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ed that St. Peter's is the one solitary mag- fron them.îinàiibont 6f ftiith to go over
net that cai ever.hopb to draw inie ,baok-t the land hauntiug the sanctuaries tlat of
Rome, and I believe it might. For it, and course they cannot rererence, like a pesti-
it alone, I woulil sink every other object lence. Probably this distressing class is
in this sufrocating mitèuseum of antiquities. not troubled with- ntuch reasFoni, or re-
Yea, I would throw in a halfdozen dreary, verence or religin , for it would shoir its
dingy, dusty coliseunis, if I lad them, and good effects if they vere. Thie s the un-
felt that I lind made a bargain. avoidable uisttance lthat stinks in the nos-

1TuE FORKSTIERS. trils of every inu ivia canes ta Ramelè or
I began this letter intending to say jo aur foreign civ, with the purpôse of

nothiug about St. Peter's; but [ have bu- seuit 1 a it is, nd enjoying it to te
trayed myself. I ineant to say somecthing besi of lus abilltyr As i vas one day rési-
concerning the ceremonies of IIoly Week, îug je St. Peturs 1 wus aitrttu by te
but I ivill not. I prefer to be consistent, lust lungs ofa sinali baby uta tl\tcte(l
and bute te matter ends. rowds of to infant e n w werc a afdorzn
people flocked daily ta the Cathedral, andi spcttor t ati, ning tVit contsderablo in-
still the place seemed comparatively terest tie ceremony ; and as the priest an-
empty ; I cannot concelve of its ever oiuted the eyes and touched the lips of
being full under any circumstances what- the youngster with oil and salt, a sallow
ever. The foreigners here called the and withered specimen of the forestiers
tg forestiers," were omnipresent. You who stood by me, witt ber arn in the arm
heard all languages talked in voices that of onc of her kind, turned about iith a
souicded unnecessarily loud, but there is -jerk and said, in an audible voice (they
little use in feeling shocked at any thing iearly all talk too loud). "The nasty
in Rome. While theMasses were being thing-he puts oil in its eyes and salt in
celubrated in the various chapels, white its mouth. Pld teaui hii butter, I
the confessionals, wherein all Christian guess ;" and I thought to myself, my un-
tongues are spoken, vere being visited by fortunate friand, God is ierciful. The
penitents, while the sacred relies were softest glance from your ill-favored cyes is
being exposed in one of the galleries un- not so soft as that drop of oil and salt,
der the great dome, the forestiers stalked and salt is probably sweeter thian your
about and regarded every thing with in- milk. We iad nu conversation after
delicate, not to sav impudent, curiosity. I that.
wonder wby gentlemen are always se ill-
bred, and why ladies are so vulgar! Peas- Tie artyred Archisho
ants dou't do this sort of thing, I have
seen a wonan with a loud American ac-
cent sit on the steps of an altar in St. His S.cntUo HRAD Iq naoa,,st&A.
Petur's and s udy lier guide-book iith an ..-
eye-glass, while her conipauion made wild 'he Rev. F. Austin . Rooke, of St.
gestures with his umnbrella and smiled a Mary' Priory, Cork in a letter to' the Holy
superior smile that grew unpleasantly like Rosary Magazine, gives a full 'and inter-
a grin as the muscles of his face began to esting accountt of the martyrdom of this
harden. Meanwhile, a priest who was grtat rrelate, from whicli wve extract the
kneeling at the alter was driven. fron bis following
post, aud the foreigners were left to their Having had an opliortinity recently of
diversions. visiting our good Sisters of the Bacred

Again and, again I have seen a snall Order in their Convent of St. Catheine of
party of tourists gather about the statue Sienna at Drogheda, I had the great privi
of Saint Peter, looking, with ill-disguised luge of secing there and veneràting the
disgust; at the faithfL ivho were kissing sacred head of the Most Rev. Oliver Plun-
the toc 0f it I am afrid I took a sinfil ket, the Archbislop'of Armagh and Pri-
pride in kissing that toc whenever I saw imate ofIreland, who sutfered death for the
this sort of thing coming on. You cau faith atTyburin, on July ist, 1681. I need
usually tell it by the eve-glass if it is a not tell you that they gurd this holy tres-
male, orby a prim travelling-dress and a sure with great reverence; and by the
camp-stool if it is a female. kind permission many persons are enabled

A fellow with excessively bad legs stalk- to-satisfy their private devotion be kneel-
ed before nie on one, occasion during the , ing before that precious relie. As the pre-
expositioi of the relies, and wbn I desir- j liminary inquiry bas recently takln place
Ca him to stand a littie to one side-foras itLondon, with a e of obtaining the
I was kneeling it was but just that. e canonization of tiis holy servrat of God,
should have shown this consideration-lte which happy issue ail are so ardently desir-
deliberately eyed me for a moment, and ing, it will, I am sure, give satisfaction to
thentignored me. Had it- been other than the readers of tliet'"Rosary, Magazine" and
a church that wve wereIn would have more especiallytathosevhd lire in Ire-
sliortened the fellow's career or perished land, to lcar sonefluig aboutite life
inthe attempt. j and deaith of this stintly Archbisbop, and

Perhaps these people don't consider that to'have a description of his sacrédelic .
t is not the eustom ofothers who differ Oliver Plunket was born at Lougherew,


