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THE CA1HOLIC RECORD.

JUNE 15, 1889,

CARROLL 0'DONOGHUE.

—
CUHAPTER XXX—CUNTINUED.

Carter dontinued, placing at the same
rooment a pound note before his guest :
“¥o, Rick, it's better for your own in
torests every wav to trust me snd to
weyve me, Thio affair, which will be one
of my last strokes, will end the business#
and [ agsin ewear to you that ycu shal
see Cathleen, and see her well npd heppy.
Come, drink to your future joy.” He
Glled the glnss to overflowing, and prof-
feved it to Lis visitor,

nat last struggling remnant of goed
in the poor wreich's nsture urged him
10 repel tho temptation ; he had already
suflicient liquor within bim, acd wmore
would, be knew, make him the degiaded
snd unresisting tool of Carter's most foul
machioations ; but the bait was too
alluiing : he drew back oves in apgry
vefusal, but the next instant he seizad
the glaee aud queffed its contemts,

Carier was eatitfied, ard he resumed
his eeat : Rick dropped heavily into his.
“How goon will you—" thero was &
sudden pause on tbe part of Carter, as if
he were undecided bow to frame his
question,

Rick locked up, “¥ou mean to ack, I
suppose, bow soon I'll be ready to work
up this last foul plot of yours "

Carter nodded, -

“Now—at once |” He srose from his
«hair, and pocketing the money which
fed been pluced befors him, began but-
toning his ragged ccat snd planting
firmly on his head a dirty, well worn hat,
4t tte door, with his hand on the kiob,
e turned 1o say: “Mind you, Carter,
this is the last devil's work I'll do for
you ; and if, when it's done, you fail in
your prowmite to me, I'll wash wy bands
‘n your blood ; aye, if I have to come cut

@ my grave to murder you!” There was
s wild, desperate lock in the large black
wipce that made Carter draw & relieved
veath when the door wes fairly shut be.
fuwd hkis vieitor,

4 dull, constant rein pcured abrosd,
Lut beyond a elight ehiver, and a closer
fagten ng of bis old coat about his pereon,
fRick puid little heed to the etorm  Ia

deed, it would seem from the glitter in
fais eyes, aud the unwonted flush still on
s pivched cheeks, that come emotion
witbin made him ivsensible to the un.
somforteble atmospbere without, He
oould teke the caruow to his deslination,
thanke 1o Carter’s recent gift, and not be
sompolled 10 mske the journey, as he
Yad done when coming vp to Tralee, by
begging lifts on pascing vebicles, and
iniling that, by trudging till bis feet were
aope snd blistered, The eftect of his
weary tramp was visible now in his
pertielly limping gait, and some kind
hasrted people lovked after the poor

" o8 il they would have gludly
1245 bim an a'ms, but he atked none,

x4 nightiall when he reached Dhrou.
x L0, and the storm, which had also
myed there, hed abated, The elars were
seginning to twickle in the dull sky,
and the air had all that refreehing in

uence vpon the epint which 13 some
times 80 cheerirgly felt afier a s'orm
“Something of ruch a feeling stole on the
misersble man, who, walking slowly.by
dae country lanes, of en cast his eyes up
to the pow slar studded veult above
: A strovge fescination impelled his
planso io that direction, while the scent
of tho wild field flawers ecame to him,
und the gentlo wavicg of the trees in
oit eveuing wind scemed to salute
ull congpirivg to barfow his soul
wrories al once sweet and heart:
ng. The big tears rclied from his
' but were wildly daehed away.
OWhet is unmennirg me(? he eaid ;
‘why do I give vay now, when 1 know |

wst doit ! He had involuntarily paunsed,
and his eyes were again tixed on the eky.
““Why do I look there!” he resumed ;
ro, where I shall never be ! and oh,
ileen 18 there, snd if she's looking
~-may be, wrelched sinner as [ am,
give me one pitying look!” He
himself on bis kneea by the coun
ey hedge, “Blessed mother of God, you
daet have a tender heart for the poor
aud the distressed—pray for me!"” He
staried up wildly : “What am I doing—-
n: praying !—ivll make the devils in
hell laugh to hear the like ot me pray-
ing!” He strove to laugh himsell—to
fmoish the ' strange, softening itflu.
suses which were at work about
f2ma; but his mirth sounded Lol
low eud discordant. He walked on
juickly to I'ather Msagher’s residence,
shuaddering as he approached the little
«hspel, snd burrying by it

Meire, in the kitchen lightening her
ewenicg work by pleasant thoughts of

\¥ghe a Vohr, opened to Rick's knock.
‘Why, Rick |” she exclaimed, “where do
you come from ? it's ro lorg since you've
»en here 1"

6] kpow it,” he responded ; “and now
20 L aza here, and tired and hungry in
e hargain, will you give me & meal ?”

o be sure, and welcome ! just sit
n belore the fire—the rain has made
illy—and I'll have a supper for
no time.” And the kind hesarted
checrfuily bustled about the pre.
waretions.

“Don’t be troubling yoursclf eo,” re.

trated Rick ; “a orust and a cup of

& will do!”

¢ Moira, in the goodness of her
would meke the poor fellow,
plight was well calealated to win
athy, as comfortable as she could,

! sbe set belore him the best that the

ieet's simplo larder efforded,

Hick ate, acking careless questions the

e aboul the housebold, ascertaining,
1 his piivate satis'action, that Nora
{cCarthy had gone alone some distance
o wea a dyiog creature, and that ste

wuld probably vot return very soon,
1y further adroit questions he won from

nnple Moira the precise location of the
nse to which Nora bad gone on her
wharitable errand; and when he had
‘nisbed his meal, and thanked his kind
ittlo hostess, he set out in the direction
which he kuew Nora must take on her
return, &
The moon was shining, and everything
v the lonely country road could be seen
: ainly a8 in the noonday sun. Not
« soul crossed Rick’s path until he was
within sight of the house into which
slora had gone, It was one of the very
mumble cabins of the Irish poor, and its

with bitter feeling ; too well he knew the
poverty which exwted in such places,
and his botom swelled as he thought of
that government to whose oppression
was due such want sbd woe ; but in the
same instant bis cheeks tingled with the
flush of self eccusation acd skame, for
was pot he the traitor who had betrayed
to the autborities the hiding place of
Carroll O'Donogbue i He turned awsy
as if in his bitterness he would depart
from himself ; but there was the sourd
of a light step on tbe road, snd be
turued back. It was Nora McCarthy ;
well he knew the agile grace of that
elight form, and he continued to watch
ber as she approached hiw, The moon
light revealing her fully ; a dark cloak
enveloped her person, ite hoosd covering
her head, and the little bssket in which
she had carried some nourishment for
the sick creature pending from her
band. On'she ceme, fearless and appar
ently thoughtful, and only sligbtly start.
ing when Rick sprung before her in the
road. “l would spesk to you, Miss
MeCartby—I have been watching for
ou.”

4 “Certainly, Rick ; anything I can do
for ycu 1 do ot hegtiate to tell me,”

“Do you mind the last time we met,
when you atked me if I was in trouble,
and I told you the secret of my heart—
the sorrowiul secret that's been eating
my life away for many ayesr 1’ Hisvoice
was husky and trembling.

“[ do, Rick, I remember it all,”’ ehe
hastened to answer ; “and 1 bave prayed
for you fervently every day since.”

He bent bis head forwsid, and
whispered, as if his growing huskiness
prevented his spesking aloud : “Do
you mind the advice you gave me then ;
and would you give me the same now 7’

“The eame, Rick—ihe very eame ; it
wculd be the worst of sins to change it.”

“But listen once more,”’—stiill in a
trembling whisper ; “it may breek my
chila’s heart to koow what she doesn’t
at present guess ;—think, M'ss McQarthy
—if it was your own caze, what would
you do?” He raised bis clasped hands to
her in wild entreaty.

All her soul epoke in her beautiful eyes
a8 she anewered, with thrilling earnest
nest : “Were it my csee, I sbould know
no pause between this knowledge com-
ing to me and my acknowledgment of
my father, No wealth, no home, no
friends should stand between us; were
he an outcast from mankind he would
be still my father, and I, thinking alone
of the love which had never lost sight of
me during sll his desolate, wandering
years, wou'd bound to him, and repay
him with burning atfection !

*“Nora McCarthy, the case is your own
—yocu are my child, and I am your
father!” He stood there wkite and
tremblirg —the blood bad flown even
from his lipe—with outstretched srms
and humid eyes,

Her father ! the heard like one in a
dream ; it was g0 ruddeu, g0 unexpeoted,
€0 dreadful, that she could not compre.
hend it ; ard she stood there eo motion.
less that the gentle swell and fail of her
bosom as she breathed could be plainly
diecerned, while ber face was as white
as Rick’s own, Her eyee were fixed with
a wild, frightened look upon his face.

“[ shouid not have told you,” he eaid
mournfully ; *“the advice you gave me
for another is too bard for yourself to
follow ! He let his hands drop and
was turning away.

“Wait a moment!” She was clasping
kis eria with her trembling haods, *Let
i think 1"

Fagter than the lightniog’s ilash cawe
a train of thoughts to her tgrror stricken
mind—thoughts that brodght her bsck
to the time when, on the eve of her First
Communion, she learned from Father
Meagher's own lips how she was a waif
who bkad been adopted by the O’Don.
oghue family ; that her parents were
gone—gone, and not dead, had been the
word used by the priest, though the
impression that both her father and
mother had died was somehow given to
the little girl ; and when she hed sought
to know more of her origin, she had been
told simply that she was the child of
humble Lut bonest parents. It must
be 80, then ; this man, this intemperate
beggar, this outcast from all respectable
society, this wild-looking being, from
relationstip with whom, and such rela.
tionship, her whele soul recoiled, must
be her father | But no answering instinct
responded to his appeal ; no strangely
aftectionate impulse had sprung into
being at his cry—nothing but the hor-
rible coneciousness that she was the
child of a man from whom she recoiled
with aversion and terror, In her agony
—:n agony which was causing her frame
to work convulsively, and sending pallor
and crimson successively into her face,—
her heart turned to one friend—Father
Meagher ; he would knew ; he would
help her to understand this wretched
mystery.

‘Come home with me!” she said
hoarsely, still clasping Rick’s arm, Come
home, and I will tell Father Meagher,”
Rick neither objected mnor remon.
strated, but walked on quietly by her side,

CHAPTER XXXI.

NORA M'CARTHY'S SACRIFICE.
Father Meagher was in his pleasant
little study, connieg a Latin work which
lay before him, sl intervals raiciog his
head to address Clars O)'Donoghue, who,
at the opposite end ot the table, was pre-
tending to do some needlework, [er
fingers plied the shining implement it is
trus, while the clergyman'’s eyes were
upon her, but tha moment she was un.
observed her fingers coased to move, and
she yielded #gain to despondent thoughr,
The good priest had obeerved wita no
glight concern her growing moody re-
gerve, and he knew that it boded little
good for her health of mind or body.
For the purjcuo of runsir @ her irom her
melancholy, bhe b insisied that she
should bear him company in the study
uutil Nora's return, and he had sought
to awaken her interest by regounting
amusing items of the parish gossip,
But a slight smile, that was soarcely
euch, it was so faint, was her only
answer,

“Do you know what I heard an hour
or 80 ago 1" he said, shutting his book,
rising from his chair, and beginning to
pace the little room.,

Clare had commenced her stitohing

The priest continued : “Tom Murphy
at the kilns, was telling me :—it seems
he bes been up to Tralee for the race
that took place there a coupla of days
8go, and some other buriness kept him
80 tpat he did rot get bome until shortly
before I was speaking to him, Ned
Maloney, down here, had his horse
entercd for that race, with some noted
jockey to ride him ; and Tighe a Vobr,
by one of his tzicks, actually got posses.
sion of the horse, rode the animal him-
self, and won the race, doing Maloney
and everybody corcerned with the old
man in the aflair out of all their ex-
pectations, It sent poor Maloney nearly
crezj—s0 much o, that he has done for
him, a most upprecedented action—
closed his place, and gone up to Tralee
himself, But this is not «the whole of
the story: Tighe was arrested for what
be did, the charge being preferred by
Morty Carty ; but ke so badgered or be-
fooled the cfficer who had him in charge
that he escaped, and afterward he
actually fourd means to boodwink or
csjole Carter into withdrawirg the
warrant ; and [ believe in my heart now,
since [ have beard this narrative of
Tighe’s doings, that he was the instigator
of all that rabble and uproar in front of
Malcney’s place last week.”

“And it he was, uncle, surely you
ought to forgive him for the good turns
he does everybody.”

It was Moira who spoke; she was
entering with the cup of tea which the
priest.sometimes. took in his study, and
sue overheerd eufficient of the last rema: k
10 enable her to know well to whom it
had reference,

“You forget yourself, Moira !" said the
priest a little sternly, though he was
somewhat amused at the pertinacity with
which his niece iasisted on defending
Tighe upon every occasicn.

Having set cown the tes, she left the
room wiih an appealing look to Clare, as
if she would bave said : “You speak in
his behalf |” But Clare was too sad to
respond to the lock by even a smile,

There was the noise of some one enter-
ing by the back way, and an instant
ufter, the sound of hurried steps on the
stair and in the little passage which led
to the study, Father Meagher opened
the door, and beheld Nora eo deathly
pale, 60 wild and frightened. looking that
ne started in diemay.

“My child ! what has happened 1”

His exclamation brought Clare to the
threshold, .

Nora did not sperk ; as if her voice had
left her, she caught the soutzno of the
clergyman, and tremblingiy brougat bim
to the little parior, atthe same time wav-
ing back Clare, who attempted to follow,
Tne parlor was but dimly lighted,. but
it was sufliciently so to show Nora’s
terror stricken face as she threw hersaif
on her knees at the priest’s feet,
“Father, for the love of Heaven, answer
me one question—is Rick of the Hiils
my father(”

The priest started, and so violent was
bis emotion that great beads of perspira
tion came out upon his forehead, He did
not reply.

“For the love of God, I beg you to
arswer ! one little word, and end my
korrible suspense !’

“Why do you ask ?”” The clergyman’s
voice was &8 quivering as ber own,
“Because Rick has told me so; he
cleims me &8 his ckild, Oh, fatger,
answer me—1 must know !

She was in no condition to be evaded,
or to be calmed by anythiog save a
direct reply, and Father Meagher gasped,
rather than said : “He is !”

“Then go to him—he is down stairs
wailing to see you ”

Hardly with volition of his own, so
mystified, and bewildered, and pain.
stricken was he, the priest obe,ed,
Clare met him in the hall, but he could
not answer her; he pointed to the room
in which be bad left Nora, She ruzhed
in, Nora was still kneeling, her face
bowed on the crucifix she had drawn
from her bosom, and which was the fac.
simile of that worn by ber betrothed,
With one hand she waved Clare back.

“Leave me—let me be alone for a
little while with this!" indicating the
crucifix by a motion of her head ; “I am
not myeelf now—by and by, some one
will tell you, but go sway now—please
go away !” as Clare atill hesitated, ready
herself to burst into passionate weeping
at this mystery, which, for aught she
knew, might mean some dreadful occur.
rence to her brother, She obeyed the
earnest entreaty, however, and paced
the little ball in an agony of suspense.
In a few moments Father Mesgher,
flushed and excited, accompanied by an
ill.formed, shambling man whom she
recognized as Rick ot the Hills, passed
her, on their way to the study. The
door was shut tight upon them ; still, as
she wildly walked, she could hear their
excited voices, and the more harrowing
sound of Nora’s sobbing, *“My God ! my
God !” moaned Nora, deluging the
crucifix with her tears ; “I accepu it all
—I unite my will with that of Taine, [
begged of Thee once to inilict upon me
any suffering so that Carroil would be
spared—1 repeat my prayer, and I
nceept this trial from Thy loving hands.
Ob, Thou who drack to the dregs Thy
cup of sorrov and shame——-Thou whose
heart broke 1n its agouy, have pity upon
me ! give me strength, give mo courage
for my duty. Blesred mother of God,
whose teuder heart is never closed to
the ory of the distressed, pray for me !
and scapular and crucitix were together
preseed to her fevered lipe,

Within the study, Father Meagher
was saying to the cowering man bsfore
him: “Did you not solemnly promise
when Mrs. O'Donoghue took the in‘ant
from its dying mother’s arms that you
would mever claim it—that you would.
never assert your title to it in any way ?
And by what right did you dare to make
yourself known to her now, when you
did not do 1t before ! you have not even
the claim which & decent, sober life
might have given you. Had you been
such, Rick, iustead of a worthless scamp,
I myself would have revealed the secret
to her before this; but to tell her, she,
who is almost angelic in goodnese, that
you—you as you kuow yourself to be,
Rick, without eny description of mine—
were her father, would be to break her
heart, as I doubt not you, by the shock
you have given her, have already done,
And what good is it going to do, let me

whole exterior proclaimed the want
awhich might be within, He graed at it

again, and she seemed too intently at
work to care oeven to raise her head,

ask you("”—the priesi’s manner became
more severe—“she shall not leave her

present home, nor shall you be per.
mitted to molest her in any way,”

Rtck snewered doggedly : *‘She is my
child, and ske is of sge to judge for her.
self ; she told me when I put the case
before her as if it was anotber, and not
berself, that were she the cbild I spoke
of nothing should part her from her
father—that she would ackrowledge
him before the world, though he was &
yillain and an cutcast,”

The priest’s expreseion changed to one
of sadness and perplexity,

Rick continued, in a tooe that became
more full of ‘emotion with every word :
“You ask me why I claim her now, when
I didn’t beforei 1 made the eacrifice
long encugh to let her have the home,
and the education, and the friends abe
has, while I wandered the world with
the heart within me crying for my child ;
may be if I'd had her all these years ]
wouldn’t be whet I am ; maybe it I could
feel the little arms arour d my neck, as [
once felt them, they would have kep* me
from many a crime! I endured it al,
Father Meagher, as long as ! could: 1
held out sgainet this—against the im
pulse that was maddening me, the
impulse to revesl to her who she was—
till the heart within me was melting for
my child, I battled with myself, and
then, to satisfy my wild longing, I tested
her cnce a few evenings ago when I met
her alone, She answered as [ told you ;
and what heart could withetand tbat |
You are a priest of God,” he continued,
“and you have heard before this the story
of wretched and broken hearts ;—my
heart is such, and you may blanie me,
aye spurn me, if you will, but think while
you're doirg it, Father Meagher, how it's
the wild, racking burniog love for my
chiid that has done it 8)l!” He fell on
his knees, sobbing aloud.

Tae clergymeun was deeply touched ;
he made two or three turns of tke little
study before Le could subdue nis emo
tion, “What will eatisfy you, Rick ?” he
eaid at Jast, pausieg beiore the kneeling
man, “You surely would not wish her
to leave those with whom she had been
reared since her infancy—you could not,
you wouid not dream of asking her to
live with you ?”

Rick arose, “I’ll leave it to herself;
I'll abide by what she wants : if it's 10
wander forth again without her, I'll go;
if 1’ to depart from her without ever
returning to look upon her face, I'll obey,
because 1t will be her wish.” I{e folded
his arms sud let his head drop forward
on his breast,

Father Meagher looked at him, and for
an instant he sickened 28 he thought of
that wild, half cleanly, sinful man being
80 cloeely sllied to pure, lovely Nora
McCarthy. *Remain here,” he said ; and
he left the room, encountering the well.
uigh fractic Clere.

“Wkat is it, father?” I shall go mad if
you do not tell me! perhaps my brother
has been already executed ?”

“No, to, my poor child ; it is nothing
about Carroll—it only concerns our poor
Nora ; and now go to your rocm and be
p;ui:em ; in a'littie while you shall know
all,’

Somewhat relieved, though still a prey
to keen anxietly, she obeyed, and the
priest returned to Nora,

She was etill on her knees, but no
longer weeping ; her whole attitude was
strangely calm, and the face which she
lifted on the clergyman’s entrance —save
for its pallor, which was deepened by tne
dark rings around her eyes, indicating
severe mental suflering—bore no trace
of her lats emotion, Sue 1ose, and with
her hand still clasping the crucitix she
said quietly and slowly, but with an
accent of touching sadness: “Father, 1
understand it all now, and my duty has
become plaiu, He is my father, my poor,
wretched father, it is true, but still my
Jather ; his heart has bcen breakiog for
me ail these years, and it must bs my
task to comfort him for the future.”

“‘You would then leave the friends who
have reared and protected you—who
have been more to you than this miser.
able parent ever pretended to be? Is
this your gratitude, Nora?"

“Oh, fatber, you are harrowing my
soul! I know, I feel all that you would
say, but listen to me. Could you hear
him, as I have heard him, depict his
broken heart, his blighted life ; and could
you feel, as 1 bave felt, that neither
might bave been had I, his child, whom
he g0 loved, been with him, you would
only repeat the counsel my own heart is
whiepering. He is now a drunkard,
a wanderer, an outcast; if I, by
patient, unwearied aftection can win
him back, can reclaim his soul,
is it not my instant duty to fly to
him ! Which, father, would you have me
do—spare the dear ones, who have been
more than father or mother to me, and
spare myself the anguich of a parting
which after all will be the occasion of
only a little earthly pain, or seek to re-
claim an immortal soul—you, whose life
18 devoted to sculs, answer me 1"

The priest turned away ; he was too
deeply affected by the holy enthusiasm,
the spirit of self-immolation which spoke
in her earnest eyes, to answer her imme.
diately,

“Spesk, father !” she entreated.

He slowly faced ber, “My child, have
you counted all the costs ? where will be
your home with this poor wretch; what
your meang of support; how will you
endure the hard, painful, perhaps igno
minious life to watch you may be sub
jecteal Think well before you decide,
Aud there are other ways by which you
may discharge your duty to this miser-
able being, God dces not require such
an utter sacrilice of yourseif as you
deeire to makeo,”

“Nay, tatuer ;”” a mournful smile broke
over her features for a moment—“any.
thing less than living with bim, doiag
for him, comforting him, would not be
fulfilling the duty which I owe him as
bis child—and it ia for this aftection that
his heart has been cryingall these years,
You ask me where wiil be our home, and
what will be our means of support:—a
very little, humble home will suflice for
us ; and for our support, I can earn that
—my needlework hss already brought
me no inconsiderable sum, and God will
take care of us.”

“Have you given a thought to what
Carroll will say of this 1"

Ob, the anguish that shone in her dry,
burning eyea | the emotion that became
visible in her trembling lip! for an in.

stant it threatened to overwhelm her,
and she swayed to and fro with the con-.

vulsive throes of her form. “You, father,
will bresk it ,ently to him, and you will
tell bim to forget me, I could not, I
would not, hold him to his troth now,
when [ know myself to be the cfispring
of such a parent !”

“[ shall do mnothing of the kind!"
broke out the priest bluntly—all the
more bluntly, aud indigoantly as well,
that he might hide his own emotion ;
“tell him that,” be continued, “to break
his hesrt! and Carroll O'Donoghue is
not the man to reeign you because of
what has occurred ; because, he is already
aware that you were a little waif adopted
into his fawily, and that your true name
is Nora Sullivan,”

As if she longed to end the distressing
interview, she turned towsrds the door,
saying : “Come with ma, father, and 1
shall tell him that [ am ready to
ecknowledge him before the world,”
Without, however, waiting for the priest,
she burried to the study ; but at the
door of the little room, with her hand
upon the knob, she remained standing
till Father Meagher, who bad followed,
reached her. Perchanceshe deemed bis
presence would help her to ward oft the
feeling of death.like faintness which
svized her at the thought of what she was
about to do, By a desperate eftort she
recovered herself and with a mental
prayer for strength she entered, the
priest, who was unable to prevent, or
remonstrate further, following,

Rick of the Hills was in the eame posi.
tion in which Father Mesgher had left
bim—standing with his arms folded, and
his bowed head so deeply forward that
his obin rested upon his breast, The
light from the study Jamp fully revealed
bim—his cosrse, abundant black hair
hanging in disordered masses, bis high
shoulders, and his whole ungainly form.
He did not look up at the entrance ; he
did not meke a motion ; and Nora, not
sufferiog herself 10 pause for an instant,
not suffering herself to contemplate for a
moment that unkempt, miserable figure,
flaw to him, folded her arms about him,
and cried, while ber tears burst forth :

“Father ! I am here to acknowledgs
you, to wander o’er the world with you,
to pay you back love for love !”

TO BE CONTINUED.

JESUITICAL,

Written for the CATH ;LIC RECORD.

There is one phase of the precent agita.
tion which Is worthy of rematk, and which,
it seems, more than any other ought to
convict the leadlng actors of, want of
bonesty end good falth, In the doub'e-
colamn editorisls, the correipondence and
the public utterances of the champions of
tte antl.Joesuit compaign, the work of the
early Jesult missionaries, and the record
of the soclety in this couatry for up wards
of two bundred and thirty years, not only
count for mnothirg, but are entlrely
ignored, That their opponents should
object to the Jesuits or endeavor to
combat them s not very surprisiug, bat if
they possess any falth In their own cause
they ought to bave houesty aud maril
vess enough.to give honor where honor 1s
dua. Maay of thote who figure in the
daily press, or join in wherea:ii ¢ and re
solviog at the public meetiogs are frcm
their positions eupposed to have received
a liberal education and to kaow something
of the history of thelr own country, yet
we do nct find sny of them generous
enovgh to etdmit that the early Jesuit
misstouaries did anything worthy of com
mendation, The fanstics of Oatario ciose
their eyes to the fact that many of the
members of the much-abused szciety have
lived the lives and died the deaths of
saints aud herces in Cansda—they prefer
to retail tke stale calumnies of crazy
Pascal cr Infidel Penl Bert.
nevertheless, rewains, and is admitted
by all who have honestly written on our
early hletory, and, morcover, the record
covers some of their brightest pages, Ex:
tracts from some of the principal writers
bave from time to time sppe:red in your
columne, but there ls one whom [ have not
seen quoted, and whose remarks are cer
tainly worthy of reproduction. In the
“History of the Church of Eogland in the
Colcnles,” published in 1856, and recog:
n'zed as the staidard work on the subject,
the aathor, the Rev. Jsmes S. M. Acder-
570, chaplain to the Queen,ete , ¢t , refers
to the eurly Jesult missiocaries as follows :

“There is no darker page in the history
of the natlons of Europe than that which
relates their oppression cf the aboriginal
inbabitants of countries which they have
coloniz:d. The tlde of native life has
been beaten back In well nigh every quar-
ter into which the stream of her popula.
tion has poured iteelf ; and the swarthy
saveges of the West, of the Esst, of the
South, have alike withercd, or are wither-
ing away, at the approach of the white
man. The treatment of the Icdlan tribes
of North Amezica by the Eoglich settlers
upon their lands presents no exceptlon to
this humillating story. The solitary ex-
ception, indeed, of Eliot's «xample, who,
througtoat » pertod of more than fifty
years, labored to bring the l'ght of truth
and peace to those who were :iviog In the
darkness of savage Ignorance, and therehy
won for hlmselt the honored tltle of
‘Apostle of the Indlane,’ {s one to which [
have already borne willing and grateful
testimony,
“Others there ware, also,—to thelr honor
be it freely acknowledged !—who, before
and durl: g the tlme of Llic*'s winfstry,
evinced, {n their conatant efl.rts to preach
the Giospel of Christ to the Indisns of the
North and of the West, a z3al and courege
aud devotlon whch bave never been sur-
passed. They were not, fudeed, of our
coantry or of our communlon, Nay,
more ; they Lelonged to an order of men
in whom neither the Church nor State cf
Evglaud can place sny tiust, nor wlth
whom they can hold any fellowshlp, . .
Notwithstandiog tkese feets, it is Impos-
sible to deny to the French Jesult mie~
tionarles in Canada throughkout the whole
of the seventeeth century, the exerc'se of
an ardent, steadfast, salf.denyiog faith,
I bhave aiready notlced their first intro.
duction into that country, under the
celtbrated French Governor, Champlain,
aud the briefest glance at their proceed-
fvgs afierwards overwhelms the mind with
awe and wonder. Theirs were the
churches and cclloges and hespltals of
Qacbec ; thelrs the glory of penetrating
the pathtess forest, og teaversing lake and
tiver, of endurlng hunger and cold and
nakedness, of braving even death itself in

its most frightful form, if only they might

)

Bat the fact, |

briog the chlldren of the howling wilder.
ness to the knowledge and service of
Christ Jesue. From the waters of Niagara
to Like Superlor, among the Huron
tribes, the Mohawks, the Onandsgas, the
Wyandots, the Sentekss, and the Algon.
quins of Lake Niplestng ; to the Sruth and
Sonth. east, a3 far as the river Kennebec :
and thence to the mouth of
the Penobscot; rgain, to the far-west
through Michigan, Wiscoustn, and J]llnoh:
even to the valley and down the river of
the Mlesleelppi, at every season, and in
every place, the unwearled French
wislorary was seen, winuing bis way to
tbe red wmoan’s home—sometimes lost
awidst the teacklees snow or forests, at
other tlmes hurried in his light canoe
down some fearful rapid, he perished, and
was never beard of more Of some, the
tidiogs came home to thelr brethiren, that
toey bad met with death more terrible
even than this ; baviog been tortured by
every art of tavage cruelty ; compelled to
run the gaunilet through lines of murder-
ers ; or burat, or tcalped, or starved, or
wutilsted in every limb with sxe and
tomabawk, Yet none qualled or filtered,
New men inetantly pressed cn with hold
and cheerful heart, to fi'l up the places
of the fallen ; and, sgain, the intrepid
eoldiers of ‘the croes went forward,
Achievements and eufferings such as
these make up for the most part the
history of the Jesuit missionaries of
Canads, whilst that country was under
the dominion of the French. And as
we read the pages which record them,
sud mark the steadfastuness of that faith
which animated the hearts of Goupil
and Jogues acd Lallemant and B :beuf
and Daniel in their martyrdom, or the
siréngth of that heroic perseverance
which sustained Alionez and Dablon and
Marquette in their perilous wanderings ;
we feel that we should violate the truth,
snd stifls those purest emotions of the
teart in which truth rejoices, did we
either altogether withhold, or only with
niggard and reluctant spirit acknowledge
the praize which is their due,”

In the appendix to his history the Rev,
Mr, Anderson gives a copy of the first
report presented by the Society for the
Propagation of*the Giaspel in Foreign
Parts ; acd this report contains the fol.
lowing epeech addressed by an Indian
sachem to the Earl of Beliamont, Gov.
ermor of New York, on the 25th June,
1700, He commends the candor of the
S.ciety in makiog 8o ewphatic an ac.
knovs_-ledument ol the z°al ot the Frencha
Jesuit misgionaries: “We are now come
to trade, and not to speak of religion ;
ouly thus much [ must say, all the while
I was here, before [ went 1o Cannada, [
never heard anything te'ked of religion,
or the least mention made of converting
us to the Coristian faith ; and we shall
be glad to hear it at lasi you are eo
piously inclined to take some pains to
nstruct your Indians in the Christian
religion ; [ wiil not say but it may induce
some to return to their native country,
I wish it had been done cooner, that you
had bkad minsters to instruct your In.
dians in the Caristian faith, T doubt
whether avy of us bad deserted our
native country, but I must sqy, I am sorely
beholdew to the French of (anada, for the light
I recewved to know there 1 15 a Saviour bora for
mankind, and now we are taught God is
everywhere, snd we can be instructed
at Canada, Dowsegenhac, or the uttermost
parts of the earth as well as hera ”

ALGONKIN,
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In Memoriam,

TO MY FATHER, THE LATE I. P LYNCH, OF
DELLEVILLE, WHO DIED M aY 6, I8s0

Oice more the slient messenger

Into our micst did sorrow bilng;
For dr‘:rp In midoight's solemn gloom,
A soul Le bore upon his wing.

Yes!like a thief, far in the night,
Death entered wnere our father lay :
Lasteve in swastest peacs hs slept,
Next morn we found & form of clay.,

Our anzel mother’s soul took flight
¥rom that sad chamber where he lay;
Aud from that time we leaned upon
Qur dear old father &s our stay.

Thy 1if= on earth, oh ! father dead,
Had run 1t span, God willed it 80!
And fatthfal to the Master's call,

*'Thy will be done,” you answered low.

Al ! Jesus dear, with looks of love
Gaze ou his sorrowing children here;
Be Thou a Father to us all

Till death dotn bring us to him near.

Grant him rest, our aged father
Eternal rest ln'd llxhl,'ubave. .
May he joln oar ankel mother
in the hume of Gad’s pure love,

Miserere, oh ! dear Jesus !

Grant them both eternal rest :

May their children when life’s ended.
Meet them 11 Heaven 'm!d the blest,

ot tisidadondy
THE JESUITS IN AFRICA,

“The Jedult,” said Lord Macaulay ia
the wonderful plece of word painting in
which he descrlbes the' lsbors of the
Soclety of Jesus, *“was to ba found, spade
io haud, teaching the rudiments of agri.
culturs to tha eavages of Paraguay.”
The Jesult Fathers in the Zwmbezi Mls-
slon are renewlng the wouders of tha
famous Raductions. They are engaged
ln the same task as their brethren in Old
Paraguay, and ‘endeavoring to induce the
natives to rellcquich the plckaxe for
the plough, Bat this is the lesst part of
thelr work : perfecting themselves in the
language, iran:lating books, eatlng for
the eick and ipsiructing chl'dren, are
the princlpal duties which oceupy their
atttention. With the native children
they achleved wonders; to quote the
words of one of the missionaries, “Many
almost know by heart in their own lan-
guage the ater, the Ave, and the Creed.
I'hey siog sl:0 & native version of the .1ve
Maoria Stelln and the Litany of Loretto
very well.” The Jesuits have always
teen ‘the ploneers of civil'zation and
Chzistlanity., In thelr foreign missions
they first make the savages men, and then
make the men Christiaxs,

A Confectioner’s Confidences

. “T can plainly state that I can find noth.
ing better than Hagyard's Yellow Oil, I
Lave rheumatiswm occasionally, and Yellow
0il dogs me great good. You can use my
nams if you wish,”  Yours truly, H. Dick.
inson, Confectioner, 8t, Thomas, Ont,

No one need fear cholera or any sum
mer complaint if they have a bottle of Dr. J.
D. Kollogg's Dysentery Cordial ready fcr use.
It corrects aill looseness of the bowels
promptly and causes a healthy and natural
action, This is a medicine adapted for
the young and old, rich and poor, and is

rapidly becoming the most popular medi-
cine for cholera, dylontor'y', eto., in the

, market,

JUNE 15, 1869,

« Written for CATHOLIO RECORD. of
CATHOLICS OF SCOTLAND, |letter
reach:
BY THE BEV. ANEAS M'DONELL DAWEON, | it
LL. D, F. B. B, aa
INSTANCES wae 8
Forbes of Calloden, President of the | as Mr
Court of Sesslon, while employed Incheck. Ll'“l’ :
8

ipg some of the Highland chiefs from join prom
frg the prince, wae cast by contrary wicds ship
into one of the rmall we:tern isles. He | Seote
went, ss he landed, to a gentleman’s house, ;E}"l
who bad a enug, elegant dinner prepared | .“fu
for him and bis company on their artival, | 4oy
“Sir,” said the president, astoniched at the | one ¢
sight of the entertaicment, and under- [t l[;!_l
stavding the gentleman’s fortune could to At:
not ba great, “May I beg leave to aek if | ¢o0p
you always live in this style.”” “No, my frrup!
jord,” esye the landlord, “that I cannot | Siate
afford.” “Apd how,” repliesthe precident, | povu
#did you happen to bave such s divner | oppp,
to dsy 1” “I knew,” saya the Ielander, | p we
that your Loxdehip was to be here to.day.” | o, 'y}
“Impossible,” answeis the president,” we | ¢y, |
only Janded jast row, and, e little before, had, 1
we kpew voibing about it ourselves” | .
“Why, my lord, & msn who lives by me | par,,
snnounced youranival by describing your | ¢onie
Lord:hip’s persop, your cowpany, dress, Th
figare end ete , informing me of the tin:e betw
you would be bere to-day, which msde gard
me prepare the dinner you eee.” Hon.
A connecticn of mine, Major Chishoim, place
ton to Chisholm of Chishol, wes one day, | gy¢
s he told me, welkirg with his father | ¢o4),
before the dcor of tne letter’s castle, Ms
when from the castle, 8 woman, famous
for the second s/ght, rushed out end cried
sloud ;: “God preserve your eon, Laird,
G.d preserve your ron Ruderick, I see
bim sll covered over with blood”” Ina
short time who spoeered o an emivence | pryy,
comizg home bat Roderick, supported by | ,ine
two mep, aaod ali covered with blood, | tpst
sfter a daugerous f-1!, which wae cnly a | 444
preiude to the biocd be spilt soou after, preac
upder the prince, while he commanded |4y,
bis father's men a% Culloden. After| g
recelvivg & mortal wound, my uncle who | p,
was next in ¢ mmand to him, wented to patle
remove bim from the field, and made & | p4iy
motion to follow bim, *No,” eald he, | cpen
“command the mwen lest apy of them | appy
thould leave the ravk:.” chur
Bisbop Hugh McDonald’s servant |y,
faivted, one aay, st table.  When he | y5e
recovered he was asked thecanse : “Why,” | 0}
eald he,” I saw a dead child on the table | oo
before me.” Within a little epace thedead | ooy
body cf & child was etretched on that very | jgcty
tahle, The bishop told tbe story. on 8
Bishop John McDonsld’s nephew, who | )
was bred to Eogland, came to see h's| of
friende in the 4lighlsude. While in | qjj4]
Morar, smong some of bis relatione, he | per
wae, sll at orce, etruck, When asked | (w
sbout 11, “I ree,” answered he, “a pereon | y;
drowned, taken out of the water;” aud | yice
be degeribed his appesrance, In a short pres
tlwe sft r, the accounts of such a man a8 | oop
La decciibed being drowned and taken | pop)

from
bleho
priat
into
at M

out of the water, were received. I kuew | yhe
the man, this

A thort time before ycu (Mr. Paul Me |
Poersor) went to Rime (1703), io wy | il

vicluity while ju Sirathgiase, & child saw | gop
his father, Baille Hector McKerzi, A
steward to McK= z'e of Sesforth, 1n the | gy,
windirg eheets, His father callid him his | i
little prephet, sud, soor after, diud pla
You bave now the second right brought | gop
down to our time from Culloden. 1|ty
could, for the information 91 their Lord- | jar
ships, give you my own opinion relative | g|f
to ihe cause of it; I du mot mean a|py
natural csuse ; but, as this hae Lot been | pg
atked, | reter it to another time. Some, | )
ia very pcmpous expreselons, have al- | tp
tem)ted to explsin the secord sightin a | gy
patural way ; but their sccounts appesred | Tp
to me most uneatisfactory and absard. 1| g6
ever aw, Wy dear elr. unslternb'y yours, |
JorN CHISHOLM ” |

The question of second eight appears to M.
bave been a good deal etudied a: Rome. | oc
Oue of the Cardinals wrote & treatise cn it ; | of
aLd while engsged in collecting facts and | we
materiels for this work, Bichop Hay tock | of
great pains in supplyipg bim with ceses | of
that bhad occarred, cblcfly in the High | pr
lande; and such only as wers well | de
suthenticated. The Cardlnal's cbj«ct wes | afl
to show thit the faculty of seccond sight | M
origivated with the evil spint »‘he m
bishop held the enme opinion es the Cir | or
dipal as to the origin of the fuculty Ro. | to
garaicg the fact of it existence, there 1]
cou'd be no question. There were two | M
Inetences, particularly, of which he was | th
wout to rclate glving the procfsy the | w
names of the pariles, pluces, Witnesees, ete. F
The first of these was that of & map, | &
possessh g the faculty of second  sight, | 8
who declared that he % aflw
child, at the time in apparent hea't, | i
runuirg sbeut the Fouee, dreeced in its | w
grave clothes, In the other case was do | ar
ceribed  circumstantlally, the eccldental| A
death of & man, at the time of the viston :
ect bealth |

i 'F;L'R:v. Doneld Cermichael combated | ti
the bisbop's opinion which accribed the
faculty to the agency of the evil cne. | P
How could the devil know such and such | e
future cortingencier 2 The bisnop’sreply | If
was thut atthough the devil has no abso- | N
lute knowledge of the future, he might | o
bave ceen in the case of the child eowme | s
indications of internsl and mortsl dlscase, | ¢
not yet apparent to humen perception. | a
In tue caco of the man, the devil might (s
have prepared the ¢ccident snd madea |y
pretty sure guess ae to the event, even |
though it wae no more than a guses or & ¥
ccpjectuze, It would be interesting to h
know what the bishop thought of the | p
Jord president's caee, related above in |t
[
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1shop Chishoim’s letter.  Nothing short
ft ab:‘:)lute know edge of the future which
he denfes, ud which we must ail deny to
the cvil one, could have e¢nsbled him
through a seer, to give notice of the presl
deut's arrival at tne house of the gentie
men whera ae dmed so well. 1f the
arrival was brought about by the power
ot the devil, he must have once, at
Jeast, misisken his voeation when he re
{rafned from wrecking the boat and
drownirg the learned juoge and excellent
man, together With hus woole compeny.
This would bave heen more in keeplug
with tbe chaiscter which scriptuce gives
to the fiend, who “goes sbout like a
regiog lon seeking whom he may de-
vour,” (Nicut les rugies, quoreus quem
deooret

It zn arranged that the mewly ap-
pointed coadjutor should be consecrated
10 S_ain, i he fist news which he bad




