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BETHLEHEM ON CHRISTMAS MORNING.

*****AAeA*****A**é*£#*

It was Christmas Day. We had met 
•gain in the dear old village home. 
Two of us had returned from col
lege, and all five rejoiced that the 
old coterie of our youth had come 
together once more.

The custom of the old village had 
been observed by an attendance at 
three Masses, and a late breakfast, 
with the Christmas candles still 
burning on the tàble. We had much 
to talk over, and as we walked a- 
long the • roadway toward the deer- 
park, we concluded we would turn 
off to the woodland and enjoy a 
•troll amid the oaks. A little while, 
and we got around to the old manor 
park wail. Nearby was the pond with 
Ithe many deer in the distance, and 
Close at hand were the myriad hazel 
nut trees.

There we sat chatting of the days 
when we sat together at the village 
school, of the old school-master 
whom every one loved, especially 
when he dozed asleep by half at The 
desk in the corner, or, even better, 
when he sent us on a mission for 
tome truant play boy, or still more 
90 when we were blessed by the or
der to bring the old horse "Fox” 
from the neighboring hill. We talk
ed, moreover, of the village wit, 
"Pad” Egan, who ktiew everything, 
who had been to London and brought 
back that well known glass case 
watch, and who spoke plain English 
though he had wide knowledge, and 
was not, as he used laughingly to re
mark, "like some people he know 
who had such a twist in their style 
of speech you would have to get a 
velocipede to understand them, sir!”

So the day wore on with our stor
ies and our daughter, and we turned 
homeward for the iate dinner. As we 
•truck the roadway again It was al
most dark. Some two miles from 
the village we were suddenly afront 
of a small cart and donkey which, as 
we approached, we saw beside the 
driver, who was a very old man, the 
singular 16ad of a coffin. He spoke 
to us that familiar salute, " God 
save you all," and one of the group 
answered. Then came from the old 
man. “Could you direct roc to 
Springfield graveyard?” He was a- 
lone, forlorn and old, and he was 
performing the last sad duty to the
faithful wife and companion of fifty when every one wished to be home.

years or more whose body was with
in the coffin. With one impulse we 
retraced our steps, and Ned, one of 
the group, went for a lantern while 
Tom, another, went for a spade, 
shovel and pickaxe. We journeyed to 
the graveyard, and there in a corner 
near the ruins of the old monastery 
we in turn dug the grave.

Finally, as the work was done, we 
knelt down to say a prayer for the 
soul departed. Above and around us 
were the beeches and oaks and the 
light of a dim moon flickered from 
the star-studded heavens. As we re
cited tlie final Hail Mary, poor old 
Denis Mu liane, his furrowed face in 
tears, bade a last good-bye %o Mary, 
and prayed that she might soon come 
for him and take him up yonder. It 
was a pathetic, scene, unusual, too; 
and yet not unusual in its broad les
son of charity. Here were five young 
men—boys, indeed—standing around 
the newly made grave, giving as ten
der a care to an old timer as their 
hearts could carry, and yet it was 
only putting into practice the les
sons they het^ and saw around 
them, for surely in Ireland are the 
dear laid away with tender caress 
and parted from .in heartbreaking 
sorrows. How often will you see 
there as a token of respect the hat 
lifted as you pass by the graveyard 
and the lips move in prayer for those 
that are gonel Though no artistic 
atones mark the mound, remem
brance of the lost one is as vivid, 
aye, more so, than where, amid pal
atial surroundings in other lands, 
the last resting places are.

We walked from this hepne of the 
dead beside the old man to the vil
lage, and there, in one of our houses, 
was he made comfortable, and subse
quently accompanied a part of his, 
long journey homewards by the same 
circle of grave-diggers. He had come 
nigh twenty miles in his rude con
veyance in compliance with an old 
custom and the dying request of his 
wife that she might "lie near her 
own people.” He had counted on 
getting to the village earlier, and 
thereby be able to find some old 
friend to aid him, since those people 
who lived near had not, nor could 
they well, come all the way with 
him. Besides, it was Christmas Day,

but Denis Mullane knew no duty 
more sacred for such a time than the 
burial of his good wife. And was he 
not right? Many Christmas Day fes
tivals have come to me since, but 
none that does not recall the even
ing of this story.

Of all the friends of that time, the 
youngest and the noblest, and for 
whom life seemed to hold the most 
on the morrow, lies asleep in the 
same churchyard. There, also, poor 
Willie sleeps awaiting the last call. 
There, moreover, sleeps another and 
my best friend—the mother of my 
troubles and my Joys. .Another of 
the circle sleeps beneath the turf of 
the north in the land of the Clan 
O'Donnell; and two live, on in Lon
don and one in far Australia; and to 
the<3t must also come back the bu
rial of lowly Mary Mullane.— P. J. 
O’Keeffe, in the New World, Chicago.

PAUL'S CHRISTMAS DAY.— Ma
bel A. Farnum is the author of the 
following touching story, which we 
take from the "Sunday Companion.”

It was the day before Christmas, 
and through the streets of the town 
people were hurrying to and fro, in
tent on their shopping, or gazing in
to the resplendent shop windows, 
which abounded on every side.

The principal street was the most 
brilliantly lighted of all. Only one 
spot seemed dark and gloomy; the 
old, gray hospital, which, stoqd over 
near the toy store.

At one of the windows, far up. 
could be seen the pale face of a 
young boy, as he rested his head up
on his fragile hand, and looked 
wearily out over the gay throng be
neath.

Opposite the hospital was a large 
store, whose windows were filled 
with everything that could delight 
the young heart at this season. Be
fore this, with their faces1 flattened 
against the pane, stood a group of 
school children, chatting merrily.

Each one had been telling the 
others what she expected for Christ
mas, until it seemed as though there

would not be sufficient in the store 
to satisfy their desires.

"Oh! that is my doll,” cried Jen
nie Lee. jumping at the thought of 
possessing an elegantly attired doll 
sitting in an Ellis, glancing at one 
of her class-mates, said;

"Why, Martha! you are not choos
ing anything at all; don’t you ro/o 
for any of the pretty things?”

The girl addressed was shading her 
eyes as if to see the things inside 
the window better, but in reality to 
conceal the tears that sprang to her 
ej'es. and replied, after a moment's

" May, if I tell you a secret, you 
won’t tell?”

"Oh, no, Martha.”
"Well, then, I am not going to 

have any presents this year.”
"No presents? Why, Martha ! 

what has happened? Surely your fa
ther can afford them?”

"Yes, he can afford them. But I 
have asked my folks to give me mo
ney, this year, instead of anything 
else, so that I can give a beautiful 
Bible to Paul Berkley, the crippled 
boy, who lives over in the big hos
pital, and sits in a chair all day. I 
heard Father Ryan tell my mother 
that he wanted a Bible so much, but 
he had no one to give it to him. So, 
you see, I am going to do it, so 
that he will not be disappointed.”

"What a dear child you are, Mar
tha! I wish I were half as good. I 
will keep your secret; but I must go 
now, so good-by, until I see you a- 
gain.”

May hurried off, and Martha enter
ed the store.

"I want the nicest Bible you 
have." she said; "and it must he 
black, with a big gold cross on the 
cover.”

The salesman selected a very nice 
one for her, and leaving nearly all 
her Christmas money on the counter, 
she tooki up the book and went out.

As she passed the hospital she wav
ed her hand merrily to Paul, and as 
he raised his head to answer she al
most thought she could see a great 
tear roll -down his worn check.

"He shall be happy to-morrow,” 
she said to herself,” and tripped on.

Early next morning Martha arose, 
and started before breakfast for the 
hospital

Sister Angela met her at the dhor, 
and Irssed the glowing cheek, saying:

| "Dear child, what are you out so 
early for?”

j "Ohl Sister, is Paul up? See, I 
! have brought him his Bible. Isn’t it 
j lovely, and won’t he be pleased?”

"He will be delighted, dear. He has 
been sitting dn his window this last 
hour, waiting for Santa' Claus, he 
says, but he was only joking. The 
poor child would not have had a 
thing if you had not come, for the 
wards are very full this year, 'and 
our expenses are very heavy. But go, 
child, you kiow the way.”

"Oh, yes, Sister!” and Martha 
sprang up the stairs, and burst like 
a sunbeam into the children’s ward.

Paul turned his beautiful face as 
she came in, and cried out:

"Oh! Martha, how good of you to 
come to see me.”

"Dear Paul,” replied the child, 
"see, I have got your Bible!”

"Oh! Martha, Our Lord did send it 
after all. I prayed so hard that I 
might only get it, and then I would 
be willing to die.”

"Nonsense; you are going to get 
well now, you silly boy."

"Oh, no. Martha, never; but I have 
been thinking of something. Wouldn't 
it be lovely if I should die to-day ; 
the very day Our Lord came to 
earth?”

"Why, Paul, you must not talk so. 
But I must go, or I shall be late for 
Mass; so good-by, until I see you

"Good-by, dear Martha. Thank 
you so much for my Bible. 1 shall 
be reading it while you are at Mass, 
and don’t forget me, and pray that 
\ may go home to heaven to-day, if 
it is God's will."

"I’ll pray that you may get well, 
rather, you foolish boy. Here comes 
Sister Angela with your breakfast. 
Good-by!”

It was evening, and the flakes of 
snow were falling softly on the old 
hospital root. From the church, far 
down the street, came solemn peals 
of Christmas music, and the city bolls 
began to ring the evening hour.

Martha, sitting in her father's pew, 
was thinking of the Infant Jesus and 
the scene in the stable, when a mes
senger stole gently in, and whispered 
to her •that Sister Angola had sent 
former. Paul was dying.

"Paul dying? Oh, no,” thought 
poor Martha, "that cannot be. Goil 
is too good. Oh, shall I ever get 
there?”

She hurried on past the shops ami 
turned in at the hospital gate. With
out stopping to ring she ran to 
Paul's room, and there she saw that 
it was true. On his white cot lay 
the boy, his beautiful face lit by n 
light not of this earth, and his worn 
hands clasped tightly around his Bi

ble. As Martha entered he turned 
his eyes toward her, and said:

“Dear Martha, it is true. Our Lord 
has answered my prayeb at last, and 
I am going to Him in heaven. Sis
ter, give her my Bible when I am 
dead, and Martha, you will keep it 
for me, and whenever you see it you 
will think of me, won’t you?”

"Oh, yes,” deal- Paul. "But you 
must not leave us," sobbed the 
kneeling girl. "Sister, quick, ho is 
dying!"

Sister Angela knelt by her side, 
and while Faeher Ryan, who had 
been sent for before, recited the pray
ers for the dying, they prayed for the 
fair young boy, so early called home.

Suddenly Paul opened his eyes, and 
turning to Martha, said:

"Good-by, Martha. My Blessed Mo
ther has come for me, and I am go
ing now."

Ho grasped his Bible closer and 
gently expired.

That night, as Martha sat alone in- 
her room, reading Paul’s Bible, she 
felt that she had never passed so 
happy a Christmas, because by her 
self-denial she had smoothed the 
crippled boy’s path to the grave, and 
she realized, as never before, how 
true is the saying: "It is more bless
ed to giVe than to .receive."

THE SPIRIT OF THE AGE.

"Papa,” she said, softly and 
blushingly, "young Mr. Simpson ' is 
in the dining-room and wishes to- 
speak to you." Then she sank into 
an easy chair and her heart beat sm 
fiercely that it made the gas fix
tures rattle Presently the father- 
returned. "Oh, papa,” she said, "did 
he—was lie—what did he want?" "He 
wanted to borrow five pounds," said- 
the disappointed old gentleman.

A NON-CATHOLIC VIEW.

•' - *i8i

Rev. Dr. George H. Guttôrson, a- 
gent of the six Eastern States of the 
American Protestant Missionary | As
sociation, after his investigation in
to conditions in New England, says:

"Moral conditions in the rural dis
tricts of New England," he writes, 
"are far from encouraging. In some 
places they are unspeakable. The old 
Now England stock in certain local
ities has degenerated In religion and 
morals, end, to 
tellect and physique.’

in in-
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