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Chnrch Frmnrera.
The unity of the Chureb bee been her 

■oet distinctive ehereoterietio in ell 
ageei by this merfc she eoutd be distin- 
guiched in ell netions end emong ell 
peoples. Not only unity in doctrine, but 
unity of lenguege bss the Church pre
served in her rituel, in order to mein tain 
unity of discipline as much as the usages 
of different nations would allow. When 
the Apostles began to preach, we read 
nowhere of any troubles arising about 
language. The gifts of the Holy Ohost 
enabled them to preach to ell peoples 
and tribes, the great object was to pre
serve the "unity of spirit in the bond of 
peace.”

Never perhaps in the whole history of 
the Church, from the Apostolic days to 
the present, did such a various, cosmo
politan society exist in any country as 
ours. People of many languages and 
customs have come together to 

DWnLI, IH H4BH0MY
and unite their destinies under the flig 
of liberty and equal righte to all. Among 
the venous nationalities who come to 
our shores, perhaps none lew abandon 
their native country with w much 
regret w the Germans, yet, circum
stances over which the people of that 
country have no control, induce them 
to leave their native shore# in search of 
more hospitable governments,where men 
can reap the benefite of their labor, with
out being subject to grinding laws and 
excessive taxation.

It it only natural that those people, ss 
well u others, bring with them dear and 
affectionate memories of their native land 
and cherish those memories es the apple 
of the eye. Among the deareet inheri
tance that Europeans bring to America is 
their native language and no other preci
ous souvenir is so tenderly treasured or 
so patriotically adhered to. This is speci
ally characteristic of the Germans, more 
so than of other nationalities, perhaps, 
because their numbers are greater than 
other European people, who corns to 
America and thus are enabled to perpeto- 

Great efforts are

about Eager. The (see of the lattes 
was pad#) Us sûres wsee dull; he spoke not 
a word, nor did he seem to notice aay one. 
Obeying her husband's direction, she 
supported Roger into the house, while he 
toon ears of the horse. Returning after 
an interval of ten minutes, Isaiah found his 
brother seated in the rocking chair, and 
hie wife vainly trying to attract bis atten
tion, to make him speak. He eat, as tor 
the next five years and more he set and 
walked, dumb, dead to everything about 
him. He knew no one, he seemed to 
recognise no one; he uttered no sound, 
save now and then a deep sigh; his eyes 
wets dull and cold; his whole expression 
qas empty and meaningless; his mind Was 
hopelessly wrecked.

It is unnecessary to detail the melan
choly history of the years that followed. 
He was always the same, no matter who 
was before him. His brother and sister, 
his betrothed, the boys of the family, his 
friends and acquaintances—none were 
recognised. He ate end drank mechanic 
ally what was set before him ; he walked 
unresistingly wherefsr he was led ; he 
never opposed any direction or manage
ment ; but never, until the day of Ms 
death—save on one occasion, to be noted 
—did he display the slightest intelligence.

The news of this strange csss went all 
through the settlements. Visitors throngsd 

Devenant home. Physicians came 
from afar to examine the victim of this 
uneolvable mystery. They queetloned 
about his education, bis habits of life, his 
attachment to Hiss Carruth, his relations 
with bis brothsr, and his brother’s family. 
Upon the answers to these questions, 
there was a perfect agreement among the 
doctors that nothing short of some stu
pendous, some extraordinary shock, could 
nave posiibly dethroned such a mind, and 
reduced it to the condition in wMch they 
found it.

But what could that cause have been. 
It wee In attempting to answer that 
question that science and medicine were 
completely baffled.

It was very early suggested that Roger 
Devenant had that evening quarrelled 
with his betrothed, and that his reason 
had yielded to the blow. The truth 
shortly came out that upon that night, 
with the consent of Gertrude’s parents, 
the following Christmas day was fixed 
for the wedding. At 10 o'clock he had 
said good-night to Gertrude, and 
mounted his horse, with that under
standing.

Suggestions and speculations were not 
wanting to account for the utter wreck of 
Roger Dsvei^nt’e mind. It was said that 
he had seen a specter In the wood. Some 
wpre sure that he was himself a criminal, 
and that hie conscience had driven him to 
madness. Others affirmed that he had 
been the witness of some hideous crime 
on this road, and that the terrors of the 

with, perhaps, an obligation of 
secrecy imposed upon him by the murder
ers upon hie discover, , had driven him 
Insane.

But these were merely guesses. It was 
never discovered that any crime was com
mitted, or that any extraordinary incident 

ed in this neighborhood upon that 
night. Careful and repeated searches and 
Inquiries failed to disclose anything of this 
character. There was just one circum
stance which seemed to throw a shadow of 
suspicion upon one locality of this route. 
It was suggested that some discovery 
might be made by mounting Roger Daven 
ant and leading hie horse over the exact 
way he was supposed to have pursued from 
Mr. Carrutb’e. The experiment was tried. 
As the deep wood was approached the un
willing rider grew uneasy; when they 
tried to make his horse enter he leaped 
from the saddle, and with unintelligible 
cries of terror, he fled back to the ford.

When hie dementia was pronounced 
hopeless, Gertrude Carruth married a man 
who was about to remove to the West. 
Except among the most romantic of the 
young people of this fast growing neigh
borhood, she was not censured. Isaiah 
and his wife approved of her marriage. 
"It is enough,” the sorrowing brother said, 
“that one life should be blasted. Let us 
not have two.”

But it seemed as if these two lives were 
bound together beyond the power of 
change or circumstance to sever them, 
Tntee brief years passed, and Gertrude 
returned from the West, a widow. There 
was no change in the condition of Roger 
Devenant : he knew her no more than 
when she had left him ; but the double 
grief and bereavement which the had 
suffered seemed to draw her again to the 
poor wreck who had forgotten her In for
getting all the world. So It happened 
that the was present at hie death bed, with 
the sorrowing relation» who sntronnded

The Target He let MlltMI Off A CONTUSION. , The holding a crucifix and accompanied by 
hi* confessor, took his way towards the 
square of the citadel When the pro- 
oeoaion passed by the Porta Molina cries 
and sobs were heard to issue from the 
ossements. It was the T

JtTi It has had great i 
Sisters own the buSdiag 
and are free of debt 

Cel, Lewis removed from South Caro
lina and settled at the Sweet Springs, 
then in Virginia, now in Weet Vir
ginia. That part of the State was very 
muoh in the condition already described, 
but Mrs. Lewis set to work and sue- 
oeeded in erecting a church there, which 
now has a fair congregation.

Thus we may say with truth that the 
conversion of Him Floyd was the direct 
cause of that of many other persons, and 
of the founding of five churches and one 
convent. She died on the 16tb day of 
February, 1887, having given muoh of her 
life to charity - and good works. Both 
rich and poor found her always ready to 
attend to their wants, and more than 
once, not being able to reach them 
otherwise; she walked in the midst of 
winter several miles to see the sick.

In what estimation she was held can 
be judged by the feet that many Pro
testants believed that she had been 
canonised, not knowing, of course, that 
this could not be done in her lifetime.

Whe Killed the Bird Iand grenade
Oas morales, when the eerth 
And ralnbow^lnjndtay the dew,
Upon Hie waiting flowers He eeet 
A gentle glanee, and as He passed,

Gave each a name.
The twilight deepening, as before 
He walked among His flowers once more 

And eeked each one 
Whet name apart from all the rest 
He gave, Its faithfulness to teat.

When day eegnn.

was new ■OW THB DAUGHTER of A oovsaxol OP 
•WI10IMI4 BECAME A CATHOLIC AXD 

INFLUENCED HAUT 0TH1B I'BBSONH To 
J0I> THB TBDB CHUBCS—4 Lin 
BPBHT IH CBABITT AXD 0000 WOEKS 
CBOWSED BT A PIOUS DEATH.

Who hilled the Chippie T
Bee where it Ilea,—

one outT0f tin brfsbt. quick eye»:
This tiny ereeture, ho eoft and brown, 
Here on the dead leaves fallen down.

ryroleee prison- 
their hneee to 

weep and prey for their well-beloved 
leader.

He arrived at the place of execution, 
where a battalion of grenadiers formed a 
square. Into the centre of this Hofer 
advanced at the first 
step, saluting the aoldiers to right and 
left. He prayed a little while with the 
priest, to whom he left his cross end 
rosary aa a remembrance. The twelve 
men were drawn up twenty paces off 
with their rifles on their arms. He was 
offered a handkerchief to blindfold his 
eyas, but he refused it. They ordered 
him to bend his knee. He did not obey, 
but said :

"Standing uptight, I wish to give back 
my soul to Him who gave it to me.” A 
moment after he cried : “Long live the 
Emperor Francis and my dear Tyrol !”

Then he prayed for en instant, again 
lifting his eyes to heaven; and then giv
ing the signal to the grenadiers, he 
•poke the word of command with a 
strong voice : “Aim well I”

Such was the death of this Christian 
hero. With good right the province of 
the Tyrol glories in him, ana hi* fallow, 
countrymen have raised to him a beau
tiful monument in the great Church of 
Ionspruck.

It ia men ot this stamp we ought to 
ask of the Sacred Heart

era who had fallen on
But an hour ago 

It full tbs son,
1st now la its happy 

Living done:
Born in a nest, and made to be,
Mot soarer, nor singer, yet blllhe end free.

From the Ostholle World far September.
Ferhape no conversion ever occurred 

in this country which wee to unexpected 
and surprising, and attended with eueh 
great consequences, ee that of Misa 
LætitiaP. Floyd. She was the eldest 
daughter of the elder John Floyd, then 
Governor of Virginia and living with hie 
family in the executive mansion in Rich- 
mood, end she inherited the greet mental 
gifts of both her parents. Her mother 
wee a member of the Preston family, 
which produced so many brilliant men 
and woman, and was remarkable for her 
powers of conversation, in which she 
equalled aay of thw-dietinguiched men of 
the day. She took the same interest in 
public effaire that her husband did, and 
kept well informed about them during 
her whole life.

Governor Floyd lived in Montgomery 
County, in the southwestern part of Vir
ginia, which was then a remote end rather 
in accessible region. There was no Oath 
olio church in Virginia west of Rich
mond, and only a small chapel there, 
attended twice a month from Ports
mouth. No Oetholie priest had ever 
been in any'part of Southweet Virginia,

NO CATHOLIC BIBIDBD THEM,
and no Catholic book» were to be found 
in the whole region. Governor Floyd, 
hi» wife and children, all had literary 
tastes, and there was quite a large library 
in the bouse, but it was Protestant 
altogether. The children, therefore, 
had no opportunity there of learning any - 
thing about the Church or itc tenets or 
practice».

But Mr. Floyd, before he was made 
governor, had been for a number of years 
a member of Congress, an<j, in order to 
have his sons near him, had caused two 
of them to be educated at Georgetown, 
and though both of them afterwards 
became Catholics, it was not until some 
time after the conversion of their sister, 
and resulted from it and not from their 
stay at Georgetown.

Mrs. Floyd was fond of the society of 
able men, and, not being at the time a 
member of any church, was in the habit 
of going where she could hear the best 
sermon regardless of denomination. Two 
priests came alternately to Richmond, 
one of whom was Father Sbriber, who 
was a very able man, and whose sermons 
Mrs. Floyd delighted to hear, merely, 
however, as an intellectual treat. So, 
whenever it was his Sunday to preach in 
the little chapel to

THE MERE HANDFUL OF CATHOLICS 
then constituting the congregation, she 
usually attended and often look her 
daughter with her. Of course the pres
ence of the wife of the governor and her 
daughter could not be 
Father Sbriber, and an acquaintance 
thus sprang up between the priest and 
his visitors.

Father Shriber'a health having failed, 
it was decided to send a resident priest 
to Richmond, and Father Timothy 
O’Brien was selected. The sermons of 
Father Sbriber, together with .what she 
learned Irom her two brothers, then re 
cently returned from Georgetown, had 
roused a strong interest in the mind and 
heart of Miss Floyd, and, she applied to 
Father O'Brien for books and instruc
tion, which he gave cheerfully. Under 
these influences she made up her mind 
to become a Catholic; and though such 
an event, in the then state of feeling in 
Virginia, as the daughter of a governor 
entering that Church could not fail to 
excite surprise and create unfavorable 
comment, yet she met with no opposition 
from either of her parente.
SHE WAS BAPTIZED BY FATHEB O’BRIEN, 
who stood her godfsther; Mrs. Brenda, 
who afterwards became the Countess of 
Poictiers, being godmother.

This occurred just at the expiration of 
Governor Floyd’s term of office, and, his 
health not being very good, he took a 
tour through the South accompanied by 
his wife, his three daughters, and one of 
his eons. At New Orleans, where they 
had relatives, the party remained some 
time, and there Mies Floyd was married 
to Colonel William L. Lewis, of South 
Carolina.

Toe fruits of her conversion soon began 
to show themselves. Very soon alter 
her baptism her sister Lavalette was also 
baptized. She ia still living, and is the 
wits of Professor Holmes, of the Uni
versity of Virginia, Later on her younger 
sitter came into the Church. She is also 
still living, the wife of Hon, J. W. John
ston, who represented Virginia for thir
teen years in the United States Senate. 
Mr. Johnston also joined the Church, 
and was
THE SECOND CATHOLIC EVES ELECTED TO

The ester, eolamnto# and row 
All aaawered—«vary flower that growl 

In fleld or wood—
Bave one ww blossom from whose sjrm 
bhons book tbs sol or of tbs skim,

That allant stood.

signal with a firm Ma human eye,
Perehsnce may miss 

From numberless Hooks 
A mile like tbli;

Yet with It something bee gone which bed 
in tin way made bongn ana sunshine glad.

The flowers ware still “I love Thee so 1” 
Mbs Mid; then, trembling, whispered low, 

Yet I "forget I”
“ Dear child, thy name thou may’it forget 
And be forgiven—oalv yet 

Forget Me Mot.”

Who killed the Chippie I 
I think I know;

This way from school 
The children go.iss ànTi^tsœr/dth,ng.

Hîol£odvïMll,
Nor thought how dreadful 

It la to «111;
And. though he aimed et It, after ell, 
Was and at heart when he saw it fell.

HY8TIRY OF THB GENESEE.

BT JAMES FBAMKLXN FILTH.
jj is the habit of people who write 

roman cm to Involve the persons who 
figure in them In an impenetrable mys
tery; which the author, however, it care
ful to clear up before the conclusion. 
Soch treatment is not entirely true to 
Ufe. Sober history abounds in unsolved 
mysteries. We do not know ( although we 
may conjecture) the identity of the Man 
with the Iron Mask; or the Fate of the 
Unfortunate Dauphin, the son of Louis 
XVL, of France; or the authoiehlp of the 
powerful letters of Junius; or the name of 
the man who hid the charter of Connecti
cut in the famous oak tree. Onr every
day life is fruitful of events which we can
not explain, and which are not likely to 
be explained in this world.

Reflections of this nature paseed through 
my mind one lovely day during the pres
ent summer of 1886, as I stood on a 
height, overlooking one of the most pic
turesque sections of the Genesee Valley. 
Near oj was a lone grava, and n head
stone. 1 had examined the Utter, end 
found that, though very old, it had been 
carefully tended, end the inscription was 
quite eglible. Under the winged cheru
bim which the religious sentiment of the 
day required to be pieced at the heed of 
the stone, the lettering informed me that 
Roger Davenant was there burled; that he 
died Match 17, 1831, egad 31 years ; and 
following this wse the simple but eloquent 
word, “Rest.” The gentleman who had 
accompanied me to the spot related to me 
the strange, brief story of the life end 
death of Roger Davenant.

I am almost sure 
If he heard ms say,

“Who was It killed 
A bird tu.day T”

Ha would wish the ernel deed undone. 
And blush to own himself the one.

— Wide Awake.

THB PATRIOT OF THB TYROL.

From the Messenger of the 8 acred Heart. 
Napoleon L won the victory of A ns tar

iffs over the Emperor of Austria on Dec
ember 2, 1806. He then appropriated to 
himeeif the province of the Tyrol. The 
masters of this kingdom began annoying 
their subjects in the most sensitive spot, 
that is to say, in their religions dealings. 
The suppression of the monastic orders, 
the expulsion of the religious, the sale of 
their goods, the alienation of sacred vessels 
which were bought up by the Jews, 
lews contrary to those of the Church, 
bishops in prison end in exile, priests cited 
before the tribunals end hunted like male
factors—thU summed up the situation in 
the new kingdom of Bavaria.

This was too much for the Tyrol—a 
country where from time out of mind the 
faith held sovereign ewey—and Its inhabi
tants finally bad recourse to arma. Their 
chief was called Andreis Hofer. He was 
a simple innkeeper sprung from a family 
of peasants. He was poor but Intelligent, 
and of the greeteit good eenee, full of 
courage end remarkable for the firmness 
and dignity of his character. The fine 
qualities caused 'him to be unanimously 
proclaimed the general-in-chief. His rally
ing cry was: “For God, for our old and 
true master, the emperor, for our coun - 
try!”

After two brilliant successes he said to 
his soldiers ; “Put all your hops in God. 
What we have done we owe to Him. But 
all is not over. Is the question to save our 
fortunes ? No ! we must defend our 
religion, for its sake we must conquer or 
die. Rise, brothers ! To arms against the 
enemies of earth and heaven!” Before the 
battle which ended with the taking of 
Inntpruck, the espital of the province, 
while all—leaders and soldiers alike—were 
oa their knees to receive the general 
absolution, Hofer, rising the fiist.promised 
Qed that, if victory was granted him, he 
would have celebrated the solemnity of 
the Sacred Heart of J esus as.the national 
feast.

His title as head of the Tyrolese army 
was confirmed by the emperor, but this 
honor did not dazzle him. He persevered 
in the simplicity of hia costume and 
manner. He wore on his person a bronze 
crucifix, a little statue of the Blessed 
Virgin, and a medal of St. George, soldier 
and martyr. In the morning he went to 
pray before the Madonna of Maria Hill. 
After supper when his comrades were 
around him, he recited the beads, with 
many Our Fathers and other prayers In 
honor of his holy patron. His food the 
most part of the time waa only bread and 
cheese.

The ordinances made by him as gov
ernor of the Tyrol are full of wisdom. He 
gave back liberty to the Church, allowed 
balls and dance» only at weddings, shut 
up the inns during divine offices, and 
ordered the police to keep strict watch 
over young libertines. One day a lady 
whoae dree» was not high enough came to 
present a petition.

"Go and drew yourself,” he said to her, 
“and then come and speak srith me.”

When they gave him the title of excell
ency he replied ; “I am Audreaa Hofer, 
peasant”

The triumph of Hofer and of hie cause 
was not of long duration. After the battle 
of Wagram, on the 5th and 6th of July, 
1809, Napoleon I, who had now com
pletely vanquished the Emperor of Au» 
tria, directed an attack against the Tyrol
ese. They found themselves penned In 
by an army made up of Frenchmen, Bav
arians, and Italians and were obliged to 
yield to numbers and ley down their arms. 
Hofer, on whose head a price had been 
set, took refuge in the mountains ; but he 
was soon discovered there by a traitor and 
delivered to the conqueror. While they 
were dragging him along in chains with 
his wife a ad others of his people, he hid 
much to suffer from the march and ill- 
treatment But ha said : “Pray, pray ; 
let us suffer with patience ; it is th 
to do penance for out lint.”

They brought hi
general came to tell him: “Your life 
will be saved If you coneent to serve the 
foreigner.” He refused, saying ; “I will 
remain faithful to the good Emperor 
Francis.”

When they came to pronounce judg 
ment, the council of war was equally 
divided. But an order from the chief-of- 
staff in Milan enjoined that Hofer should 
be shot within twenty-four hours.

Some hours before his death he wrote to 
one of hia best friends a letter in which his 
whole soul Is laid open.

“It Is the will of God,” he said, “that I 
should exchange here in Mantua this 
mortal life for the etemiL But blessings 
be to God for His divine grace ! It Is as 
easy for me to die as to occupy myself 
with any other business. Poor world, 
farewell ! I see death coming with so little 
sorrow that I have not a single tear in my 
eyes I”

The archpriest of Santa Barbara came 
A church at wytheville, to prepare him for death and to give him

This was done, the Protestante eontribut. the Bread of Life. Hofer confided to him 
ing very liberally towards its erection, his money, to be distributed to the poor 
Another church was soon afterwards Tyrolese prisoners at Msntua, bidding him 
built at Tazewell Court House, where to say to them that he was full of comfort 
Mr. Johnston then resided, and others and that he recommended to them this 
at Bristol and Cupple Creek. Id 1867 "journey.”
Bishop Whelan founded r, Convent of the At 11 o’clock in the morning, on the 
Visitation at Abingdon, and, though 20th of February, 1810, the general mus- 
there were not twenty Catholics in the ter wee beat, and the condemned man,

the

HONOR BENDEBED TV THE 
BLESSED VIRGIN.

DB. JANSSEN B1PLIB8 T0.H1S CRITICS.
Ave Marla.

Dr. Janssen, the celebrated German 
historian, baa published a spirited reply 
to certain critics who took him to task 
for what they considered hi» extravagant 
expressions concerning devotion to Our 
Bleeaed Lady. The reply ia bo pointed 
and so exhaustive that we give a trans
lation oi the greater portion;of it. He 
writes :

No one need be surprised at the great 
respect shown by the Church to the 
Bleiaed Virgin. Any Catholic acquainted 
with the teachings of his religion knows 
by experience that we honor Mary only 
because of all the graces bestowed on 
Her by the Lord, and he will take no 
scandal from those words of an enthus
iastic preacher which so shock my critics ; 
“If I had a hundred tongues and a 
hundred mouths, and a voice of brass, I 
could not yet say ought that ia worthy 
of Thee, 0 Mary ! I console mysell with 
the words of Jerome, who says : ‘Though 
none of us ia qualified, yet even the 
meanest sinner need never desist from 
the praises of Mary.’ It ia true that I 
know not what to set before you, but I 
will pluck for you the roses and sweet- 
smelling flowers of the holy Doctors.”

“The holy Doctors” here referred to 
were all the zealous panegyrists of the 
Holy Virgin. Did not St. Cyril, a thous
and yean before, preach in a similar 
style 7 In the liturgy used in the first 
centuries of the Church, and attributed 
to St. James, we find these words : 
“When with all the saints and ;u«t we 
commemorate our moat holy, unspotted, 
and most glorious Lady, Mary, the ever, 
intact Virgin and mother of God, we are 
thereby recommending ourselves and 
our whole life to Christ, our God.” "Lei 
us celebrate the memory of our mon 
holy, unspotted, most glorious anc 
Blessed Lady, Mary, the Mother of Got 
and the intact Virgin, in order the 
through Her intercession we may obtaii 
all mercy. Hail Mary, Thou art full o 
grace; the Lord is with Thee; blessec 
art Thou amongst women, and blessec 
is the Fruit ol Thy womb; for Thou has 
borne the Saviour of our souls.” “It ii 
just that we style Thee blessed—the 
ever blessed Mother of God, exalte* 
above all blame ; Mother of our God 

magnificent than the Cherubim 
more glorious then the Seraphim, who 
without detriment to Thy virginity, has 
borne God, the Word. In Thee, wbi 
art full of grace, all creatures rejoice 
the choirs of angels and the race of mei 
venerate Thee, who art a sanctifie* 
temple."

In almost the same words St. Chrysos 
tom in his liturgy addresses the Blesse* 
Virgin; he even introduced the Angeli 
cal Salutation into the Holy Masa. St 
Athanasius also, the great champion c 
the Catholic faith in the God-man i 
opposition to the Arians, prayed an 
taught the people to pray thus : “W 
proclaim Thee, 0 Mary ! over and ovc 
again and at all times, blessed. To The 
we cry out : Remember us, 0 Most Hoi 
Virgin ! who alter being delivered did* 
■fill remain a virgin. Hail, full of graci 
the Lord is with Thee. All the hiei 
archies of angels and the inhabitants < 
the earth proclaim that Thou art blesse 
amongst women, and that blessed is th 
Fruit of Thy womb. Pray for us, 
Mistress and Lady, Queen and Moth* 
of God!”

No higher praise can be bestowc 
upen the Blessed Virgin than wasapoke 
by the Angel at the Annunciation in ti 
name and by the authority of Go 
This form of homage to Mary in th 
Angelical Salutation, which will bedail 
uttered with respect and love even 1 
the end of time, is in the eyes of Gc 
and of the world a Christian confess» 
of faith.

When the Church invites us to say ti 
Angelvs three times a day, what does si 
desire thereby but that we should call 
mind the great and fundamental mystei 
of the Incarnation ot Christ with immed 
ate reference to Hia Mother, who out 
all earthly beings was the only witne 
of this mystery I All the honor shov 
to Mary flows back to God. As Mary * 
earth was the guardian of Her divii 
Son, as She bore Him in Her worn 
clasped Him in Her arms, nourish* 
Him at Her breast, so the praises at 
honors shown Her by Catholics ser 
only to confirm and to proclaim slot 
the right belief in Him as the God-Mi 
Every church and chapel dedicated 
Her, every confraternity instituted 
Her honor, every picture representii 
Her, has tor object to raise our minds 
the One who, although happy fro 
eternity with the Father, yet for tl 
sake of sinners “had no horror of tl 
Virgin’s womb.”

Human nature, which the Savio 
actually and truly took from Mary, w 
united to the Divinity in one Person, tl 
aourdb of salvation and grace. And sin 
it pleased God to bestow upon the woi 
through Mary the Grace of all graci 
the Author of graee, we honor ei

WE BUST THINK OF IT.

N. Y. Freeman's Journal.
A telegram comes to a father and 

mother. They learn that their son is 
dead. He waa baptised ; he had received 
in early youth the ineffable gift of Our 
Lord in the Holy Eucharist. They are 
crushed by the news. But what revives 
them?—what gives them consolation 7

That he died rich 7 That he waa 
Governor oi » State? That he was highly 
respected ? Tost the Mayor and City 
Council and a train of inhabitants 
attended his funeral 7 That the news
papers devoted columns to notices of 
his death ?

No. The first consolation any father 
or mother can receive in such a case is 
that their child died a good death—that 
he received the last Sacraments and 
departed in Faith, Hope, and Charity. 
No worldly honors offered to the lifeless 
corpse of the human being whom hie 
mother once held in hia innocence to her 
breast can atone for such a death aa an 
infidel dies—the death of a dog.

Let us consider the essential fact of 
life, stripped of all the guesses, the 
sophistries, the hypocrisies of our every
day ways. The essential fact of life is 
salvation. What are riches and honors 
to the father and mother standing by the 
side of the dead, who has gone suddenly 
to the Throne of the Judging Christ i 
What solace is it to parents that they had 
used all their endeavors to cause this son 
to be the equal in shrewdness, in social 
accomplishments, to those around him ?

There was too much "praying” in the 
parochial school, perhaps, to suit these 
now bereaved parents. The social stand
ing of the unfortunate little Catholics 
who attended that school was not up to 
the standard that they required for their 
son. The father was too busy to teach 
him his Catechism, and the mother could 
only do it by fits and starts. And so, 
after he had made a perfunctory first 
Communion, he went his wsy. And his 
way had been the way of success, in the 
worldly sense. He had made non Cath
olic acquaintances. He never went to 
Mass. And he soon dropped his early 
habit of doing so. The public schools had 
been good enough for him, and, when 
children gathered around his knee, they 
were still good enough. He died ; and 
the old people, who had cherished fond 
hopes for him, dare hope no longer. He 
had not asked for a priest. He had 
thought up to the last momenta of those 
practical considerations which had 
solely occupied hie parents when they 
selected the place of hia education. He 

He died respectable. He 
died thoughtless of God. In vain the 
father and mother cry oat in their sorrow. 
They led him to the muddy pool. He
died as they educated him to live, rich, 
respected—and without the Sacramento. 
They sent hie heart, with all their 
strength, as an archer sends an arrow, to 
its target. Their aim was material and 
they have struck their mark. Tney 
shudderingly ask each other, Where is 
his soul ?

To day thousands of parents through
out this free country are asked to choose 
for their children. They are asked 
whether they will range them for the 
Church or against it—for Our Lord or 
against Him. On one side, they are 
offered schools in which the Passion of 
Christ, the agony of His Blessed Mother, 
the whole code of Christian morals, are 
ignored. On the other, schools in which 
these great essentials are aa the breath 
oi life.

Mo matter what vicissitudes the child 
may meet in life, he will not lose hia 
Faith if it be ingrained into him in early 
life. He can no more get rid of his belief 
in God, of the memory oi his first Com
munion, than the tattoed man can wash 
out his marks. For all our talk about 
the material things of life, there is one 
thing which we Catholics care more 
about than any other, and that is a good 
death. Seriously and gravely, we aay 
that the worst possible preparation for a 
Christly death is Christlees teaching.

ate their mother tongue, 
everywhere made in communities

TO KBIT ALIVE THIS LANGUAGE,
especially among our Catholic Germans, 
and any innovation on this custom ia 
sternly resisted. The difficulties and in
convenience! from the difference of lan
guage hie caused much trouble to our 
ecclesiastical superiors in supplying com
munities with priests of the same nation
ality who could address them In their 
native language. The distance and loca
tion of congregations rendered this some
times impossible, and in some places Get 
mans had to be satisfied with the services 
of a priest, not of their nationality, when 
the number of an other nationality pre 
dominated. Similar situated are the Irish 
Catholics in many mixed congregations ; 
they have to be satisfied with the services 
of a priest not of their nationality. The 
paucity of priests and the inability of the 
people to maintain separate paetore have 
made this state of things necessary and to 
the honor and praise of our Catholic 
people of various nationalities they have 
submitted gracefully to the Inevitable and 
have practiced their duties with patirnt 
endurance, often under trying difficulties. 
Of late, however, murmurs have arisen in 
certain localitiee that

THREATEN TO DISTURB 
the peaceable progress and harmonious 
relations that have hitherto existed 
between the varioue Catholic bodies and 
their teachers. Some national radicals, 
forgetting the injunction of St. Paul, "For 
in one spirit we were all baptized into 
one body, whether Jews or Gentile», 
whether bond or free ; end in one spin-, 
we have all been made to drink. For 
the body alao, is not one member but 
many” would eow discord. Thus in all 
ages our ecclesiastical superiors have 
ruled the Church of God in every coun
try, every member being considered 
only a part of the body, and the griev
ance of one member affecting the whole 
body. In this country the words of St. 
Paul are truly verified, “But now there 
are many members, indeed, yet, one 
body and the eye cannot eay to the 
hand, I need not thy help; nor again the 
head to the feet, I have no need of you,” 
* * * * “that there might be no schism 
in the body, but the members might 
be mutually careful one for another.”

What a beautiful advice and how 
applicable to the situation of the Church 
in America to-day. Every nationality 
is only a separate member of one body and 
the one member

* ** *

What hns been already stated shows 
that he was born at the beginning of the 
present century. He was the younger 
brother of one of the pioneers of this 
beautiful and fertile section. In the year 
1826, when Roger came from Walling 
tord, Connecticut, to j jin the family of his 
brother Isaiah, the hard and dangerous 
work of the pioneer was well nigh done, 
and a flood tide of emigration was pouring 

‘into the rich farming lands of Western 
New York. Isaiah Devenant had experi
enced all the hardships of the pioneer’s 
life, and waa now enjoying a well won 
recompense. He was the owner of five 
hundred scree of the best land in this 

ly ; his house, for these timei, was a 
wonder of architecture ; a wife and five 
children shared his prosperity.

To this happy home Roger Davenant 
came, not only as a beloved and welcome 
relative, but as a member of the house
hold who was speedily 
indispensable. The time was too early to 
furnish large public facilities for education, 
and the question that Isaiah bad anxiously 
put to himself as to how hie growing 
boys were to be instructed, was fully 
answered upon the appearance oi Uncle 
Roger. He was a graduate of Yale, and 
easily took up the task of tutor. The 
young people improved rapidly in book- 
learning, and Isaiah and nie wife were 
delighted with their brother, not only ae 
an educator oi their children, but as a 
pleasant companion. Perhaps a happier 
family-circle could not have been found 
in the year 1825 along the Genesee.

This ia not a love story. But it becomes 
necessary to state that Roger Davenant 
became engaged that winter to the 
daughter ot a neighboring family, and 
frequently visited her. The word 
“neighboring,” as here used, has relation 
to the time and the locality. The 
houses were three miles apart. It was 
the custom of the young man to ride 
over to the house of Mr. Corruth before 
sunset on the days ol hie visite, to remain 
with Gertrude till 10 o’clock, and then 
return home. This ne did upon the 21st 
of December—the dreadful, long- 
remembered day, when he passed from 
all consciousness of the things of this 
world.

The mysterious and utterly inexplic- 
able events of that night cauaed the 
route that Roger Devenant always 
pursued between the two houses to be 
carefully examined. I presume that at 
least one thousand persona, first and last, 
surveyed it, scrutinizing every foot of it. 
Maps and plane were made, and dis
tances and the character of the country 
noticed to aid in the elucidation of the 
mystery. This atatement will show the 
vigilance and earnestness of the investi
gation, which", ere the winter was over, 
became a public interest, and profoundly 
stirred the people for a hundred miles 
along that valley. The survey» and plans 
showed that from the mansion of Isaiah 
Devenant to the river there was an easy 
slope ot about a fourth of a mile. The 
Genesee, fordable at almost all seasons 
at this point, was at this time bound with 
ice. Across it, after a bare interval of 
another quarter of a mile, stretched the 
dense primeval forest for a width of 
quite a mile, intersected with bridle 
paths, and half broken roads for 
teams. Beyond this, alternate clearing! 
and patches of woods brought the way
farer to the house of Mr. Carruth.

Upon the night of December 21, the 
children at the Devenant house had all 
been put to bed, and Isaiah and his wife 
were sitting up, waiting for Roger, The 
clock was upon the stroke of eleven when 
his horse’s hoofs were heard. Isaiah went 
to the door with a candle; there was a brief 
parley; and than the voice of the elder 
brother waa heard calling loud and sharp 
to his wife :

“Ruth—for Heaven’» sake, come here ! 
Something ia the matter with Roger.”

Sne flew to the door. Isaiah waa hold
ing the horse by the bridle, with the other

scene,

unknown to

occurr

veils

to make himself

more

died rich.

CANNOT SUITES
without the body suffering. The inter
ests of the whole are the interests of esch 
and the inj ary inflicted on any, permeates 
the whole body. If any part be diseased 
the whole body contrasts the same. A 
remedy cannot be applied by any in
dividual effort!, the supreme physician 
must be called upon to prescribe and 
under his advice the Hierarchy of America, 
if thus far neglecting any part of their 
duty, will quickly apply the remedy. 
Ae we have said above, isolated 
cases may be found where only 
the Christian patience of pious peo 
pie will remedy the want of 
their national language in the pulpit, 
but where circumstances justify, we 
have generally found our Bishops mak
ing strenuous efforts to supply the pro
per pastor and give congregations all the 
national aida in their power to perform 
their duties and lead the lives of practi
cal Catholics as much after the customs

it.
For a year the physical powers of Roger 

Davenant hid been decliniog ; for a month 
he had been confined to hie bed ; and the 
family physician had warned Isaiah that 
hie experience led him to predicts flieh of 
consciousness in the last momenta of the 
sufferer.

“Thie is a most unusual case,” he said, 
“but what I think will happen to him on 
hie death-bed la our common experience In 
similar cases. Watch him closely, there
fore ; his last moments in this world are 
those In which you may expect to find the 
key of his terrible seizure.”

In the dying moments of Roger Deven
ant the prediction of the physician waa 
partially fulfilled. The deputing soul 
shone with strong intelligence through hie 
eyes; in his natural voice he called the 
name of each of those at hie bedside, and 
he held out his hands to the eager clasp of 
his brother and Gertrude.

“It has been like a dream,—a long, 
horrid dream,” he said, with a faint smile. 
“Thank God that it is past 1”

“What troubled you, Roger ?” his 
brother asked.

The eyes of the dying man turned from 
face to face; he shuddered as the recollec
tion of that night came forcibly back to 
him. Once he seemed about to speak 
again, and they drew nearer; bat hie voice 
failed; his vexed spirit departed, and made 
no further sign. To this day the mystery 
of his unhappy fate has never been ex
plained.

Who can even guess It?

THE SENAT!—
Charles Carroll, of Carrollton, being the 
first.

Within a year of his marriage Colonel 
Lewis likewise entered the Catholic 
Church; and eome years afterwards Mrs. 
Floyd and three of her eons took the 
same step.

Mrs. Lewis’ influence led to the con
version of John P. Matthews, clerk of 
the County Court of Wythe County—a 
man widely known and highly esteemed 
and respected—and that of his wife and 
twelve out of thirteen children. One of 
hie daughters became a Sister of St. 
Joseph, and before she was twenty-one 
was made au perfores» of the convent in 
Wheeling The daughters of Col. Harold 
Smyth entered the Church by the same 
influence, and one of them is now a Sister 
of St. Joseph at Charleston, Weet Vir
ginia.

In the year 1842 Bishop Whelan and 
Father Ryder, S. J., paid Mrs. Floyd a 
visit in Tazewell County, where she then 
lived, and where Mrs. Lewis was also a 
guest. They were of couise much inter
ested, and the Bishop determined to 
erect

e means

m to Mantua. There a

of
THEIR NATIVE COUNTRY 

as the circumstances of their adopted 
country can allow. We have no fears 
but that the wisdom of experience will 
prevail in settling amicably whatever 
seeming or real grievances any party of 
our Church in America ia subjected to. 
A strict watch must be kept on national 
fanatics of any parly and if necessary 
let the censures of the Church be em
ployed to restrain discontented rivals, 
who are not willing to abide by the 
decisions and expressed will of ecclesias
tical authority.

ox Nasal Balm.
The only medicine In the market that 

will immediately care Cold In the Head, 
and permanently cure Catarrh, Hay Fever,

Cucumbers and melons are “forbidden 
fruit” to many persons so constituted 
that the least indulgence is followed by 
attacks of Cholera, dysentery, griping, 
&c. These persons are not aware that 
they can indulge to their hearts content 
if they have on hand a bottle of Dr. J. 
D. Kellogg’s Dysentery Cordial, a medi
cine that will give immediate relief, and 
ia a rare cure for all summer complaints.

Mother Graves’ Worm Exterminator 
is pleasant to take; sure and effectual in 
destroying worms. Many have tried it 
with best results.

Whe 
troubi 
once 
puokage.

Why go limping and whining about 
jour corne, when a 26 cent bottle of 
Holloway’s Corn Cure will remove them ? 
Give it a trial, and you will not regret it.

sn you cannot rest from Asthmatic 
lea, Homnern Asthma Care will at 
relieve. Double

A Radical Change.
"I had got ao bad with dyspepsia that 

I hardly oared whether I lived or not,” 
■ays Frank A. Swain, of the Toronto 
Globe Office. Three bottles of Burdock 
Blood Bittern cured him, and he says, 
“it now seems a pleasure to live,”

treatment In each
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