bell for tea. Let us
go down together. My father has mnot
yet heard of your new departure.”

TO BE CONTINUED,
i o i

Tell Your Mother,

[ wonder how many girls tell their
mothers everything. Not those “young
ladies,” who, going to and from school,
smile, bow and exchange notes and pic-
tures with young men who make fun of
them and their pictures, speaking in a
way that would make their cheeks burn
with shame if they heard it. All this,
most  credulous .and romantic young
ladies, they will do, although they will
gaze at your frésh young faces admuringly
and send or giye you charming verses or
boquets, N alter what “other girls do,”
don’t you do it School-girl flirtation
may end disastrously, as many a foolish,
wretched young girl could ™ tell you.
Your yearning for some one to love is a
great need of every woman’s heawt. DBut
there is a time for everything, Don’t let
the bloom and freshness of your heart be
brushed off in silly flirtations, Render
yourself truly intelligent.  And above all
tell your mother everything, Never be
amed to tell her, who should be your
friend and fidante, all you think
X . It is stre that many youn
girls will tell every p u before “mot}
that which it is most important that she
should know. It is sad that indifferent
persons should know more about her fair
young daughters than she does herself,-—
Fanny Fern,
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CARDINAL MANNING  AND
HOLY SEE.

THE

In the course of a recent address this
distinguished prelate made the following
allusion to the “nly See :

He said his hearers could easily antici-
pate the first words that he had to speak;
they were to yropose the health of our
Holy Father Leo N1LLL (cheers). Although
his Poutificate had only extended for some
three years, it had been marked already
by a character which would render it his-
torical (hear, hear). The long Pontificate
of the Holy Father Pius 1X., of blessed
memory, was marked by a supernatural
virtue and inflexibility, by which he bore
and repelled the shock of a revolution.
It broke upon him, and passed him by,
It Ul'\'lllli\‘tl the 1'il)’ of Rome, but the
gpiritual power of the Church remained
flrm in its place, vindicating its own rights,
though they were violated ]._\' l]lr‘ulu‘l’iul‘
force of arms.  Such was the pontificate
of Pius IX.—an inflexible resistance—and
it was necessary at that day; the slightest
indicatior of a willingness to make terms
would have been misconstrued as fear and
as a readiness to compromise,  There was
no duaty before him but the duty of re-
maining inmutable until the full violence
of rebellion should have spent itself in
vain (cheers), Bat the duty and the office
of Leo AL 1s altogether unhke that of
Lis predecessor,  He took that great name,
not on])‘ out of wl'u‘iul devotion to Leo
X1il.,, whowm he bad loved and with whom
ke had stood in special relations, but out
of a much lngher devotion to those who
bore the name of Leo of old—Leo the
Greav and St. Leo 1L, who may be said
to be the founder and creator of the
Christendom of which we are part (cheers)
It was St. Leo 1L who, by consecrating
the Emperor Charlemagne, laid the foun-
dations of the great ewmpire of the West,
out of which the whole European civiliza-
tion has sprung, and to which the unity of
Christendom for 1000 years may be as-
cribed (chee Leo T1I. knew that the
two great powers—the spintual and the
civil—were, by the will of God, founded
to be in amity and in closest relations, and
the Christendom that sprang from that
act was maintained for 1000 years—muti-
lated here and there, indeed, but, as a
whole, retaining 1ts integrity—the union
of these two powers which governed the
world, of which the temporal power of the
Pontitf  was the key-stone
(cbeers). He made these remarks in order
that he might say that the revolution in
the time of Pius IX. wrecked that great
Christian  civilization, disinte-

the civil powers of the world withdrew
themselves one by one, and stood in an
attitude of hostility to the supreme power
of the Holy See. It was a time of scatter-
ing and disorder and chaos. The Pontifi-
cate of Leo XIIIL already has been marked
by the reconstruction of that which St.
Leo IIT. began, and which the revolution
had shattered.  He has begun by entering
into relations with all the civil powers of
the world, be they what they may—he
they Catholic or non-Catholie, be they
Christian or not Christian—even with the
Sublime Porte-—knowing that the civilized
powers of the world, be they what they
may, are ordained by God as the great in-
struments for the government and the civ-
ilization of mankind (cheers). He need
not dweil upon the subjeet any longer,
and it would not be i time if he were to
do so0; but in proposing the health of Leo
XIIL he would only say, may hisprecious
life be prclonged till he has seen re-consti-
tuted that old order of the Christian world
in which the supreme powers that govern
nations are united once more in amity
May he live to knit once more
the bonds which ought always to exist be-
tween the supreme pastor of the whole
flock and all the nations that were created
by the Holy See (cheers).

—— ewre — —

PROTESTANT TESTIMONY.

That the Cathclic Church has ever been
on the side of the people, upholding t}eir
rights, alleviating their wrongs, supplying
their wants, t\:ncbiling their ignurmn-u,'unﬁ
ministering to their necessities is well
known to history.  The fact, however, is
sometimes denied, and is often forgotten in
these days. It may be well if some persons
are confirmed, and some are reminded of
the fact, by a Protestant author. The

) | | Rev. E. Cutts, D. D., in a work publishe
you to the mercy of sucha diyinity. It | ; ) Ve i o

by the London Christian Knowledge So-
cietv, a Protestant organization, gives his
testimony on this point in the following
terms:  “In the Middle Ages the Church
was a great popular institution. One
reason, no doubt, of the pulnulmi'y of the
Mediaeval Church was, that it had always
been the champion of the people and the
friend of the poor. In polities, the Church
was always on the side of the liberties of
the people, against the tyranny of the
feudal loxds. In the eyes of thenoble, the
laboring population were beings of an in-
ferior caste. In the eye of the Church,
they were brethren in Christ, souls to be
won and trained, and fitted for heaven.
In social life the Chureh was an easy land-
lord and a kind master. On the whole,
with many drawbacks, the Mediaeval
Church did its duty—according to its own
light—to the people. It was the great
cultivator of learning and art, and it did
its best to educate the people. It had vast
political influence, and used it on the side
of the liberties of the people. By means
of its painting and sculpture” in the
churches, its mystery plays, its religious
festivals, its catechizing, and its preaching,
it is probable that the chief points of the
Gospel history and the doctrines of the
creeds were more universally known and

more vividly realized than among the |

masses of our pre
ing points of Kng
161-166,

nt population,.—Turn-
5 4
sh Chureh History, pp.
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Twenty Years a Sufferer,
R. V. P1erce, M. .y Buffalo, N, Y, :
Dear Sir—Twenty years ago 1 was ship-
] Atlantic Occan, and the
cold and exposure caused a
to form on ¢ach I
ually discharging.,

lmy,_;v abscess
g Which kept contin-
After i
dreds of dolbars, with o benefit
“Golden Medical I
in less than three

[ wied
covery” and
months after

now,

: and | taking the first bottle, I am thankful to
They cure sick | say I am completely cured, and for the
| first time in ten ye:

scan put my left heel
[am yours,

WiLLray Ryper
87 Jefferson St. Buffalo, N, Y, s 3

to the ground.

pending hun- |

DECEMBER 20, 1881,

— . - -
MISSIONS OF NORWAY AND LAP-
LAND.

(We judge that the simple narative
given below  will be more eloquent and
effective than any words we could add).

The most northern inhabitants of
Euvope (Lapland), whose country isass
region of icy mouutaing, are the most
generous and the poorest in the world,
Many dwell in tents or huts, made of
planis or of turf and poles ; their clothes
are made of skins and their food is chiefly
fish ; some subsist on reindeer. I‘ngry-
thing freezes there in the Winter, which
lasts nine months, with three months of
darkness,

In Norway the chief subsistence is the
exportation of wood, which was stopped
some two years age, anl this has caused
so many thonsands of Norwegians to emi-
grate tg America, and if they were able
tu pay the fare, perhaps 100,000 &candi-
navians would emigrate this year te
Chicago.

Norway was converted by King St
Olaf and Irish-English priests in the tenth
and eleventh Centuries, and since then
.\'ul‘\\'t'gi:llh have continued to be among
the best Catholics in the world. In the
sixteenth Century they beesme Lutherans
almost without knowing it. They con-
tinve to he very veligions and still retain
many Catholic ceremonies in their “Mass”
and believe to have priests and sacra-
ments, ete., as well asthe Catholies,

Morality is very good in Heandinavia,
except in sowme large towns,  The laws and
customs are still those of the Middle Agea,
that is, very Christian. They never
deceive or steal; never have law suita,
They have had no real war for a thousand
vears. Shoys and hotels are not opea
on Sundays, and the people frequent
theiv own or the Catholic Churches
instead, Dances  and theatres are alse
almost stopped those late years,

More than twenty years ago the Re-
'*ll'lllll[ﬂll*l Fathers "l"""‘ the Missions
of Norway, which they have since left
to other priests, and which have been ex-
tended over all the country ; and there
are now 15 priest swall churches, 10
students, 8 teachers, 1 eonvent with 50 to
90 poor orphans and 100 japils and a
small hospi‘al,

The Storthing has recently, unexpect-
edly, given full religious liberty; thus,
Catholics, can now obtain any office in the
Government. Catholic priests are very
much respected and they are sometimes
invited to the public gatherings; they
have also funeral processions through the

| cities, and the Sisters wear their religious

dress there. Sometimes, when there are
semi-oflicial  demonstrations, such a8
church or school dedications, eonsule
and Government officers assist  in their
official costume, Sometimes the Luther-
ans contribute to Catholic buildings, as
was the case for the hospital at Copen-
hagan, and they exempt these buildinge
from taxation. There are now a great
many conversions even among the high
classes. A priest opened a new Misssion,
and after a few months he had 50 to 60
conversions ; these and many such facts
prove thit the time for the conversion of
Norway is near,
s b il

CARDINAL BORROMEO.

The recently deceased Edoardo Cardinal
Borromeo eame of a great historical house,
Lovers of literature will readily recall the
pathetic pictures drawn by the Italiam
novelist Manzoni in his deservedly popu-
lar book, I Promessi Sposi, of Federige
and Carlo Borromeo, and the vivid pieces
of landscape sketched by the master-hand
of Jean Paul Richter, in the “Titan,” of
the Isola Bella, and the other Borromeea
Isles of the Lago Maggiore, the paradisai-
cal Hrlh-]kvlace of this princely Catholis
house. The deceased prelate was the fifth
Cardinal given to the Sacred College by
his nuhlu']mmbardic family.

Edoardo Borromeo bélonged to the
order of Cardinal Priests, was Archpriest
of the Patriarchal Basilica of the Vatican,
and the Camerlengo of the Sacred College
—born at Milan, August 3, 1822, and
raised to the purple Murch 13, 1366, He
early began his studies for the priesthood.
Gregory XVIL made him a camerier, and
under Pius IX. he became major-lomojgf
the beautiful palace, an office in which he
showed that under a rude exterior he had
hidden a nature of kiudness and sensibil-
ity. Even while majordomo he succeeded
in making himself beloved by the scholars
of the ]tll]ml schools of which he was di-
rector, and it is recorded of him that om
one occasion, when he administered the
first communion to some of their number,
he burst into tears in the midst of his ex-
hortation, and kneeling before the childrea
kissed their feet in passionate humility,
Mgr. Borromeo for many years did the
honors of the Palazzo Altieri to the noble
pilgrims whe frequented it, with urbanity
and hospitality. He was a very hard and
earnest worker as a prefect of the Church
of St. Peter,

c®.

BISHOP BEDELL ON EDUCATION.

—

Bishop Bedell, in the Church Congres
said :—Christian education must begin
and be carried out to its best fulfilment
in the family, The mother and the
father are the true teachers. A deaf
mute preacher had given him a valuable
suggestion on this subject, In interprets
ing the parable of the rodigal son, he
said that What brought him home was—
not the husks and swine—but his early
parental instruction. To educate the
mtellect without the development of the

moral faculty is to train up a devil, To
educate the moral affeetions by negleeting
’ﬂ.w intellect, is to creat a fanatic.
!mu education is the leading out, of our
faculties in harmony.—Church Work.,

A Lady’s Wish,

“Oh how T do wish my skin was as clear
and soft as yours,” said a lady to her
friend.  “You can casily make it £0,”
answered the friend,  “How 1 Inquired
the first lady, “By y ing Hop Bitters
that makes pure rich blood and Hu.nmin-:
health, It did for me, as you l,,lunl‘\v.{-'
—Casro Bulletin, ‘

sore Throat,
. Apply Hagyard’s Yellow Oil and take
mwardly according to directions,  Yellow
(_)'1| is the best remedy for rheumatism
5uuh.'.;in, Bruises, Butns, Frost Bites nu(i
all lameness, imlammation  and pain,

—

DECEMBER 30, 1551,
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The Living Land.

Here is a fine porm from the pen of Den|
Florence MceCurthy., Written in 1845, it 1s
voice from the past that has ¢loquent wea
lug for the present:

We have mourned and sighed for our burle
pride

We have given what Nature gives—

A manly tear o'er a brother's bier:
But now for the Land thet lives!
He— who passed toosoon in hisglowing n oo
I'he hope of our youthtul band,
From Heaven's blue wall doth seem to call
“Think! think of your Living Land!
I dwell serene in o happler sc
Yedwell Ina Living Lau

Yes! yes! dear shade, thou shalt he obeyed
We must spend the hour that tlies
In no viun regret for the sun that's set,
y But in hope for another's rise,
And, though it delay 1is guiding ray,
We must, each with his little brand,
Like sentinels, light through the dark, dar
night,
The steps of our Living Land,
Bhe ll""(ll'”l ourcare, in the chilling alr,—
Our old dear living Land !

Yet our breasts will sob, and the tears w:
throb,
To your eyes, for many a day;
For the eagle strong,—though a
BONE,~—
‘Was the spirit that's passed away.
Though his heart be still as a frozen chill,
And pulseless his glowing hand,
We must struggle the
“Gireen Shore'
Fle was making a Living Land.
By him we have lost,—at whate'er the cost
Bhe Shall be a Living Land!

lark

more for that ol

Livingz L, and, such as Nature plann'd,
When she hallowed our harbors deep;

When she bade the grain spring o'er t

lain,

And the oak wave o'er the steep,

When she bade the tide roll deep and wi
From its source to the ocean strand,

Oh it was not Lo slaves she gave Lhese wav,
But to sons o Living Land!

Bons who have and hearts to prize
The worth of a Living Land.

Oh ! when shull we lose the hostile hues
That have kept us so long apart ?

Or cease from the strife that is crushing t

liie

From out of our motner's heart ?

Could we lay aside our doubts—our pride-
And join in a common band,

One hour would see our country free,
A young and a Living Land

With a nation’s heart, and a nation's par!
A FREE AND A LIVING LAND!

NASBY ON IRELAND.

An American Opinion of the State
Affairs,

A large audience, a goodly share
which were ladies, gathered within
Opera House, Toledo, Ohio, list week,
listen to the addresses of Mr. D. R, Lo
“Nasby”), editor and proprietor of
Toledo Blade, and Mr. James Redp:
on the condition of affairs in Irels

There were seated on the stage m
not: itizens
We take the fellowing from the add

of Mr. Locke :

A poor man in Awmerica is one wl
fate, 01 his L;w.lvxn\ilivln'v' or innn}-.’lcil}'
management compels to live in a ho
weather t, of four to six rocms, n
hap two, with one or two stoves, 1l
meals a day, with meat twice, and alw
with clothing enough to keep warm in
weather, e may not save anything,
he has what is absolutely necessary for
from day to day, and at the end of
career he is certain of a decent suppo:
the county infirmary, if he has not fii
to care for him. That is a poor ma
America, At the worst he has such
forts as may be had from daily wage
$1 to 1.50 per dav.

A poor man in Ireland, and ther
5,000,000 of them, is quite another tl
and the depth and breadth of the poy
he endures,an American, as I said, ca;
understand, and caunot be made to ti
has

SEEN IT WITH HIS OWN EYES,
Mr. Locke here gave a descr
Irish landlordism, and the part the
play in enriching the plunderers,
I want to warn you right here ag
NEWSPAPER REPORTS
about Irish affairs, The Irish pre
muzzled as effeciually as the Russian.
Irish editor has the prospect of jail b
him eyery minute of his life.  He m:
arrested and imprisoned for stating ¢
or expressing ah opinion. Consequ
nothing can hé*obtained from that so
for a commiricnt to jail in a count
which thg#habeas corpus is perman
Hp}w:ul‘c'g, where a susvected pers
arresteflat the pleasure of a Secretar
kept] in durance vile at the pleasu
one man, is no very pleasant thing.
the information we get from Irelanc
cept from correspondents on the grc
comes from the English press, and tl
owned body, soul, boots aud breech
the English Government. If you
believe the Eugl ress, Irel i
state of prosperity, the peop
deeatil happy,

and Parncll an

" associates are simply a set

actors, agitating for
poses. The day I land: Du
London papers had each an article ¢
that Ireland was con
and that the Land Ac
accepted a: final t
troubles that had t
turbed the island, and
lost his kold upon the
¢ 3 1

yet th

ed and
as going |

]nni.l(
I saw 100.000 1
honor to Parn
s women within
s, who were ar

tance
but satisfied wi heir condition,
were the most lively people for
[ ever encountered. I attended sco
Land jue wmeetings, at whic
natural hatred of landlordism ar
lish rule found most natural exp
and I found an undying determin
resist the iyranny they were
under, by any means the Almic
give them. j
These London papers, owsed b
English Ministry, are full of two t)
namely, that Ireland is quiet and }
and that tenants are perpetually shy
landlords. If Ireland is contente
uiet, why are landlords shot? B
shooting of landlords is a lie inten
destroy sympathy with the Irish, t
in my case the shooting of a la

quie

would have precisely the opposite
[ hold that
MISSING THE LANDLORD, NOT SH(

HIM,
is the crime. ' : & ;

I know whereof T speak when 1 sa
human life, even of the oppress
safer in Ireland than in any other e
in l')uro]n-r—(*»r these leeches it is
gether too safe. A shot-gun—pr
loaded and aimed—-is a great ref
The Irishman ought to do what 1
not do. He bught to make the la
understand that'he holds his stolen |
some personal risk to himself. By




