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« Bellman, Speed Thee Up the Stair- |
way."”
Bellman, see ! the hour approacheth ! —
Speed th ip the dim lit stairway

Of the belfiy gray and solemn,
And the bells of rapture waken !

Bellman, tell them of the story
Wonderful, though cent'ry olden—
Beautiful, though oft narratec
Tpough a thousand times recited 3
Spell them with the annal golden ;
Thrill them with the legend truthful
Of the jubtlant vedemption—

usalem ! hem cockerels dew take resks

—big ones :" f
‘*He's goin’ after Antoine, he gez

That's hoss seuse, anyhow,”
sharp loafer, who read the situation in | ¢
the landlord’s crest fallen face,
tell ye, Antoine knows aour road bet-

retorted a | fore him and a voice, like none other, |
ried in saduess--**Yo would not come
o me that ye might have life !

IR AR |
Other men heard and came, men in !

wilds of Maine ;—and it was all hisown

“Thar goes a t'rll('xi that don't know | warmth, And he was ¢hivering—act
where he's goin’, Drifted daown to | ually and spiritually BDlessed Mother !
Bumpus past all tellin’, Joo sez ! Jer- | That was purity — alone, here in the

ault, his own wilful fault and folly

A pathetic figure seemed to rise be-

Of the imiracle of heaven ter'n Parson Stubbs duz that to|throngs. He thought of the English |
aven !’ Y ala A
Ballman, tell them of tha Mig heaven ." ) Lrl(hl'(l'ldl“, the crowded churches in i
‘liti llmntkn{(l v'n»l.u-l.~:u c At which hit arose some protest, but | Catholic Europe. “1, too, merciful |
g of whom all king inva latie s G : : N i
L’r'lhb’slll:l}\]ﬂ,\t o i more laughter, Lord! I cannot live alone, in Thy

Of the God of all the ages !

Tell them how this God all potent
Took the flesh of His created ;

How within a stable humble—

When the starg, like lamps suspended
From the firmament, glowed calinly

In the stiliness of the night time

When the snow wreaths on the wountain
Glistened like the dews a-tre

On adriftot spray v )
How, when everyth
How, when every agz -
Steam and leat, and How'r and blossom
Wind and wave, and bird nocturnal,
Beast that in the wild wood trackle
Prowleth slow, at every motion
Brambles sere and dry leaves crackling—
Seemed as silent as the nation

As it lay in fear prostrated,

Walting the Divine provouncement ;
Tell them how, when earth and heaven
Voiceless hung in expectiation,

Christ the Saviour was horn

He, the promised One, was dori.

Then, the magic tale recited
Cry, O Bellman ! full and 8o
Cry in accents loud a

0, ye bells ! 11lpg out
In a flood of musie thril
In a peal of heaven suzw
In amyriad vibrations !

Till they, from their trance of wonder
By thy to 1pDE
Ring in cauticles
* Great the worksol !
He hath seut to 2 he nations
Peace long promised and redemption
be thi1s God Eternal !

Bellman, gee ! the
Speed t'ee up L
Ot the beifry 3
And the belis of

y n:“ “‘:L Exar
A STAR-LED JUURNEY.
A little M ot

star-eon
in it, perhaps—she did n
she sent it to the local
Christmas offering

The editor, on receiving it, growled
out something a good way from grati-
tude. Buat then, ! Christmas

written a

ht was

!'!l‘.l:!w

knos

PAf

Y, 48 a

there !
was coming and his readers expected
gomething for the season, he did uot
care what ! So down it went to the

rinters. To say truth, his literary
E".nlz-r was pretty empty, as its like are
apt tobe.

The shabby hotel of
town had 1 its summer sm¢ 68,
Kept especially for touri: vinter
patronage dropped with the mercury
to zero, Therefore, the sudden ap
pearancae there of a Philadelphian,
young, handsome and apparently
wealthy, with his fine clothing and
city ways, drew more notice in Decem-
ber than it could possibly have done
the preceding Angust

=
4

this eastern

Been here be

““ Name's Ashton,
fore !" drawled the lean landlord.
¢ Business? Yes. — Ice business.

Goin' daown the Kennebee.” And a
puzzled lot of native inquirers were
pacified.

The young man had strolled into a
side room to avoid embarrassing in
spection and look for a paper. The
Boston Joeurnals were all old oues.

©A very ancient and fish-like smell,”
muttered the would be reader, fling-
ing them down, disgusted with the
literal aptness of his quotation. A
cleaner sheet lay beside them. He
opened it — and lo! the Star Song !
His wrath rose ; no news, no anything,
in this enow-buried hole! Trains can-
celled on the new narrow guage road !
“ Spowed up at Mattabumpus,” they
told him. He raged inwardly ; then,
suddenly, laughed at the mix of things.
What could be expected of a Maine
poet, snowed up at Mattabumpus?
But he had not come down into Maine
to be grinned at by the natives and
read local ** poems.” Not he! He
would drive over to the next station,
take Antoine, the silent Canadian, to
guide him, and foot it, if need were,
through the woods to the nearest point
on the Grand Trunk. English and
broad guage that, with sure trains ! —
Comforted by this, he took up the
paper again, looking for time-tables.
Alag, time and trains were missing ;
but there was the Star-Song ! This
time he read it :

The Star of Fame, it shineth out

Sharp on the wintry sky :

Yet, through the pu:ple rifts of doubt,

A fairer [ descry.

For ah, the poor and lowly !

What sot‘tlg)blessem them ?

But the star Divine that to earth came down
And shone on the Babe of Bethlehem.

The Star of Love, it gazeth down
With aweet entrancing eyes ;
It proffers earth a smsslon- crown
Of roses born to die !
Too goon their splendor faileth §
O changeless diadem,
'Tia Thee I seek—I would jeurney on—
I too—o’er the sands, to Bethlehern,

The Star of Gold will never cease
To lead cur steps astray :
The fount of grace, the ms of peace
Light up the narrow way
O'er deser(s bare and burning
Lead on, celestial gem,
Till the earth-bells ring and the angels sing,

“'[1e hath bowed to the Christ, at Bethlehem !”

When he had finished, Paul Ashton
stood still a moment. Nor did he
laugh at the little poet.

He set out for the next narrow
guage station as he had planned, not
without some natural dissuasion on the
part of mine host, who did not fail toim-
prove the occasion for the usual group,

road better than he expected.
careful driving his spirited nag over- | ery to heaven,
came a
and for most of the way he had leisure | 1
to look about him,
in white

Their g
relief

ter of needles proffered its tiny tuft of
glitter.
a sh

The young Philadelphian found the | v
With
few drifts

big triumnphantly

ing road, the silver

Now and then |y

down their sunow |«
dnz { i [
nt limbhs gprang into intense | I
lack against white ; each clus- | ¢

wreaths in g, st

Here and there in the weods
Itered nearly bar was
iful with running evergreen and | t

niature ground pire. Dapery
; gtill clung to their tou

y with a russe

spot,

ever kuown on
:ith. The Star Song

ne back to him and with it a mel

v,arep chorus,

I,tco,—1I, too,—1I

lein,

the whi

in.stained ear

too, o'er the sands to Bethle-

He caught himself up sharply. Why,
that was a prayer! And he was not
ready to pray.

At the next town he found A
his o'd guide, who reported
deep in the railway cuts aud :
but not impracticable across open
country. So they set out again, with
fresh horzes, for the longer ride.

Thoy fairly flew over the snow. The
outlines of walls and fences took on a
blurred roundn as they passed,

every aogle vanishe d, a pale, un-
earthly softness held the world. It

strengthenea the nearness of the gkies ;
the steadfast blue seemed close over his
head. Ile was restive, as under the
fels approach of One invisible.
They came to a small river, now a
pale ice floor, the wind having swept
off the snow. DPearly, tranglucent and
gilent, it lay outspread, and yet that
calin crystal was vitalized by a sepse
of tidal throb below, swinging on sure-
ly to the sea — a felt undertone in
depths of darkness—one with the other
unseen forces drawing rouud him, As
the horses sped on, it seemed to him
like a leaving behind him of life, this
winged flight into the great white sil-
ences.
Still that melody haunted him. It
came from somewhere in a very remote
past, when he was a small boy and his
grandmother ‘* toted him off "' to prays
er meeting, as he absurdly told himself.
But all the same, laugh or not—it wa-
melody.
“1, too — I, too,” it sang with
strange pathos in the remembered
strain, Aud why not he, too? He
pushed off the idea, but it came back.
That Oriental journey was purpose-
ful, he owned that. How unlike his
own projected tramp of wilfulness,
into these woodlands ! They were men
of wisdom.
But the sharp cold began to pene-
trate his fur-trimmed overcoat, despite
its weight. ‘‘ They were, at least,
warm, on that palm tree journey !" he
said to himself, ‘‘but I am half frozen.
It is cold out in space " — his thought
ran on — cold everywhere away from
God. He is the centre of life, warmth
and glory. They were wise, who
journey thitherward. But he—he was
journeying away—into polar regions,
into great desolation!” And he shiv-
ered again,
¢ Confound this ride !” he shouted
to the silent Antoine, who gazed at him
in pitying wonder,
*“We sall arrive, in a leetle mo-
ment, " answered the man in his soft
patois. Then, by way of encourage-
ment, he shyly added, ‘‘And it ees soon
the blessed Christmas.”
There it was again ! The taciturn
Canadian had brightened at the word.
This poor fellow, in all his poverty,
knew its warmth and light, It was he
- the wealthy, the cuitured, the ele-
gant — who was suffering, Here was
physical cold, and gold would not
warm him ! He jingled some coins in
his pocket with an angry sense of their
worthlessness,  He had journeyed into
Maine for gold !
Much of his time had been spent
abroad. He remembered the Italian
peasantry and how the children’s faces

He beheld a world | —— well, he had gold to offer !
Loug, exquisite, shadows | was unworthy to present any sacrifice
lay in pearly tones on the snow-crust.
He devised a fairy tale wherein he |1
could put the shi
fields, the hills of pearl and the en-
chanted pine forest.
the wind sweeping in gusts, would toss
the fir-boughs and pine tassels high in | i
tho air, whirling

— he knew bis own past !

bounden duty and service

did the Christians say ?

They wera journeying to
3 J ]

toma of the gold might be
He remembered that t

t wtient e
of hardships and poverty. And the
telling brought quiet gold of swift re
ith true instinet, that snow should be | lief
wedded with color.” “It is for the blessed Christmas, A
The intel ity of it &1l v toin and with native fe th
@ stray color-toue guide saw that words wer :
te it? A white The rest and c¢
a gull's wing ? a child’s innocence? | iun, where he
Yes, a babe — the “'\‘\‘ Child Jesus ! | | rht

wiverse. I, too, would come!” It

was his first soul aspiration, his first|

Then other thon
ast,

hts came, thick and
They, the wise men, carricd gold
But he
! Yetare-
nembered prayer came to bis aid.
' We besecch Thee to accept this, our
" Duty-—
Anrd what
¢ Not weig
merits, bnt pardening our
ffences through Jesus Christ, Our
ord.” A swift Amen flashed out of
1is heart and was caught by the re
ording angel.

Ha turned to his companion with a
thought of human

es, he could do that!

ng our

rotherhocd

r toward
perhaps
offered now.
8 had

impulsive—well, perhaps he

he Christ of the Christ

is comrade

2alled

tiong brought out

sww kindly ques
s of Antoine's

ndurance

30V

itness h
t v warmth, °*

a strange

to himself, **1 bave indecd
journeyed !" How little he had
dreamed of this when he left home !

How little even when snow-bound in
the wilds ! He knew the charm of the
Maine woods ; but this was ¢

to reverse his whole life, as it were in
» moment, in what geemed such an ab
surd, improbable way looked at from
his old standpoint, but which now
camo to him as a white, star-lit ex
perience, not without power peculiar
to itzelf. He had journeyed, heaven
had led him on and the Christ was
found —as of one who songht Him no
The blessed Christmas had come to meet
him. Was it not beautiful and gra-
cious ?

Early next morning he took train
for the nearest junction ; thence, mal
ing his way down the Kennebee. But
he finally reached the great white ice-
houses, sources of easy income to their
owners and representing well invested
capital. All around clustered small,
rough cottages for the permaneunt
““ hands " and big boarding-houses ol
the rudest sort for the great gangs of
Canadians, employed in the season of
cutting and harvesting.

A couple of sharp lads drew near to
inspect the stranger, true New kng-
land gamins, with a certain lean pov-
erty clinging to them as if by right of
inheritance. The older one pointed to
his overcoat,

““ Do see him, Bill!
daisy, though?” ¢ Hush, don’t yer
know ? Itell ye he's the Ice Company,
that chap is !”
Paul Ashton also took in details, on

protecting them from the sharp river

faces.

“My pa's lame. Awful?

a word of questioning. ‘ And

without excitement,
were of the sort to be expected.

ton.
cases.”

brotherhood, and, this time it definite
ly called him. This was his field

responsibility.

ent, a genial man, whom he had me
before and been pleased with.
for

money - maker the Company

see him and glad to talk about th
men.

IN, ONTARIO, SATURDAY, DECEMBER 26, 1896,

Ain't he a

his part, but with kindly serutiny ; the
shabby clothing of the lads, so poorly

wind, their worn ghoes and pinched
Got hurt
on the ice,” said the older, in reply to | this way with their offerings real
ma's
sick, too,” chimed in the other, yet
as if both facts
“I'm glad I came,” muttered Ash-
Our superintendent means well,
but I shall have to supervise these

It was again the call of human

these were his own men, his own direct
He went at once to the superintend-

‘" A
kindly optimist—a good manager and

thought Paul as the personage in ques
tion proffered cordial welcome, glad to

on Christmas observances in Provence
is the adoration of the shepherds, which
ig interpolated 1 the Mass. He says:

By some means only a little short of
a miracle, a way was opened through
the dense crowd along the centre of the
nave from the door to the altar, and up

shepherds came—the quaintest proces
sion that anywhere I have over teen.
In the lead were four musicians, play-
ing upon the tambourin, the galoubet,
the very small cymbals called palets,
and the bagpipe like carlamuso ; and
then, two by two, came ten shepherds
wearing the long, brown, full cloaks,
weather-stained and patched and
- | mended, which seem always to have
; | come down through many generations
and which never by any chance are
new ; carrying tucked beneath their
arms their battered felt hats browned,
t | like their cloaks, by the long warfare
with sun and rain ; holding in oune
hand a lighted candle and in the other
a staff.  The two leaders, dispensi
with staves and candles, bore garland
ed baskets ; one filled with fruit—mel
e | ons, pears, apples and grapes—and in
the other a pair of doves, which with

““ Poor fellows !
great many away. Iough to do it
too! They come crowding down fror
Canada, more than we

ally unfit to go on the ice, It's roug

The river-winds whistle, and the
have to work in snow-storms and ru

Sick men we have to gend off !
Ashton, suddenly roused.

ly. Paul suggested charity.
swer was prompt, *‘ We

glowed at the mention of the Crib and

gathered to see the stranger start.

the Bambino. It was a world-wide

We have to turn a

can possibly | ings,
employ ! many ot them without a cent, |
mostly ill clad, not a few feable — tot

work, you see, and desperately cold. {1

| risk of an ice-bath, if at all clumsy. | de
“‘But where do they go ?" inquired | va

|

|

“Can't tell,” snapped the other, dry- |
The an- | knots of ribbon and pink paper ro
are giving | and glittering little objects such as are | !
charity, now, and in the best way. | hung on Christmas trees in other lands. ‘lh“”' VOWS,
Work and good wages are Godsends to ' Lying in the cart placidly, not bound |

sharp, quick motions turned
) ]hv':u)s from side to side as they gazed
n | wonderingly on their et
with their bright, beautiful eyes
Following eame the main offering
| a spotless lamb, Most origi
|in a way poetically, was t
Drawn by a mild-f
v | whose fleece had been was
n | wondar of
out

nally,

h

18 oier
1
ade, ac

hed to @

T

-

and

bright

whiteness

Ked with colore

| ribbons in & way to unhinge with
ity her sheepish mind, was a little
two-wheeled cart—all garlanded with

ural and holly, and bedizeoned witl

their | ln-n}!, C.5

ange surround-

ad cwe,

who was

Pacian, 4th Century,

but one left, Mother St. Joseph, superior
{of the order in Toronto. It seems a
| special mark of divine favor that the
{rule of this community shoul have re
l(«l\i\'(-d 80 soon the final approbation of
| the Supreme Pontiff, and it is a great
{happiness to the members to receive
| the Rule almost as it was presented to
His Holiness.
Three days of special prayer, of
praise and thanksgiving have been
devoted in every house of the order to
1thu celebration of this auspicious
|event—at the mother house in St.
| Hyacinthe, Que., at Toronto, Montreal,
| Ottawa, Three Rivers, Brooklyn, N.
jY., Oregon, U. S. A. and the last
foundation, Nicolet, Que. The man
lnur of celebration in Toronto may not
be uninteresting to our readers,
The triduum began on Sunday, Mars
being celebrated with Exposition of the
| Most Blessed Sacrament, Benediction
being given at the usual hour in the
[afternoon—4:30. The game cercmon
lies were repeated on Mone On
| Tuesday, the Feastjof the Immaculate
Conception, at 9 o'clock, solemnn High
Mass was celebrated by Rev. Father
| Kelly, C. S. B., with Rev. Father Mon
B., deacon, and Mr. Sulli

e - — - - - .
all these. They get money they could and not in the least frichtencd, w k¥
earn in no other way, a 1 at the very the dazzling white lax . T o 1is Havain
time of year when they most need it, [the ewe with kno \ ! y
When other work fails, ico is surve ! i its nec red i . ‘
And it supports their familic Yes, to behold Now and then t 1 was y n
wo pay }\*ll;l‘r'\1'_\"|\|‘l‘\<‘ll._“'r.'tll would turn to look and in 1 Iy ‘ o
men ; thers are plenty, though, that | sponss to one of these wistful maternal | 1 wal . ! Ve
gamble and drink avd make their pay |glances, the little ereature stocd up | y
a curse.” shakily on its unduly lo P .,,‘.! Ay it
1 see,” answered Acshton, and|gave an anxious baa. DBut v gt ", S thE Jonst /
turned away. It all shone out, lumin- | shepherd bent over i | faid His 1 i
ous, before him. **1do sece,” he re-|gently, it was reassured ; Ivi 1 \.‘ 1 Lehtest
pe ated to himself—** Here is poverty, |contentedly again in its queer littl { Just between earth v
| sickness, havdship — and vice super- |car |llii‘ll:l.v..‘.L-‘.Ilvl'llrl‘w'i..\J hl ‘ T
added. My work is here—and wider |the ceremony remainin e i ! AppY towe
than I thought. Broader and deeper| Dehind the car came e ik | Hor it ‘ e 4 howe
aud higher, like all the thought of [heids, and in their wakea long doubls | 41U day of earn:
God ! I must be about my father's|line of country folk, each with a light- | Leave a ¢ hait
"",I"“""“ e :“1 eandle th l‘u d P | 1 2 ‘.‘ ] ]
['he superintendent was plainly alindeed, in keeping this part of ti ‘
good man, and from his point of view [demonstration within bounds, be ' tan aliin win teal
—that of a sensible man of affairs—the |it is esteemed a wr and a 1 | W s ‘. ( d 1 .
Ice Company was doing its full duty to[ego to walk in the proce n of the : e
its employes But did he think so?|offered lamb 1 H‘:IM, p il o S
that was the question. And would the| Slowly this strange company moved | Avd 1t wished ‘one brief fus
Christ think so? At the Bar of Divine [toward the altar, where the minist e, be there
Judgmeut, he standing on one side and | ing pricst awaited its coming : and at J A wish t The answer
this mob of workmen on the other, how |t} eps the bearers of the {1 | o anore i o f
would it ha ? DV separated, so that t white : y
“A ‘.l{’m'. r yonder is my Falher’ 4 might come between them PR { ttle M " s
house !” he whispered, as a tiny mi and theis o made t K !
sion chapel came 'in sight, its golden ‘ while t . :! ; ymed .; vl :
eross flashing in the transfi n of | semicirele : I'ho musi ‘ it e
tho sunlight Some  sery of God |was stilled, and ti Y pric epted d
was laboring in this cold, get upon the the basl W i { )
would he not be glad of hen extended the paten tl ! that |
ity and of a helping hand? He bent | herds, knceling, might Lis pal i
hi thitherward. Thedivi ! f their of [ th ! ( iral
WS i his path, moving s ht [completed Dy Fhe tam | P! pu he ted (
bafore The good pric | win and dp I 1 au
royal welcome,  What ¢ learlamu 1t ruck ny 1t I enlist
opportune than this wondr: |and the s} 1 vd the lamt 1 wii ! (
r of his flock ? | ps LI nAave \ 2 ¢ 1 a religious pro
Joine to us, my son, for divine ! files of candle h 1 ) d t
servi he said cordial “Ton rough tha deor Vo ( (
row t I of Christr 1 we ¢ li Within tho | ix | CXCt
| rajoice !’ | naive « mony h more a | ‘ ¥ -
The young man gave glad assent [ more o disu Bi st ( !:‘ (
It was too late to reach ! 1 a ion oviv B ntan \ ) ( !
besides, his duty the |in 1 i It ) and | on thr | I
o0od missionary t him with |rep ( withl 150 deca l“ v
inizing g 1 nxic ep rai parish of Ma by | 1
t! anathen rich young |aCure w at o with hi ! : {
P, ) came st, but went | ¢ e for the cust ( i t | | d
vV 801 ul spoke: |Its o1 v assuredly g | ¢ head « ro i
“Thou ) g d of thy|antig ery far, inde | was maki Wi ugh
if yut what of the r?” The|the air )y the musicians in the | teF
tone touched tt 1 elphian, | procession seem by comparis \s they moved up th \ th
wered frankly : | of our own time ; yet tradition ¢ ue of th 1 1 1 i
i did not journey into these snow 'the composition of these air v niche  effectively surrounded by
lands to find the blessed Christmas!|good King Rene, whose hay ruby-tinted gossam ough
Indeed, no! Far from it ! — But, my |over Provence ended more than four|¥ hich glowed rea fuen
Father, 1 have found it,” | centuries ago. of burning ), was paseed.  Up into
The face of the other shone with | - the corridor out of which the nun
ympathy as his benediction fell,— ‘ cells open, a thrine W - iror
“The Lord be merciful to thee, “,}.EA CAITADIAN RELIGIOUS ORDER. | which hung scre bearing ey i
gon 1" i et voeation of the Litany and min
To his life's end Paul Ashton never | Final \!j]!l'l-l.lull(lll of l.h.‘ Order of the | with lieht On the proc o
¥ 2 A 3 Sisters of the Py fous Blood—Cel- | 4 tha axtres ¢ '
forgot that Christmas spent with the clivibton 1i Nosonbo. SO AN QXLRHIO #.0L-W08 GorI1a ol
Lord’s poor, the first his own bounty | : where another shrine 15 erccted, up
had helped to brighten.  Agaip, he| The unusual sight of a convent '\} flight of stairs to the top story,
heard the poet’s song, {lluminated from every window might | ¥2¢re two more brilliantly:l .
But ah, the poor and lowly .hn\‘l‘ been witnessed by the wayfarer "‘RH‘I 'I“."l RED. N "I“ o e
l\l.xiv”;m-“:;yy‘I!:';;fl:-,|1||v;‘t.‘(lylu irth eame down “\h."“' steps led by Vh‘l' convent of the 71 e giiar o2
And shone on ‘he Babe of Bethlehem ? Precious Dlood on St. Joseph street, :
. {Toronto, on the evening of Decembor !
Th“’ Angelus rang out the geraphic g the feast of the Immaculate Concey S i
greating of peace on earth, zood-will to | ion, !
men, from the little chapel ; the late- | The jllumination was but a 1l
rising sun flung gleams of tender rose | hayt of the manifestation of joy over when presented i "y !
:1\11mn‘_‘,‘ tha l.\nn\\' tints, and on POOT | (he most important event that can pareuis In the corrid / o
Antoine and the mission priest, the|,ceurin the existence a relig , | stauds an efligy of the Holy Father is
little poet aud the wealthy Philadelph ‘”.’:“A:. l_l_l, t\lh” h,lu; :l‘\vl ,(.ll\m:il‘l,{ .',‘Il“:r, full canonicals holding out th ree
ian, that Christmas blessing had alike | Rula by the Holy Father. of Approbation of the Rul Finatly
fallen, in a new fuliuess of unexpected | Most of our readers are aware that the community room is reached, a
joy.—Carcline D). Swan in Donahoe’s (he community of the Sisters of the here the procession ranges on either
Magazine. | Precious Blood is—as all things Cana- | fide of the beautiful shrine erects
T R Ry | dian—of comparatively recent origin, | ¢ o d of Eh“ reom. Hymns are su
TBE ADORATION OF THE SHEP. | having been founded in 1861 at St. (V) l"w”';‘ the composition of a member
HERDS. s Hyacinthe, Que., by the present ",‘ YRQ BOTRIGMLALY ,'.:' W"‘ ket
————— {superior of the order, Rev. Mother of the event. yl NOL. DRCK. 1A :
Among the pretty observances re- g(?:{lh;nim-. Of those associated with ‘.-h:.'l‘; : ‘|\’h|’.“I 5 oy ““‘V‘\'- i g
corded in Mr. Janvier's Century article | Mother Catharine at that time thero is I~lll|(| il_:"“ iymn sung.  Not all the

g erected in the hougo have been
ed by the procession ; that would
be impossible, for in every i room
used by the community sl i have
heen erected, and before them lights
are burning.

But the great day must end over
though prolonged for the nonce by the
very gpecial permission to the
munity of remaining up till 10 o'clock

com

Down at the mother house in
St. Hyacinthe, in Catholic Quebee,
the day clores with a great
illumination of the convent,

with wonderful transparancies of the
Pope and the founders of the Order.
There can be no such digplay here,
but a voice asks why not sore echo of
guch demonstration 7  The word is
given and from roof to basement, from
turret to turret, the convent for one
brief hour is ablaze of lights, and then
the celebration is over—History has
been made,
-

$100,000 for Bishop Keane's Scrmon.

Since Archbishop Keene retived from
the rectorship of the Catholic Univer

van, sub-deacon. The Sister 3" choir
furnished the music, which was ol a
most devotional character, The sanct

{nary

v decora

was most elaborately and a
ted, v in suech man

but rather )

to distract
one's attention to the solemn cerei
At 4 o'clock Grand Vespers
{ the Reverend Fathers «
1! Basil's with five ecclesiasties, R
C. 8, B, oine

2 | 103
cung by

, | Father Kelly, i

, | Benediction of the Most Ble sod Sacra
lment was given, and in presence ol
R ed Sacrament the forty

, | the Dlest

.« | 8embled nuns p!'u)'l.ll‘”(‘wl aloud a1
renewal of

with one voice the solemn

gity, Mr. P. B. O'Drien, a inent
Catholic of New Orleans, w8 died,
leaving £150,000 to the university
The Baltimore Swun thus explains b
"l»" bequest came  to b ma
“When Mr. O'Brien drew up his wi
| gix or seven vears ago, ho left in

0 000 to the university, and

| all appearances, was th f Y t
| he intended to leave to th
| Later on ho was presgent
| Chureh, in Now Ocleans, n B I
Keane preached a ermon
| O'Brien was so foreibly i 3
the preacher that he added $100,000 to
| his former bequest
R
Then (in the day of judgment) the p nd
humble shall have great cont nd the

proud shall fear on every side.—Thg Imita~

Immediately afterwards a procession | tion,




