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TRUE WITNESS AND OATHOLIO CHRONIOLE
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TAURORA BOREALIS.
THE GRAND PHENOMENON OF THE
HEAVENS.

Witnessed Amid the Rugged Wilds ot
fhe Far Northwest—Farading on the
Frontlers ot Eternity—Graphic and
Poetic Description of the Play ot the
Northern Lights—Symbolism of Faith
and Religion.

Forap, LL. B, Lit. D., Editor of
THE TRUE WITNESS.]

The following article appeared in the
July numbex of the Catholic Reading
Circle Review, and has been extensively
reproduced all over the United States:—

Perhaps there is no natural pheno-
menon as wonderful and as beautiful as
the Aurora Boreslis, the fantastic and
kaleidoscopic phantcm of the Arctic
skies, Superstition bas woven a hun-
dred legends with that shuttle of light
in the great loom of the heavens; science
has not arrived at any positive conclu-
sion regarding the cause of the luminous
apparition; theories have been formu-
lited, some very reasonable, no doubt,
but as yet nothing positive is known on
the subject. Scott causes the * Last
Minstrel” to sing :

*He kbmlaw by the streawmers that shot so
rigat,
That spirits were riding the Northern Light.”

The Indian is naturally superstitious
and the miracles of beauty or power that
hebeboldsin the heavens alwayssuggests
to his untutored mind thoughts wild and
ungovernable. The Northern Lights he
considers ars signals flung out by the
Great Spirit to warn bim of impending
evils; the thunder-storm he looks upon
as a manifestation of the Spirit’a anger.
He gazes upon the ever-shifting splendors
of the Aurora Borealis with mingled feel-
ings of astonishment and dread. The
shantyman partakes, more or less, of the
Indian’s sentiments — especially his
awe, In the woods the men believe
tbat the appearance of the Northern
Lights is a sign of war, confusion, blood-
sbed ; they believe that when they see
this phenomenon that great battles are
then being tought some place in the
world. -

Several missionaries have taken ad-
vantage of such scenes as I am about
to describe toillustrate to the Indian and
toe shanty man the power, the goodness,
the omni-presence, the glory of God.
Late in October, 1854, I had occasion to
note how ekillfully an earnest mission-
ary can turn & source of superstitious
fear into a means of solid instruction.
I was traveling with old Simon along
the Mocse Creek; we had been out on a
two days hunt and were returning to
the depot. A small band of Indians
were camped beneath the Snake Hills, a
series of upheavals that line theupperpart
of Moose Creek. It was latein the evening
when we reached the wigwams and we
determined to spend the night with our
Tete-de-Boule friends. Simon was al-
ways welcome on- account of his flute,
and I was a white-baired boy amongst
these people.

Scarcely had we taken our supper
when the Indians gathered around,
in the expectation, no doubt, of hear-
ing some music and songs. Before
we had time to begin the evening enter-
tsinment that was to represent cash for
hospitality received, we were interrupted
‘by the arrival of a stranger. He came
from the north-east, evidently from the
Victoria Lake region; but in the dusk
and at a distance we were not, at first,
able to recognize the traveler. When
he reached the camp-fire we saw that he
was & priest. He had been at a Hudson
Bay Company’s depot or fort some miles
noxth, and was returning by way of our
depot to the head of the Black River.
Like ourselves he was very glad to meet
with the Indians and to bave company

. for the night. It isalonely thing to sleep
alone in the woods. It was a beautiful
evening and we enjoyed it chatting and
smocking around the fire. Father Miron
told us several stories of recent adven-
tures he had experienced. Simon played
several airs and sang 8 song, and the night
grew darker, the hours flew past, the
time approached when travelers love to
rest, and we all prepared to roll up in our
blankets.

Before retiring the priest asked us all
tojoin him in an evening prayer; the
Indians were Catholics, o that there was
no one to demur, and the prayer com-
menced.

While we were praying. a atrange

\By I. K.

transformation commmenced in the
heavens above us, To the Southward
the sky was inky dark, to the Westward
a glight, but rapidly vanishing streak of
crimeon told that the sun had lately
gone that way, to the Eastward a pale,
shimmering light anhounced that the
moon would soon roll up from beneath
the horizon, in the zenith a few atars
peeped out from the blue depths and
gazed calmly down upon the wilderness
of trees, Along the North, and upon
the viry verge of the horizon and over
the summits of the dark-frowning hills,

& pale, soft yellowish tinge appeared—so0 |

faint that it might have been an exten-
sion of the glow that spreads cut when
the darkness of night gathers upon the
track of the departed sun. To & species
of lemon hue and then a light orange
tke shivering glimmer changed. Grad-
aally it rose higher and became much
br ghter, while beneath & long purple

'streak formed a strata of color between

it and the blackish green that rested
upon the extreme xim of the sky. All
eyes were turned toward the advancing
phenomenon. Higher still rolled the chest
of golden brilliancy, lighter atillgrew the
purple band below, and greener still be-
came the mass of transparent black-
ness upon the line of the bill tops. Soon,
as if a giant breath from the lips of some
invisible power had swept over the face
of tbe picture, the shades shifted, inter-
blended, undulated to and fro, and
seemed as Scott describes the shadows
on the mountsain :

¢ Neither broken nor at rest,'’

Ag we gazed in mute comtemplation,
in silent wonderment, the scene changed
with the rapidity of a panorama. From
out the scene of the moving and varie-
gated color a beam of light shot with
electric rapidity up into the heavens ; it
wag followed by a second and a third nn-
til fully twenty score of glittering
lances pierced the dark blue of the vault’
above. As if some detachment from the
Angelic Army of the Cburch Triumphant
were parading on the frontier of eter-
nity, the shimmering spears arose, fell
moved, fr m side to side, came together
in groups, separated into detachments,
and finally united in one irameasurable
sheaf of glory. Meanwhile a crimson
Aush crept up from behind the bills, and
a deep_vermillion tinge spread over the
brow of night. Higher and higher rolled,
flashed, spurted, undulated, the ever
changing, ever interlacing, ever fantastic
glories; wider and wider, to East and to
West, the yellowish green of the huge
foundation of light expanded until half
the circle of the horizon was taken in.
Zepithwaid softly, silently, mysteriously
moved the scintilating points of the gisnt
gpears and the silver shafts that upheld
them. At last, in the very centre of the
empyrean, riveted to the ceiling of the
skies by a diamond-headed bolt, the
gathered folds of the wondrous prismatic
canopy remained fixed. A golden bar,
reaching from the extremes of the sky,
rested horizontally in space; at either
end it was supported by a star and from
its quivering edge bung a curtain of end-
less shades and colors; the immense
fringes of that reatless veil touched the.
tops of the Laurentians and seemed to
become tangled in the branches of the
lofty pine trees. It would almost make
one think that this must be the curtain
that bides from our human eyes' the
glories of the Beatific Vision. Never
before did I gaze upon aught so wonder-
ful; pever again do I expect to behold
such s spectacle of glory. It is only in
the North, in the land of the long win-
ters and the short days, away towards
the sourcea of our mighty rivers, that.
the Aurora Borealis i8 to be seen in
all its perfection. Perchance that
very night people in Ottawa were gazing
upon the upper rim of that pavilion of
prismatic splendor beneath which we
said our prayers; if so they could glean.
but & faint idea of all the shifting beau-
ties that were hidden beneath their
borizon. - .
But even as 'we watched every change
in the form and combination of the vision
before us, the immense curtain seemed
to quiver, as_if stirred by a bretze; to
glimmer, as if it were miles of shot silk;
to roll up, as if some mighty crank were
turned by an irresistible power. Up, up
it rolled, until half the dark stage in that.
wondetful theatre of nature was visible;
suddenly, the strength that -worked the
wheel gave out, for the drop-curtain came’
down with a flash and rushing no'se.
Meanwhile the canopy overhead had
changed, and a millivn arrows of silver
and gold were pointed downward, at us,

from the centre of ‘the heavens, These
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a'e hue replaced them; wheels of varied
proportions whirled through space ; waves
of greenish lustre leaped over in rapid
succession. It wonld seem as if the hand
of the Almighty were turning the kaleido-
scape of the universe for the amusement
of the dusky children of the forest.” .
All these transformations took less time
than it does to write, or in fact to read,
of them. An immense cloud of black,
devoid of all color, all reflection even of
the hues around it, came tearing along
from the East ; it seemed like some fear-
ful monster escaped from the Infernal
regions and bent on running amuck
through the realms of the sky. It came
on like a tempest of the desert, likea
hurricane of the South, like the demon
phantom of the Orient ; it crushed its
way through the spears of light, snap-
ping and shivering them into atoms ;
it plunged into the curtain of glories
ang tore it into ribbone, leaving them
streeling in its track like fragments of a
ripped and riven rainbow. In the wake
of the monster there was & seething
maes of phosphorescent foam—some-
thipg like that peculiar glimmer that is
seen at night upon the Atlantic when
‘the mackerel are in motion, “The Phan-
tom of the Threshcld” vanished behind
the hills and below the horizon, and into
the cavern of Erebus it dragged the re-
maining shreds of the tattered canopy of
light,

In an hour from the time that the
first flush of the Aurora Borealis ap-
peared uponthe sky the whole picture of
glory had vanished. During all that
hour not a single word was spoken in our
camp. The priest told his beads and re-
peated some of his other prayers; never
did he pray in a grander basilica, and
never bhad temple such a canopy of
splendor. It recalled to my mind,
especially when the moon rolled zenith-
ward, those fonr inimitable lines from
Danis, Florence McCarthy’s “Voyage of
St. Brendan”:

** What earthly temple such a roofcan boast ?

What flickering lamp with the rich star-

Hght vies, i
When the round moon rests, like a sacred

o8t
Upon theé azure altar of the skles 7"

I was too much absorbed in the un-
speakable glories about me to break
the silence during that hour of txansport ;
I almost imagine that it is somewhat
‘thus a soul would feel thrilled with
-wondur, admiration, love, adoration,
perfected bliss and immeasurable con-
tentment when the ;firat gleam of
heaven's glories would bresk upon its
vision and the majesty of God’s splendor
would encompass its existence. In
presence of such rhenomena the heart
18 too full, the soul too wrapt, the mind
too occupied to permit of speech; one
oan only kneel, contemplate and adore.

When all was over, and we decided
that it was time to retire for the night,
the good missionary asked us to lis-
ten to his explanation of the wonders
we had just beheld. It is unneceesary
that I sbonld repeat the able manner in
which Father Miron explained to the
Indians the meaning of cur Faith, the
ideas of God, of creation, of redemption,
of the devil, of the veil that hides the

| beauties of heave from our sight, but

through which, by the light of the
Churoh's teaching, we can catoh a
glimpse of the effects of sin, of how the
monster cloud of evil tears and des-
troys. the most perfectly harmonized
virtues in the soul. It ie sufficient to
say that the priest taught these poor
| forest children a lesson that they never
forgot. Five years later Simon told me
that every Indian in that band could des-
cribe the glories of heaven, the evils of
sin,-the beauty of faith, the majesty of
God and the perfections of the Church
betterthan any ordinarily educated per
'son that he had ever met. Since that
‘night I have never seen Father Miron,

soon vanished ; & velvety cloud of a rose- I

nor do I know whether he is living cr
dead ; but should be be alive and ever
read these pages I am sure they will
serve to awaken plesasnt memories.

Seeret—
THE QUESTION OF SLAVERY.

IS IT WRONG ?

There are two kinds of slavery, willing
and unwilling. There is no question
shout tha second being wrong; it ia
against Nature for a man to hold and
use another like an animal. Such a
dominion ignores the essential right of
man to liberly. It is worse than tyranny,
and essentially wrong. Willing slavery
is when & man consents {0 be a slave.
This question is more difficult to resolve.
Msan can give up those eesential rights
which cannot be taken from him, as
priests give up the right to marry. We
read of St. Dominic offering himself to
be sold into slavery as a ransom. This
may seem to belong to the heroic and
exceptional class of actions which can-
not establish a rule. Neither, however,
can they contradict an essential rule of
Nature. It would seem, perhaps, prob-
able that a man may surrender his entire
iiberty and be & slave of his own will,
always putting aside the case of sin.
This, however, is diflerent from the case
of hereditary slavery which is willing,
perbaps, but only from custom or fear of
a freedom not experienced and therefore
dangerous. Men born in slavery are
willingly slaves, but in & negative sense,
and they mnever claim rights because
they have not known them, ‘Lhis kind of

slavery is not lawful, and on the part of

the master ab least is sinful.

The Church in the ancient world had
to confront not an abatract principle, but
a state of society in the institution of
slavery. There was not one will but two
bound in the institution. There was the
will of the master and the will of the
slave. It was not easy, therafore, to say
how far this complex state of things was
wrong, when the will of the slave ocon:
gented to and upheld it. Multitudes of
slaves wished for no otber lot, and were
fitted for no other. They were happy,
fed, cared for, taught. If set at liberty,
a8 then understood, they would starve,
fall into neglect and ignorance. Next,
granting a state of things to be wrong, it
requires great prudence, care and thought

to know how and when to condemn.it. .

To condemn at all sometimes entails a
greater evil. To condemn false prin-
oiples is one thing, to condemn a state of
society is another. The Church was
bound from the firat to condemn the
principles of slavery. BShe did so, as we
gee from the New Testament, and in the
best way by proclaiming the opposite
truth, St. Paul says, ‘ One Lord, one
Faith, one Baptism.” These words and
many others were a knell in the ears of
the slaveholder. Rarely does the Church
condemn positive states of society. This
belongs more to the individual con-
soience. Give conscience its true light,
provide it with sound genera! principles,
and by degrees, slowly and surely the
walls of iniquity fall down,

Bo it was with elavery. Instead of a
wholesale ban against slavery equally
uawelcome both to master and slave,
because neither would bave understood
it, the Church poured her calm, clear
light on man, and in due time the abom-
inable thing which bad enpslaved both
master and slave in different degrees of
dishonorable servitude, crept from the
pnew illumination and vanished.—Liver-
pool Catholic Times.

‘Bargains in Furniture going on
this month, at F. Lapointe’s, 1551
St. Catherine Street. Open every
Evening. Tell your friends about

it.
e p—— -
% gtill & bachelor, Winters P’ “Yas.!
“ Necessity or choice?” *‘Both. My
necessity, hier ohoice.”

’
4



