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PREFACE.

InmvepiarELY after Father Doherty’s
death we published his principal French
writings. To-day we are happy to com-
plete our task by giving to the public
his English productions. Although Mr.
Doherty wrote these pages not dream-
ing that they would ever be published,
vet we believe they are well worthy of
perusal, and that they reveal a superior
mind and distinguished literary talent.
We will say no more here, leaving to the
publie to appreciate their merits.

At the beginning of this voiume will
be found the short biographical sketch
which preceded his French writings.

L.H. P.







BIOGRAPHICAL, SKETCH

OrF THE

LATE REV. P. J. DOHERTY.

Consummatus in brevi explevat
tempora multa.

Being made perfect, in a short
space he fulfilled a long time.

(Wrspoy, 1v., 13)

TresE words of Holy Writ meet with their happiest
application in the young priest whose recent loss
the entire country bitterly deplores. Mr. Doherty
lived but a short time, scarcely thirty years from
the cradle to the grave ; but in that briof space he
managed to group the works and labours of a long
and eventful lLife. If we are to judge the man, the
Christian, the priest, not by the number of days
which God allots to hun, but by the happy usc of
the talents and powers with which God has enrich.
ed him, we may with certainty say that in truth Mr.
Doherty is one of those” who have lived long in but
little time.

(') This biographical sketch has been translated from the
French of the Rev. L. H. Paquet, professor, Laval University.
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Mr. Doherty was born at Quebec on the 2nd of
June, 1838. ‘His father, Patrick Doherty, and h:s
mother, Bridget Byrne, had both emigrated from
Ireland, bringing with them, as their only treasure,
the most unsullied reputation anfl that unwavering
attachment to the Catholic faith which characterizes
the noble children of Green Erin.

At the baptismal font he received the fraditional
name of Patrick. Rejoicing 1n the birth of this son
that she had so often asked from the Lord, lus
mother desired thenceforward to devote him to
the Priesthood, hoping that God weuld realize the
desire of her hear(, and would give to her child the
precious grace ol vocation. That maternal VOW,
inspired by grace and gratitude, soon began to be
realized. ILattle Patrick had scarcely begun to
prattle when he already used to declare, with that
childish guilelessness free from all doubt, that he
wished to be a priesi. Doubtless tns was the mbo-
ther’s vow finding an echoon the lips of the clnld as
yet unable to grasp its meaning or its bearing. Thie
believing woman did not fail to see, 1n the mnocent
trait we have cited, a presage that made her happy.
Her joy was at its height, and her maternal heart
dilated with content and happiness, when the child,
interrupting the recital of his alphabet upon his
mother’s knees, used to suddenly turn towards her
and say : “ Mamma, 1 assure you that I shall be a
¢ priest, and that I shall preach to you a sermon for
“ your salvation.”

*
¥ x

Thus it was from the hips of his mother that he
received the first rudiments of instruction, and
drank in sentiments of the most tender devotion.
especially towards the Blessed Virgin. Excellent
school, best of all schools, that of a truly Christian
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mother. Never did he forget the lessons he received
then. What the heart helps us to learn is not
easilyforgotten.

The youthful Patrick, like other children of his
age, had, however, to be sent to a public school
Preference was given to that of an excellent Irish
Catholic, Mr. Kennedy. This good mau’s science
was, perhaps, a little limited ; but his faith was
boundless; and that was, after all, the most 1mpor-
tant point.

The progress of Patrick, under his new master,was
very rapid. He had hardly been three vears tahing
lessons from Mr. Kennedy when the latter said t)
him, one day : “ My dear friend, you must chanae
‘“ your school, because I have now taught you all
“that I know.”

Patrick bade adieu to the good Mr. Kennedy to
enter the school of the Brothers of the Chrisiian
Doctrine. Those excellent masters, as modest as
they are devoted, prepared him for his first commu-
nion. lt1s impossible to describe the angelic piety"
with which Patrick, at the age of ten, accomplished
that act, so touching,—that act, the most imporiant,
perhaps, in the life of a Christian. He was already
the model of all his little comrades ; and every
one admired the candour of his features, the sweel-
ness of his countenance, the grace of his manners.
and the piquant vivacity of hismind. The priests who
then ministered in St.Patrick’s Church, and the Rev.
Mr. McMahon, of illustrious memory, in particular,
had not failed to take special notice of the pretty
child with the winning ways who took such -
terest and pleasure in the things of the sanctuary.
“ What a pity,” they used to say to each other,
*“ that so rare a subject should not be placed in the
“ Seminary ; he would, without doubt, make a
“ remarkable priest.”

Nothing, however, as yet, induced them to urge
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the matter. Moreover, the time that Patrick spent ai
the Brothers’ school was not thrown away. There,
nader the vigilant eye of his masters, germinated
i his heart those happy sentiments that leis good
mother had sown in it at the outset, and which she
continued to cultivate in the intervals left to her
dear Patrick between school-hours.

Mr. Doherty never forgot the two or three vears
he passed at the Brothers’ school. Nothing could
equal the respect he preserved, through life, for
those early instructors of lis youth. He had for
them a sort of veneration ; and we heard him des
cribe, quite recently, the lively and salutary im
pression made upon his mind by those simple and
devoted men. I did not understand all of them,’
he used tosay, amiably ; *‘ I did not understand
“ word of French; but even when they prayed in
‘“ French, I shared, in listening to them, the Live-
¢¢ liest emotions.”

*
* ¥

Nevertheless, the time had come for him to make
a new change in his Iife. His talents, lus applica-
tion to study, had advanced him rapidly mn I
classes ; and Patrick, for his age, had an amount of
instruction sufficient to permit him to embrace the
career of trade.

He experienced for a moment the temptation of
following that career. Singularly enough, his
mother, who had hitherto dreamt of nothing but
the Priesthood for her child, appeared to enterinto
the new views of Patrick, and had even procured
him a situation in a commercial house.

But this temptation—for it was onc—was soon
dissipated. God had special views upon young
Patrick : He permitted, in time, a happy intervention,
which recalled the son and the mother to their
original idea. One of the priests of St. Patrick’s

»
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Charch, more and more inipressed with the dispo-
-ttions and ualities of the child, soon induced Mrs.
Dolierty to consent that the boy should be placed
> an extern scholar mn the Seminary of Quebec.

From the time of his entrance there was not
«momenl’s hesitation in his mind. He was deter.
nined to consecrate himself to God, and he applied
himsell more and more to conform lus life and
conduct to the sublime calling he wished to
cmbrace.

He remained as an  extern during the entire
course of his studies. During four months only, at
the close of his latter year of philosophy, he
desired to experience the Iife of an, intern, per-
~uaded to adopt that course by M. L. J. Casault, who,
looking upon Mr. Doherty as a future professor of
the Seminary, wished to see him better enabled to
master the roles and inner customs of the house,

His scholastic hife may be summed upm a few
words : “ He was a perfect pupil.” Piety, obedience,
~leady application, regularity in the fulfilment of
ins duties, brilliancy of talent, amiable modesty,
“hich enhances two-fold 1ts value and 1ts merits,—
a1l these qualities were combined in young Patrick
to make of him a model scholar.

Success could not fail to smile on him. He did
not, however, remain content with the ordinary
triumphs that a merely laborious student is sure to
caury off at the close of the scholastic year. His
conduct, ever exemplary, free from every trace of
stiffness or ostentation, procured for him, while he
was yetin Cinquiéme, a medal of honor,—an extra-
ordinary reward- for any scholar,— a" distinction
almost unheard of for an extern. We remember
with what grace and ease he received from the
hands of the Superior that flattering mark of high
distinction from his master. No doubt he was
happy. What would not he his mother’s joy on
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seeing her dear Patrick thrus decorated ? We can,
nevertheless, state that his legitimate happiness
was not greater than that of his fellow-students.

In fact, he had already gained the affection of
all those with whom he had come in contact.
Already he had begun to exert over their hearts
that guft of fascination which he possessed in so
eminent a degree, which later made him, to use the
consecrated formula, the friend and favourite of
every one. Sincerely beloved by all his fellow-
disciples, he was not satisfied with edifying them
by lis conduct; but he even knew, in their inti-
mate gatherings, how to amuse them in a thousand
charming ways, ever new, ever witty.

A character so richly endowed is rarely met
with ; and we doubt if there could have been
found in a youth of his age a finer assemblage of
qualities equally solid and amiable.

*
¥ ¥

11is great talent for writing revealed itself in the
first years of his course of studies. He was only in
Troisteme and Seconde as yet, when his literary
efforts were crowned with remarkable success. In
Rhétorique, he was thoroughly familiar with the
French language ; and we find in the Abeille, a little
journal edited and printed by the scholars, some of
the most charming pieces, where force and wit vie
with the most polished elegance.

- During his two years of Philosophy he continued
to write in the Abeile, and was one of its most
brilliant editors.

The sojouri~and the amusements at the Petit-Cap
de St. Joachim inspiced some of his most delightful
productions: one cantoi read them without admiring
the exhaustless resources_of his imagination. It
is impossible to find anything preitier or more
sparkling. '

-
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We shall not undertake to appreciate his writ-
ings : we prefer leaving to the reader the pleasure
of judging for himself the marvellous facility, the
flexibility of expression, the refinement of style,
and lastly, and above all, the piquant originality
with wlich he had learned to wield the IFrench
tongue.

Andyet, strange to say, Patrick did not know one
word of that language when, for the first time, he
came, a timid and guileless child, to take his seat
en Septiéme! Is this not something marvellous,
indeed ?

It was thus in French that he shivered his first
lance as a writer. He did not, however, forget his
mother-tongue : the writings he has left in English,
and which date chiefly from the last two years of
his life, are in no degree inferior to those which
French literature owes to him. His letters from
Rome, at the time of the Council, his itinerary, will
he read with pleasure by any one who can relish the
beauties of the language of Shakspeare.

*
¥ ¥

We mentioned, a moment ago, the Petut-Cap de St.
Joachim. This name sounded very sweetly m the
cars of Mr. Doherty. While a very young scholar he
hegan to pass his vacations there: every year, faith- -
ful to his love for that little earthly paradise, which
nature seems to have created specially for the school-
boy 1n his holidays, our amiable Patrick was the
first to arrive. We shall not relate—we never could
relate—the thousand and one amusements which he
contrived to create there ; all the agreeable tricks he
used to devise ; thelife and animation that hisinven-
live mind, his endless gaiety, scatlered around. As
scholar, seminarist, or priest, Mr. Doherty has been,
during I cannot say how many vacations, the life
and soul of St. Joachim.
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The echoes of Petu-Cap will long repeat the name
of him wlo had succeeded, by his never-failing wit,
in rendering the stay at St. Joachim (the dearest
and most popular spot that one could imagine) a
source of the happiest reminiscences.

*
L 3

We are far from having exhausted the narrative
of his school-life. We must, nevertheless, pause
here, and follow him in a new phase of his life.
His vocation for the ecclesiastical state, as we have
already seen, was not of recent date, since, while
he was yet on his mother’s knees, the idea rose in-
stinctively in his soul, and revealed itself in his first
vouthful sallies. He was invested with the soutane
in September, 1861, and was immediately appointed
Maitre de Salle in the Junior Division, and Professor
of Supieme. His first year at the Grand Seminary
was marked by a very serious malady,which brought
hitn to the verge of the grave, and dealt to his
delicate constitution a fatal blow, from which he
never completely recovered.

After a year’s professorship in Siziéme he was
appointed to teach English in the various classes, an
office that he held during the whole of his sojourn
in the Seminary.

Never did professor excel him in the art 'of
securing the affection of his pupils. When he was
Mailre de Salle, he frequently spent the evening-
recreation at the foot of the Tribune des Ewercices,
surrounded by a large number of students, narrating
a thousand little stories, which he contrived to em-
bellish and give fresh interest to by episodes invented
on the spur of the moment, and delivered with
inimitable grace. The children took such a lively
1nterest in these entertainments, that they never
hesitated to sacrifice their most cherished games in
order to listen to the stories of Mr. Doherty.
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The year 1864, which was his third year in the
Grand Séminaire, deserves special mention. Those
who, like ourselves, have been in a position to know
his scrupulous regularity, his spirit of self-sacrifice
and abnegation, will not be surprised to learn that
he believed himself called to the religious state.
While yet a scholar he had thought of becoming a
Jesuit, and spoke of his intention to some of his
friends. From the time of his entrance in the Grand
Seminary he had been leisurely maturing that idea
of his youth. After having prayed, consulted, and
obtained the prayers of others, he made up his
mind, made generously to God the sacrifice of his
liberty, of his friends, his family, and, with one
vigorous stroke, shattered the thousand ties that
had bound him so strongly to his birth-place. We
were more pained than surprised at receiving in
Rome a lelter in which he informed us of this im-
portant decision : «When you shall have received
« this letter, he wrote us, « I shall be a novige with
« the Jesuits, with the grace of God, on the 18th J uly.
« Congratulate me, my dear friends, on having been
«the object of such kindness from the Lord; for
« you know it is a great grace to be called to a re-
«ligious life.» And after having commended him.
self to our prayers, he bade us adieu before des.
cending, with a joyful heart, into that tomb of the
noviciate where the young man, singled out by God,
must renounce his own will, that he may give him-
self up entirely to that of his Divine Master. God
was satisfied with the sacrifice. One thing only was
wanting in his vocation, an essential thing in the
severe life of a Jesuit: 1t was health.

Four days after his entry in the noviciate he
was, as he himself wrote to us, “ on his pallet, at-
tacked with pleurisy.” He was, therefore, compelled
to return to the Grand Séminaire—not that he re-
nounced his cherished idea of becoming a Jesuit, but




hoping that time would bring lnm the necessary
- strength to follow what he always believed to be
nis vocation.
Having never gained suflicient health to resume
Jhe noviciate thus prematurely interrupted, he had,
1t least, the consolation of having doue all in lus
power to accomplish the will of God : mo doubt he
has also, in the eyes of Heaven, the merit of a
swofold sacrifice.

Mr. Doherty entered Holy Orders shortly after his
return from the noviciate, and added to his baptis-
mal name that of Joseph, wishing to ally his devo- )
uon for that great saint with that w hich he ever
cntertained for the Blessed Virgin.

Ordained Priest on the 11th March, 1869, he cele-
hrated his first Mass in the church of the Ursuline
nuns, where, some time previously, as a Deacon,
he had delivered his first sermon.

From that epoch dates for Mr. Doherty that active
life, that useful and brilliant ministry, which 1is
known lo every one, of which all remember the
chief acts; and which was marked, for the few
vears of his sacerdotal career, by many and signal
services to religion.

We have already mentioned the happy character
with which Providence had endowed him: he
united the finest qualities of the heart and of the
mntellecl. His amiability, the affability of his mau-
ners, were cqualled only by that Irish wit, so quick,
so original, that every one admired, and of which
the source appeared inexhaustible. We shall not
dwell at greater length on the beauly of his cha-

- racter : suffice it to state what all repeat—he was
a charming and unique type of grace and refine-
ment.
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Those happy qualities, joined to his talent for
writing and speaking, enabled kim, even from the
beginning of his career, to render to this city and
to the Diocese valuable services. Some there were
who, through sympathy, perhaps, for his feeble
health, thought that he did not sufficiently spare
his strength. True, with hisindefatigable zeal, he
was prodigal of his health. But how can we charge
that to him as a crime ? That defect, if such it
be, is an almost necessary accompaniment of the
very finest qualities,—charity, which leads to help
others,—the ardent love of God’s works, which does
not sufficiently weigh the requirements of a frail
constitution.

Mr. Doherty, while continuing te teach English
in the Seminary, devoted himself to preaching,
and won in that ministry the most brilliant success.
While yet but Deacon, he desired to inaugurate his
pulpit career by the evangelization of the lowly:
he preached and conducted alone the services of an
entire month of Mary for the employés of the Semi-
nary. Those good folks have met forgoiten that
beautiful act of bencvolent charity : they mani-
fested it to him at the time, and they still retain all
their gratitude towards him. -

He did not, perhaps, possess all the qualities
which go to make the transcendent orator : he was
certainly deficient in that exuberance of physical
strength, more necessary than is generally consi-
dered to give to the mind all the spring it feels inert
within itself. Hesupplied the want of sucha strength
by the resources of his imagination, by the man
vellous facility of hus diction, and especially by an
exhaustless fund of sweet unction, which he owed to
his admirable piety and the most tender love for
the Blessed Virgin.

It would be absolutely impossible to state the
number of sermons, instructions, and homilies
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that he preached mn all the churches of Quebec, and
in a great many of the country parishes, both 1
French and in Enghish. Naturally, cven passion-
ately fond of preaching; laving the greatest facility
i preparation ; specaking without the slightest effort,
save that of physical strength, which he despised,
lie was just the man to be mvited to preach every-
where, at any moment ; and he was too good to
refuse. ) ‘
He preached at St. Patrick’s Church a whole
Advent and an entire Lent, besides a great many de-
tached sermons, all of which were hstened to with
almiration Dy the Irish population. Ile further
gave at the St. Patrick’s Institute, of which he was for
some time President, many lectures on various
subjects, both literary and religious. He ever suc-

. ceeded, thanks to the immense resources of his

nind, in deeply interesting the numerous audiences
that always drew after him; and on one or two oc-
casions, amongst others, when it becamc necessary
to defend the Irish race {rom the unjust attacks of a
minister from Montreal, Mr. Irvine, the Hall of the
[ustitute was found toosmall for the number of
those who desired to hiear him, and the vast propor-
lions of the Music Hall had to be secured for the
occasion.

*

¥ x

The St. Patvich s Institute did not fail to acknow-
ledge Mr. Doherty’s important services on maiy ot-
casions. Indeed, the special meeting which took
place immediately after his death, the resolutions
of condolance voted there, the presence of all the
members in a body at his funeral, attest how proud
were the Irish population to possess within their
ranks a young Priest so distinguished as Mr
Doherty.

It is a remarkable fact that he was equally fami-




liar with the French and English languages, either
in writing or in speaking. We were even inclined
to think that he had a more profound knowledge of
the language in which he had pursued his classic
studies ; but those who have perused his English
writings affirm that the language of Shakspearc
had no more secrets for him than that of Bossuet.

He often wrote, as it is well known, to refute error
or to combat the calumnies spread in certain jour-
nals by prejudiced orignorant minds. His polemics
were always refined, polished, and ever supported
by the best argumentation. In order to convey as
cxact an idea as possible of the labours which occu-
pied Mr. Doherty during the first years of his sacer-
dotal life, we should mention here several conver-
sions to the Catholic Church, which are due to his
skill and to his zeal. One can easily understand the
joy he felt on bringing back to the fold those poor
strayed sheep. “I think,” he wrote, in May, 1863,
upon the conversion of an important personage,
who had even been a Minister of the “High Church,”
“1 really believe there is nothing so consoling, =0
touching, as to behold the abjuration of a Protestant.
Let us beseech God to increase the number of those
happy returns.” Assuredly, he is now receiving
from those whom he recalled to the true faith that
])lowerful aid of prayer which he then invoked for
them.

*x
x %

The year 1869 found Mr. Doherty much enfeebled
in health. It was evident that his office ol Professor,
combined with the outside labors which his ardour
led him to undertake, was becoming too fatiguing
forthe delicacy of his constitution. He resolved, but
not without grief, to bid adieu to the Seminary, and
to devote himselfl entirely to the_sacerdotal func-
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tions, of which he had hitherto shared the labours,
more through zeal than as a duty.

But, before taking a new position, he wished to
visit Europe and the Holy Land. Such had long
been his favourite dream. At last he had the happi-
ness to visit Ireland, the land of his fathers; to assist
at the opening of the great Gouncil; to receive the
benediction of the immortal Pontiff ; to embrace
with love that sacred soil sprinkled with the blood-
of Jesus Christ. lle performed the voyage asa man
of mind and sentiment, not satisfied with the barren
admiration that leaves no lasting trace behind it,
but seeking to store up for his soul, of a Christian
and a Priest, a trcasure of precious reminiscences,
from which he might continually derive Llhe
sweetest and most pious cmotions.

Hereafter, doubtless, some one shall publish
the narrative of his journey and the letters that he
wrote from Rome and from Jerusalem te his sister(?)
and to some friends. We have been happy enough
to peruse several of those pages impressed with faith
and admirable piety; of those magnificent descrip-
tions, in which are spread out before you all the
wealth of his splendid imagination and all the endless
resources of his mind.

We would have wished to reproduce some of those
pages; but, unfortunately for French readers, all
that he wrote during his journey is in the English
language.

Of his stay at Rome we necd mention one incident
only : it was the closc friendship he formed with
the Ganadian Zouaves. Those brave and noble youths
were not lomg in discovering in Mr. Doherty one of
those minds ever ready to please, with whom social
relations are so agreeable.

He obtained among them, and throughout the

(1) Siater St. Chmstine, a nun in the Ursuline Convent.

‘
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whole battalion, an immense popularity. Asis well
known, he returned from Rome in company with
the first detachment of our courageous defenders of
the Pope, and was appointed their chaplain during
the voyage. His name has ever remained an order
of the day with these heroic crusaders of New
France.

*
¥ ¥

On his return from Rome, 1n the spring of 1870,
Mr. Doherty was sent as vicar to St. Catherine’s. It
avasthought, no doubt. that a sojourn in the country
would Dbe favourable to the recovery of his
health, already endaugered. The lrope was vain : at
the end of teu months, after having won at St.
Catherine’s, as he had done wherever clse he had
gone, universal esteem and affection, he returned to
Quebec, to assume, at St. Roch’s and the Marine
Hospital, the post left vacant by the death of the
lamented Mr. Joseph Catellicr,

He had hardly been installed in his new office
when he was compelled to leave 1t It was for him
anew and very pamful sacrifice; but his health
required it. His friends prevailed on him to seek in
the clhimate of Georgia, U. S, the recovery of his
strength, which was Decoming more and more
exhausted. He was absent three months; and when
he returned, although he was not cured, there was,
nevertheless, a most happy change in his condition.

He was not allowed, however, to again fill the
office of Chaplain to the Marine Hospital ; but he
courageously resumed his former position as vicar
at St. Roch’s.

It is there, in that good and religious parish of St.
Roch’s, under care the most attentive and the most
likely to restore his health, had such been the will
of God, that Mr. Doherty passed the last vear of a
career full of labor and of good works. His friends,
‘his colleagues, the excellent pastor, who ever




<howed him the most charitable, the most fatherly
attention,—all desired to see him morecareful of his
health, more sparing of his strength. But how
could so intense an ardour be moderated ? How arrest
and keep in repose that devouring activity which
God had given him, and which he had devoted to
the service of religion ? To prevent him from work-
ing, to have restrained him from exercising that
ministry unto souls, would have been to render
him unhappy, and, perhaps, to have hastened the
moment of his death. It was better, while regu-
lating his zeal by friendly counsel, to leave it 1ts
necessary scope.

His sojourn at the Parish of St. Roclh’s had not
been long, scarcely a year since his trip to the South.
Nevertheless, in that short space of time he often
preached, and always with that talent of persuading
and of going straight to the heart which ever dis-
tinguished his sermons. During the last Lent, not-
withstanding his assiduity at the confessional, he
found time to give to the members of the St. Vincent
de Paul Society a series of conferences, in which
he narrated with graphic clearness the prin cipalinci-
dentsof his journey to Rome and to the Holy Land.
ife was preparing topreachin the congregation of St.
Roch’s for the solemn occasion of the 80th anni-
versary of the birth of Pius IX., when he felt the
shock of the disease that ended his days.

The entire population of St. Roch’s were deeply
attached to hin, and loved him sincerely. One could
never be tired of admiring in him that sweet
charity that is ever secking to console the sorrows
of others,—that indefatigable zeal that never had
any other care than to do oood Lo souls,—that ten-
der and confiding piety which cdifies men and
leads them to love God.

We have already briefly mentioned the worship
e had vowed to the Blessed Virgin. It had been
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his favourite devotion from the earliest Years of his
infancy ; and as he advanced in life his love for the
Mother of God became more and more Lively. His
cloquence was admirable whenever he preached
upon this subject, so dear to his heart. Whenever
he had a grace to obtain, it was to Mary that he ad-
dressed himself,—to Mary, in whom he had placed
all his confidence, and whose devoted and grateful -
child he shewed himself during his whole lifetime.

Indeed, it was during the beautiful month of
Mary, in fulfilment of the desire he had expressed,
that the Blessed Virgin came to withdraw from the
world him who loved her tenderly, and who so
often. in the pulpit and in the confessional, had
cxcited in the learts of others the love of that
Mother of Mercy. Mr. Doherty was stricken in the
very midst of the exercise of the most sacred and
the most consoling ministry.

On the evening before Ascension-day, after having
heard confessions until a very late hour, he felt
the first inroads of the cruel malady that snatched
him from the affections of us all.

He literally passed from the confessional to his
death-bed. A~ stronger constitution, a state of
health less shaken than his, might have had a
chance of escaping the danger.

As to him, already so weak, he was overpowered
at once ; and he could not survive the firsg compli-
cation.

He died on the 20th of May, at about midnight,
after having been fortified with the last rites of our
Holy Religion.

We shall say but little of his obscquies, which
attracted to the vast church of St. Roch the most
numerous and most fervent concourse it were pos-
sible to witness. It can be said that tho entire city
ook part in that demonstration of mourning.
Catholics of both origins, mingling their ranks, their
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regrets, and their lears, wished to testfy, by their
presence, the profound esteem, the sincere affection,
{hat for many years they had bestowed on this
young Priest, 0 good and so anmuable.

The clergy, 1n great numbers, after having as-
sisted at the solemn service chanted in the church
of St. Roch, accompanied as far as the Ursuline
Chapel the mortal remains of Mr. Doherty. There,
in peace, his body reposes, under the pious care of
his beloved sister and the good Religious Ladies,
who had always rightly esteemed him ; while his
soul enjoys already, we are confident, the reward
of the Just.

*
* ¥

Our task is ended. May this feeble token of friend-
ship contribute to preserve intact and vivid the
remembrance of the young Pricst, whose loss so
painfully affects both religion and our country.

We shall now let Inm speak for himself,—hm
who knew so well how 1o speak whenever he tried
lo enliven or to agrecably amusc, but especially to
instruct and edify ; and we wish for the reader the
same pleasure that wc experienced in perusing once
more these pages, sometimes grave, though oftener
gay and lightsome. but always amiable and witty, 1n
which Mr. Doherty reveals himself with all the
qualities he possesscd.
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LETTERS
WRITTEN BY 'PIIE REV. P. J. DOHERTY DURING I1IS TRAVLLS
IN EUROPE AND THE HOLY LAND.

DErry, October 12th, 1869.
DEear St. C,, (2)

The first great episode 1s over. The ocean is
crossed, and we (2) now sit snugly ensconced in Mrs,
Foy’s front parlor in Foyle street, Derry-down-Derry.
I will give you a rough sketch of our perils by land
and sea. :

SATURDAY, 3rd October—We left the wharf at 10
A, and drifted lazily down the river till about
2 p.M., when the tender brought us the Montreal -
passengers. Then to the right-about, and we were
off at the rate of 13 knots an hour. I felt at first
rather lonesome at leaving behind so many kind
and loving hearts; but a good dinner set us all in
good humour; and after enjoying until night-fall
the beautiful panorama the St Lawrence unfolds
1N succession, we retired for the night.

SuNpAY. — Arose after six. Morning devotions.
Breakfasted at 83. Weather very rainy, but clear
cd up about noon. As we passed the several little
churches on either side of the river, we united in
ntention with the devout worshippers who en-
loyed the privilege of attending at Holy Mass.
Once or twice we caught the sound of the prayer-

(}) Father Doherty’s sister, who 1s a nun in the Ursuline
Convent, Quebec.

(*) Father Doherty had two or three confréres as his travel-
ling companions,




bells, and they seemed to tell us, 10 their own way,
of the beautiful hink which binds all Christians 1n
the communion of faith and merits. We acknow-
ledged joyfully the dogma, and blessed God for so
bounteous a privilege.

At 4 p.v. we stopped at Father Point to send the

"pilot on shore with the mail-bags, and then the last

connection was broken off with America. We must
now make the trip whole and entire, save in case of
shipwreck. We witnessed, after tea, a glorious sun-
set: such gold-tipped clouds, such lightly-shifted
scenery, such gorgeous heavens! Truly then might
we say : * The Heavens are telling the glories of
God !” \

When darkness set in around us, wesat for a long
time at the stern coutemplating the phosphor-
escence that followed in the wake of our ship.
thousand bright sparks, like glow-worms, leap forth
at every minute from the boiling surge, and are
drowned in the waters, to be immediately succeeded
by as many more.

Monpay.—A little child was buried this morning :
it died last night. The bunal was not very solemn, 4s
far as ceremonics were concerned ; still, there was
something impressive in the scenc. Poor little thing!
just eight months old, and alrcady castaway into
that dark rolling flood, there to be for long ages in
silent expectancy !

Tuespay.—The only land in sight is Belle-Isle. The
fogis very densc, so that we wade cautiously through
it all day. At 7 p.n. we arrive at the outermost
point, called the Pownle 4’ Amour. We gaze with some-
what of affection on this last stretch of land ; and a
feeling of awe creeps over us as we launch at last
fully into the dark, dismal, night-covered ocean,
so mighty, so trackless, s like etermty, if anything
here below can be compared to it.

W EDNESDAY.—Here my manuscript fails until Satur-




day. The vessel, which had been gliding so gertly
until now through the waters, began to roll and
lurch from side to side. N ow, it is all very well to be
rocked in infancy ; but manhood cannot stand it, nor
womanhood either.

My dear C, if you have a spite against any
oue, just letme tell you how to punish him. Just
get a big cradle, and rock him in it. If he does not
cry out for mercy in a precious short time, his heart
(not to speak of his stomach) must be less sensible
than mine.

Ugh! when I think of it! And how it changed
people’s manners, too ! Staid, sober old fellows, that
used to pace the deck with a solemn measure-tread,
might now be seen rushing, from time to time, with
most indecorous velocity, to the ship’s side ; and
there they would remain for ten minutes at a time,
Jerking their bodies, and gazing intently and stu-
pidly into the sea. :

Two persons conversing would suddenly turn
from one another, and set to.... .. well I—I will not say
what ; but they would both shew unmistakeable
signs of utter disgust; yet, you would see them the
next day as great friends as ever.

And so on until Saturday morning, when every
one seemed a little refreshed, and perhips accus-
tomed to the ship’s motion.

Still, T must say that we had a beautiful passage
throughout, as far as Sunday, when it began to rain
and blow in right good earnest. The winds whistled ;
the vessel creaked ; the waves boiled and lashed,
until Mouday, at 6 o’clock, when we got to the lee of
Tory Lland, off the north coast of Ireland ; and the
rest of the passage was calm enough, though rather
tedious, as we did not reach Derry untii four o’clock
this morning, Tuesday, the 12th October.

We were unfortunate enough to arrive in the

b
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dark, so that we could not enjoy the sight of the
north-western coast of Ireland.,.

Derry, which we have jost visited, is a handsome
little town 0}
the Catholics were very few 11 number; now they
number 13,000. We wvisited the Christian Bro-
thers’ school, buill on the precise spot where St.
Colurhba passed his youth. There are many historic
souvenirs connected with Derry. Prominent among
them ‘i the great siege, when the Protestant
sustdiners of William beat back the Jacobites.
Two monuments commemorate ¢ the glorious,
piqus, and immortal memory. ”

——

S Paris, Hallow-Eve, 31st Oct., 1869.
My dear S%..G,
I have seen a great deal of country since last
I wrote—Ireland, England, Belgium, Germany, and
France ; and my candid, honest opinion of the whole
is, that there is 1o place like home. In fact, whe-
ther from fatizue or constant change or cold (for
it is'very cold here, and has been for the last week),
I often found myself wishing that I was once more
at home, passing one of those pleasant Sunday
evemags such as we used to pass ali together last
winter. However, let us hopn that they will return
again—at least for mostofus. I always pray,in those
beautiful churches we visit, for the whole family
and my kind [riends, that God may bless and pre-
serve them, and may give me the happiness of re-
turning soon and safely among them once more.
But there is no use 1n pining; and, 1ndeed, I fear
you will think that I have done nothing else than
weep and lament for home since I left. It is true
.. that I often think of home, and+in dreams I have
been back with.you—i do not know how often ; still;

22,000 inhabitants. Thirty years ago .
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we have had a great deal of enjoyment, and have
Seen many, many strange sights, capable of pro-
ducing lasting impressions and of giving much mo-
mentary pleasure. In this letter I will tell you
about my travels through Ireland only. ’

Derry.—I told you in my last that I had landed safe
in Londonderry. It 1s a beautiful little city, clean
and orderly, and the Catholics are in a majority,
though it is considered the bulwark of Orangeism.
We saw the place where St, Columbkille passed his
youth at his father’s castle : it is now occupied by
the Christian Brothers. A beautiful Gatholic cathe-
dral is being built a Litile outside of the city.

From Derry we went down the river Foyle, through
Loundonderry, and into the county Tyrone, and
stopped at a handsome little town called Omagh, a
little south of Lough Neagh, celebrated by Moore.
The scenery is delightfu] all along, and, indeed, all
through Ireland. The grass is certainly greener
than in Canada ; its mountains undulate most grace-
fully iato lovely valleys ; even in the desolation of
the vast bogs there is something sweet and touch-
ing. On the hill-tops you see handsome ruins of
old castles and abbeys; andhere and there are the
‘ round-towers of other days,” standing out like
lone sentinels on the mountains,

Omacu hasa population of 13,000, mostly Catholic ;
a handsome church, some fine public buildings,
and a large convent. But it is painful to notice how
fierce parly-spirit is everywhere. Protestants and
Catholics are at daggers drawn ; and on the fences,
walls, and sides of houses, you see, wrilten in chalk,
epithets and phrases offensive lo one or the other.
Poor Ireland'—t js 3 pity that her fruitful soj]
bears such unhappy fruits of discord.

ArMAGH—From ‘the county Tyrone we went by
Portadown to the county Armagh, in the midst of
which lies, on four hills, the city of Armagh, an

9
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frish compound, meammng * The hills of the wil-
ows.” It was hére, as you know, that St. Patrick
sstablished His primatial residence ; and, oh ! what
2 thrill runs through the soul as you catch from the
antrance of the town the first sight of the blessed
spot | But, alas! though the church he Dbuilt is
still tirere on' its primitive foundation, it is not the
chirch that Patrick adorned by his virtues. It now

_belongs to the Anglicans, and they have removed
many-tokens of ancient piety. The cross of stone
which he raised in the centre of the town is now
lying in a dilapidated condition, near the west end
of the cathedral, with the chair from which he
taught. Ikissed both reverently. On a hill oppo-
site-is a very grand Cathofic church, 1n the Gothic
style ; 1t "was begun forty years ago by Bishop
Crawly, and 1s now nearly compieted.

From Armagh we proceeded down the eastern
coast of Ireland, through Dundalk and Drogheda, at
the mouth of the river Boyue. The riveris famous
i history : it has at Drogheda a splendid bridge,
nearly as handsome as thc great Menai bridge
which T saw 1n Wales some trme later.

At about 10 p.m. we rea®hed Dusuiv. [ will not
attempt o describe Dublin. It would take a whole
letter to do 1t justice. We visited all its beauties :
the Four Courts, the Bank, formerly the Parhiament,
its many churches, Pheuix-park, and Glasnevin
cemétery. It is 1 Glasnevin that O’Connell is

! buried A round-tower mat ks the spot; underneath

§ ° is a crypt contaming his body. [ touched his coffin,
. and trought away a brauch of holly that lay on it,
after breatning a prayer for the repose of his soul,
and for the success of the greab cause1n the fur-
therance of which he spent his life.

My companions left me in Dublin. They went

" on to London, and I centinued my journey toward
the ‘south of Ireland. Itook my ticket from Dub-
*
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lin to Nenagh, a town in Tipperary ; and affer pass
ing through Kildare and the King’s county, 1 foynd
myself among the hills and dales of the most Irish
county of the land. )
NE~acH is a Very pr ,,
about 10.000 inhabitants ; and, as I have saidy if
lies in the very heart of Tipperary. I was ver
much pleased to find here the real genuine Ivjsh
man, with all his characteristics, outward and,in
ward. The men—at least the farmers—all'wear the
corduroy kuee-breeches and swallow-tailed ¢pat
with bright buttons. The dress shews off to great
advantage their fine athletic limbs The women are
enveloped 1n the blue cloak with a large heod,
under which you can dishinguwish a clean white
border of a cap. ) . -.
Every one appears in good humour : gay laugh-

ter and jokes rng around yon on all sides.. Here
You see the [ar-famed low-hack-car, drawn by an ass
OT a jennet By the way, there 1s an unmense num- §
ber of asses 1n Tipperary ; but, nog like in many
other places, they are all q vadrupeds Ilere, too, you
can see the jaunting car,—uot, the jaunting-car, of
Dublin, but the refe thing, 1 all s prunitive, sim-
plicity.” There are bel] men, 100, 1n Nenagh ; and I
stopped to listen to one of themn,who was giving, in g |
sing-song tone, the faithful descriplion of a runaway
dog. who had been lost or stolen, with liver-coloureq
hair and a stang up tail, and proemised g large reward

N to the finder.

There was also a ballad-singer under the window
towards night. He sang through hij .nose, like a
Yankee pedlar: « 4 of a handsome maiden, _ who
sthrolled down by the purlin’ sthrame, , You cannot
imagine how interesting I found all these things :
they hrought me hack to the Traits ang Stories by
Carleton. RTINS

I hired a jauﬁting-éar, and rode out ‘among the
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mountains, about six Irish miles, to Killeen. I have
rarely met such beautiful scenery ; but, in general,
the condition of the people is not to be envied,
owing to the bad system of the land-tenure. They
dare not make any improvements on their farms,
for, if they did, the rent would be raised. A gentle-
man in Nenagh told me that one of the farmers,
whose daughter,a fine little girl of 12 years, desired
to be sent to the convent, dared not send her ; for,
if the landlord thought he was able to educate his
daughter, he would make him pay more for the
farm he holds. This abominable landlord-right, it
is to be hoped, will soon be done away with ; and
then the South will be able to compete advan-
tageously with the North.

1 next went to Liderick. The cathedral, 900
years old, is nowin the hands of the Anglicans. Isaw
the famous Treaty-stone. 1 crossed the Shannon, and
examined the fortress, which still bears the marks
of some hard fighting.

Core.—Sweet Cork! Itmay not be so large as
Dublin, but it certainly is handsomer : its streets are
wider than those of the capital, and many of its
buildings are freshgr and better proportioned. And
then there is the river Lee !

« Oh ! the bells of Shandon,

They sound so grand on
The pleasant waters of the river Lee!”

[ have seen the Hudson and the Saguenay, the-
St. Lawrence and the Rhine ; bat the river Lee sur-
passes them all. 1 drove up the banks of the nver
as far as Blackrock convent, which is just by the
castle, and in sight of the ruins of the castle of
O’Connor ; and no one could wish to see anything
grander. Isaw Blarney-castle, in Sleepy Hollow,
a fine old ruin ; but let me be distinctly understood
when I say that I did not kiss the Blarney-stone.

From Cork I hurried off to WATERFORD ; and, oh!
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how shall I describe what Isaw there ? How shall |
tell half the kindness, the true Irish hospitality I
met with in the Ursuline Convent of St. Mary? It is
quite a princely building, about two miles out of
town. The interior is beautifully fitted up, and the
new buildings will be really magnificent. But
neither the tall waving trees, nor the rich gardens,
nor the heavenly chapels, nor the beautiful classes,
are anything when compared to the golden hearts
that are shut up in this sweet secluded spot. .... But
I must stop here ; else I would be tempted to write
volumes on all I heard and saw, not to speak of the
classes, in which I had the pleasure of meeting the
pupiis. T have often heard of Irish thrushes ; but I
can safely say that no thrush ever sang half so
sweetly as these young Irish ladies.

And now for KiLkenny! It is a charming town,
with a great noble castle. I did not stay long in it,
but started off, through the Queen’s county, for
Dublin, and thence for England, passing through
Wales.

———

Lyov, 15 Novembre 1869.
Ma chére Ste. C, (1)

Je Vai déja donné un récit assez sommaire de
mon. voyage en Irlande, jusqu’a mon retour 3 Dy-
blin ; c¢’est donc 13 que je veux commencer aujour-
d’hui, aprés t'avoir dit oy Je suis et en quelle com-
bagnie je me trouve.

Comme tu peux le voir au haut de la page, nous
sommes dans la bonne ville de Lyon, dans le sud-
est de la France. Cette magnifique cité est remar-
quable, & mon Seus, non par la largeur de ses belles
rues, ou I'étendue de seg Squares, ou, comme on les

(') The few following pages are written in French in the
original manuscript ; we reproduce them as they are.
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appelle ici, de ses Cours; non par ses riches manu-
factures de soieries, dont la renommeée ést euro-
péenne ; mais par un titre de gloire bien plus haut
que tous ces avantages matériels, bien plus vrai,
bien plus durable que tous ces succes commerciaux.
C’est du sein de Lyon, protégé par Notre-Dame de
Fourviéres, que sest élevée, pour se répandre en-
snite sur toute la terre, la belle ceuvre de la Propa-
gation de la Foi!

Et cette ceuvre lui vient non pas de quelques-uns

* de ces hommes, dont les statues ornent les places pu-

bliques et dont le marbre et le granit conservent les
traits ; mais,comme tu le sais,d’'une pauvre petite ser-
vante, humble et inconnue. Ah! chere C.. je me
suis dit ici avec plus de conviction que jamais : Le
monde connait peu ses véritables intérets; il erre au
sujet méme de ce quil a le plus a ceeur ! Qua-til
fait pour toi ce grand Louis XIV, si ce n’est prépa-
rer une révolution qui a failli te broyer sous ses
coups ! Qu’a fait pour toi ce Napoléon, dont I'ambi-
tion enlevait tes enfants pour les faire mitrailler sur
le champ de bataille ! Cependant, ce sont 12 les hé-
ros que tu honores. Mais la pauvre servante qui
attire sur toi tant de bénédictions ; mais cette jeune
fille qui a fait inscrire ton nom dans les annales de
I’Eglise de Dieu? O ingratitude ! O aveugle-
ment !

. J’ai parlé tout-di-Theure de Notre-Dame de Four-
vigres, la patronne de Lyon. Tu n’es pas sans avoir
entendu parler de ce célebre sanctnaire, de tous les
miracles qui s’y sont opérés. Eh bien! Je I'al vu
ce lieu béni, je m’y suis agenouillé au pied de la
statue antique que la piété des fideles a si richement
ornée, et j'ai fait briiler un cierge a la chapelle ar-

_ dente en 'honneur de. I'Immaculée Conception de

notre mére & toi et 2 moi et du nfonde entier.
Lyon est bati sur les deux rives de la Sadne et
du Rhone qui s'unissent 3 lextrémité sud de lg
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ville ; et la vaflée des deux fleves est juste assesz ,
étendue pour qu’on ait Pu y asseoir une ville de.
120,000 habitants. A chaque cdté s'élevent deg
montagnes, et celle qui se trouve 4 l'ouest prend 1a
forme d’une falaise tras abrupte et haute d’environ
400 pieds. Or, cest sur la créte de cette mentagne
et tout prés du bord que s’éleve la petite chapelle de
Notre-Dame. Le dome allongé qui couronne ré.
ghse est surmonté d’une belle statue dorée de la
Ste. Vierge, haute de 18 pieds, et d’un beauy travail,
Lintérieur est Iittéralement couvert d’ex voto, fruit
de lareconnaissance pour des faveurs regues. Tu
vois, chére C., que la bonne Marie est aimée jcj
comme chez nous ; etici comme chez nous et aj]-
leurs on a raison, car elle est bonne partout.

Mais je m’apergois que je m’attarde irop sur ce
sujet ; youblie que je dois te parler de I'Irlande,

J’arrivai & Dublin, du sud de I'Irlande, un mardj -
SOiT; et comme je voulais 3 tout prix rencontrer

mes compagnons de voyage en Anglelerre,
lus de prendre le bateay pour Liverpool
méme. J’appelai d ]

ni plus ni moins qu’une voiture ord

)

Penvers. En effet, I'intérieur de ce char est & I’exts.
rieur, ce qui fait que vous &tes assis 3 angle droit
avec la route que vous parcourez. Quoiqu'l en soit
€t remettant & plus tard une description fidele de ce
nouvel instrum ,jeng 1

de ces voitures, et donnai ordre a T
conduire en toute hite 4 |a gare du chemin de ferp
de 'Est. Nous voila donc a rouler presto sup le

. P2vé glissant de Eccles-sireet. Tout-a-coup le che-

val fait un faux pas et va culbuter; le cocher par-
vient 4 le retenir dans sa chiite, mais il le fajt dévier
de sa route ; le cheval mal affermi sur ses pieds ga
dirige vers le trottoir et vient heurter avec violence
un poteau au gaz. Bang! Pan! un choc violent,
une secousse terrible, un bruit de tonnerre, et tout




-

- e o e o e ok W Gewd S IED
‘

Lad el 1D e

est arrdté. Ou suisje 2..... En voyant dévier le
cheval je prévis que quelque chose de ficheux pou-
vait arriver, et je sautai lestement sur le haut de la
yoiture. Un instant apres, le choc avait lieu, em-
portait le siege que je venais de quitter et jetait mon
bagage dans la rue. Si jétais 1esté sur le siége,
jaurais eu pour le moins une jambe broyée. Tu
vois quels périls environnent les voyageurs.

L'accident que je viens de raconter nous retarda
un bon quart d’heure, car le pauvre cheval en était
presque mort. J'arrivai en conséquence trop tard
pour prendre le convoi, et je dus rester a Dublin
jusqu’au lendemain.

A cing heures, le lendemain, je me faisais éveiller
afin de prendre le train de 53 h. pour Queenstown.
J'ai vu cette fameuse baie de Dublin qu’on m’avait
vantée au Canada; et vraiment elle est d’une beau-
{6 A ravir. Mais javais peu d’envie de l'admirer
lorigtemps, car le temps atait tres-mauvais, un fort
vent soufflait de PAngleterre et nous apportait un
froid qui ressemblait 5 celui du mois de décembre
1a-bas au Canada. Kt encore était-ce 13 son moindre
défaut : car il avait soulevé la colere des flots, et
nous etimes une véritable tempéte durant les six
heures de traversée entre Queenstown et Holyhead,
distance de 64 miles.

WaLEs—We landed at Holyhcad at about 12
o'clock, and, after partaking of a hasty dinner, I
took the train for London. Our journey lay through
Wales, which I crossed from end to end. Itisa
most romantic country The gentry of England
come here to pass the bathing-season, and have
built on the cliffs neat country-seats. The moun-
tains were all covered with snow ; there was ice on
the lakes, and the people generally were clad m
their winter garmenis. We stopped for a time at

Bangor, so famous in the ecclesiastical record of
England’s early days of Christianity. You may have

- Pt el 2 o e 2
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read, in Bede’s history, of the Monks of Bangor.
They were an obstinate set of meh who opposed St.
Austin, and clung with all the tenacity of Britons to
their ancient customs. '

I saw the ruins of Cernarvon castle. King
Edward’s son was born here, and received the title of
Prince of Wales, which has ever since distinguished
the eldest son of England’s monarch. You have
heard of the famous Menai bridge which connects
Anglesea with North Wales, the largest suspension-
bridgein the world, and one of its wonders. Isaw it
m all its beauty, amid the wild scenery of its sur-
roundings. We next came to Shrewsbury : its
mountains are very grand, and ia some places re-
semble the Alps on a small scale.

e next arrived at CHESTER, an old, dilapidated
town, full of the ruins of ancient monasteries and
convents. Bul the matin, chimes, nor vesper-bells
are no longer heard. The old monks lie buried in
the crypts ; and above them, in the cloisters, resound
the noise and bustle of commerce. IFrom Chester
the road lies south-east to Louden, passing through
weil-tilled fields and noble parks, with neat little
brick towns here and there, And at last we wers
in the great metropolis of the commercial world.

LONDON.—Fancy one single city having as many
Mhabitants as ail Canada !—upwards of 3,000,000
people agglomerated in oue great, heaving, noisy
city !—streets that extend miles and mules, lighted
with gas; shops with every article of use or luxury;
buyers and sellers, wine-merchan ts, clothing-stores,
cutlery, silverware, hair-dressers, tailors,
makers; men howling out, at the top of their voices,
the merits of their merchandize ; women begging-of
you to buy wares ; litule boys screeching qut the
lame of theirnewspapers ;omnibuses, cabbies, police- ~
men, soldiers; crowds here and there and every- -.
Where, jostling, jolting, laughing, talking. Good"
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God {—what a hubbub ! I thought Chicago a noisy
city, and was glad to get out of it ; but1t is as the
silent desert™compared to London.

I visited all the principal and most interesting
things in London ; and of them 1 will give you, at a
later period, a true and faithful description.(?)

From London, where I rejoined my companious,
we went to Canterbury, where St. Augustin es-
tablished his Primatial See. The church is still
standing ; but, like in Armagh, it has changed hands.
It was in this church that St. Thomas-2-Becket was
murdered. Here, af®, St. Augustin baptised the
Queen of Kent, Bertha.

DovEr resembles Qtebec to a certain extent. Its
fine chalk cliffs have a fine effect by moonlight ; and
from the heights we distinguished the coast of
France.

BeLgiuy.—We sailed from Dover to Ostend, a sea-
port town in Belgium ; and on the passage ACross
I really, for a time, gave myself up for lost. We had

a very heavy sea and a raging tempest. 1 got very
sick, and was lying in the cabin when a tremendous
wave struck the vessel. The engine broke, and the
water came pouring iu. You may imagine thatwe
all rushed on deck, and found everything in con-
fusion. The pumps were working fast and strong;
the ship was rolling fearfully, and the sea breaking

overher. The boats were loosened in case of need, and

everything prepared for the worst. I knelt down
in the water, and offered vp my life to God, the

(1) No doubt it was the intention of Mr. Doherty to complete
his notes at some future time ; bus the rapidity of his travel-
ling and the delicate atate of s health did not allow him to do
it. A1l this first part of his relation is very brief and rather in-
complete : we give it, however, such as it i3 and we have only

to regret that’sickness and premature death prevented Father
Doherty from adding to his written relation the thousand
interesting, debails whioh his friends so often beard from his

lips.
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Master of all. Ineed not tell you how vividly the
remembrance of friends and relations rushed across
my mind at that moment, and how miserable all
the pleasures of the world ‘appecred in the face of
elernity. Would you believe it?—the only thing
that seemed worthy of a thought, at that supreme
moment, was a small alms I had given to a poor
woman during the day. The panic lasted about
half an hour, when the engine was made all right,
and the vesscl continued her journey. Still, we all
kept wishing for land, and were very glad to arrive,
though cold and wet, at 3 o’clock in the morning,
after a perilous voyage of nearly 7 hours.

We had to pass through the custom-house ordeal
at Ostend ; but the Belgian officials are extremely
polite and liberal. Indeed, the «whole affair» iu
Belgium is on liberal principles, if principles can in
reality be called liberal. I do not think so; for, in
itself, a principle is the most exclusive thing in the
world ; and, in practice, it is, I believe, pretty clear
that those who advocate liberty, or liberality, as they
call it, are, in general, found to possess very little of
either the one or the other. Thus, the constitution of
Belgium admits of everything and every one : you
may do and say asyou like ; you may publicly re-
verence God or blaspheme Him, as you wish ; you
may hold and propound any doctrine you please,
from the wildest atheism to the purest ascetism.
The king reigns by the wifl of the people, and, con-
sequently, only does what the people wish. All
this looks very nice on paper, but, 1n the execution
of its ordinances, has done very little toward the
furtherance of happiness in the kingdom. There
was less beggary and more order in former times ;
for, when a people is left entirely free, they become
a great wild urclin, uneducated” and wicked ; and
wickeduess engenders misery.

But I am standing here philosophising in the cold,
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while I should be looking after my ticket for
Bruges. We all look mighty blue, and have still
two long hours'to wait for the 7-o’clock trdin. The
town is plunged in profound sleep, save aud except
a few coffee-houses, called estaminets, of a very doubt-
ful character, whence the sounds of drunken
carousing mounts mto the pure morning-air with
the fumes of bad tobacco and worse whisky. At
6 o’¢lock the stillnéss is broken by the tolling of
the ‘Angelus. We recite the beautiful prayer all
together; and itreminds us of our home beyond
the waters, and of our true home 1n heaven.

There is a stir in the streets; the shadows of
night fade away; the train arrives from the interior;
now there is a bustle of passengers and baggage.
‘We buy our tickets, stow away our portmanteaus,

get into a coupé, and are whirled away, at the rate of -

30 miles an hour, towards Bruges.

Belgium is a very level country, and well culti-
valed ; but the lack of hills and mountains makes
it at least monotonous in the extreme. Two hours
bring us to Bruges ; and here begin our troubles.
We are surrounded by beggars and portefa:z. Men,
clad in white shirts and wooden shoes, call them-
selves commissionnaires, and beg of us to allow them
to carry our baggage to any house we will please
to mention. We have great difficulty in shaking
them off, and proceed on foot to a hotel, opposite
the ‘station, called the Singe £Or. Here our first
thought is for a goed sleep. We are shewn to our
respective rooms, and are soon wrapt in a refreshing
slumber that ast$ until mid-day.

The population of Bruges is about 30,000. The
people speak Fréench and a most abominable con-
catenation of unearthy sounds called Flemish. Lord
deliver'me’ from ever learning sich a language !
The working-class wear blouses, blue or white, and
great weoden shoes, like canoes. Thé women have
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large blue cloaks, such as I saw in Tipperary ; a
great many go bareheaded.

We visited a couple of churches, for which visit
we had to pay dear; for here the churches are
closed from 12 o'clock a.m.ill 3 p.M.; and you
are totally left to the tender mercies of the old
Sacristain if you wish to penetrate into them at
this time. They contained nothing very remarkable,
except the paintings, which are,indeed, very remark-
able for the corpulency and round Dutch build of
the saints and angels. There is, however, one very
handsome work in St. Michael’s church: it is a
Madonna with raised weeping eyes. The tears are
done tolife: you would imagine, on a near approach,
that they were drops of water which had just fallen
or been placed on the tableau. There is a high Gothic
tower with a beautiful chime of bells; but we did
not ascend it, for we wished to catch the 4-o’clock
train for Brussels. The most remarkable feature
of our visit to Bruges was, undoubtedly, our wars
with the officious guides. As a rule, we never had
less than three at a time offering to conduct us any-
where and everywhere. We abused them; called
them illnames; told them they should be working
to gain an honest living, instead of thus idling about
the streets, &c., &c. But all was of no use; they
would follow us; they would persist in shewing us
what we could plainly see ourselves, until at last
we had to threaten personal, violence. My immense
size and warlike demeanour had a salutary effect on
their nerves; so they beat a hasty retreat.

From Bruges we took tickets direct for Brussels,the
capital of Belgium, at which we arrived, passing by
Ghent, at 6 o’clock in the evening. The next morning
we were up early, and went to hear mass in a fine
old Gothic church belonging to a community of
nuns, whose name I forget. As we were leaving
the church we were accosted by a gentleman who
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called himself Monsieur Colas. He said that he -
presumed we were strangers, and knew we were
Catholics by the fact of our assisting at mass. We
told him we were priests from Canada; and he
thereupon informed us that he was president of the
St. Vincent of Paul’s Society, and would be happy
to be of service, if we wished it, in shewing us over
the city.. We accepted,with thanks, and found him
extremely well-informed and very polite.

We first visited the market-place in front of the
City-Hall. The building is pure Gothic, and dates
from the sixteenth century. The three other sides
of the square are bordered by houses bearing the
marks of the ancient guilds; these are equally of
the middle-ages. In those days of simple faith no
one was ashamed of his profession. Religion had
taught each one that the will of God had placed
him in the position he held ; and he was not only
content, but happy, in the exercise of the duties it
imposed upon him. The shoemaker was satisfied
with making shoes; the cutler with making knives;
the tailor with suiting his customers. In their honest
pride, the different members of the various guilds or
trades adorned their houses with symbolic marks
of their profession, that their children, after them,
might remember how their fathers gained their
livelihood by honest industry.

And not only did this bring happiness to the
individuals, but it reflected and secured happiness
to society. There was no false ambition no—constant
striving to attain the first rank in the communily :
hence those great upheavings of society were then
unknown. This idea was carried outin every sphere.
The farmer’s wife did not dress like the knight's
daughter ; yet, though she was not decked out in
silks and fine-cloth, she was just as much respected.
Bul those days have gone by : since other teachers
than the Church hold the ear of the people, they
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have bean taughtother doctrines ; the ideas of classi-
fication have been voted ol and out of fashion ; they
have been called the sovereign people. Every man
is equal, say the demagogues; every man has a right
to aspire to ‘the highest position. Thus, drawing
false conclusions from a trueism, they corrupted the
minds of the masses, inspired them “with unldwful
ambition, enkihdled in every breast the lust of
power, and sowed the seeds of those fierce revolu-
tions that have swept through nations like dread
hurricanes, unseating authority, and engendering
poverty, misery, and crime. ’

We then visited the eathedral ‘church of St
Gudule. Itis a magnificent Gothic structure, and,
standing on the face of a hill, it towers over the
greater part of the city. The two most remarkable
features, apart from the triumphs of architecture,
which 1t contains, are the pulpit and the holy cha-
Jel.  The pulpit, 1n blackened oak, is quite an object
of curiosity. A large palm-tree, about 40 feet high,
holds the body, or box, where the preacher stands,
and around which are carved representations of ‘the
seven deadly sins. Below are life-size statues of
‘Adam and Eve, in the attitude of repentance. A large
serpent is entwined all round the tree; its head
reaches the top, where itis crushed, by the Blessed
Virgin. This, with the figure of Death, which is
the fruit of sin, completes the whole work, and gives
the full history of the original fall, its consequences,
and the final triumph of grace. v

The royal palace is very Lhandsonie : but, at this
moment, it is the abode of mourning. The ing has
recently lost his only son and heir, a _child of nine
years of age. Poor parents!—they may, one day,
rejoice for what now causes them so much grief !
In front of the palace is the square, a vast public
promenade, overshadowed by stately oaks, e
statue of Godefroi de Bouillon stands at the prin.
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cipal entrance ; for, as you know, this is the native
place of the noble crusader, whose example has been
followed by the Belgian Zouaves.

The streets in the new part of the town are wide
and clean. The jewellers’ shops are filled with
exquisitely—carved objects, in gold and silver. The
flower-market is tasteful and brlliant. The street
called «La rue de la Reine» iscoveredin, from end
to end, with a glass roof. Of course, the Brussels
carpets and laces abound everywhere. We bade
adieu to Mr. Colas, and returned to the hotel, well
satisfied with our promenade.

We next took tickets for Louvain, the seat of the
celebrated University, and arrived there at two
o'clock in the evening. The cathedral is an old
Gothic building, with some pretensions to grandeur.
But the gables and contreforts are too numerous,
while its crumbling walls detract from its beauty.
The sight of an abandoned ruin is pleasant : there
is something suggestive in the ivy-crowned walls
and maimed turrets ; but a church still open to ser-
vice should, I think, be kept fresh and repaired,
otherwise, it seems a silent reproach to the faithful
who worship in it. The University is the chief
attraction of the city. We had not, however, time to
visit its different departments, as they are scattered,
here and there, in different quarters of the town.
The library is valuable, and contains 200,000
volumes,—at least the guardian said so, and I
thought it just as well to believe him as to take the
trouble to count them. It was here we first heard of
the celebrated Troppman murder, and we saw the
photographs of the victims and their assassin.

Prussia.—We next partook of a frugal dinner at
the hotel, and set out for Aix-la-Chapelle, the city
of Charlemagne. On our arrival we were intro-
duced to the Prussian officials, with whom we
performed pantomime, not being conversant with
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each other's language. It became an understood
thing between us, however, thal we were not
contraband, and were in quest of a good hotel.
So they allowed us to pass, and we reached
“ I’Eléphant d’Or” at 6% o’clock p.m., and were
shewn to our rooms. After a copious supper in Ger-
man, we set about taking notes of the day’s travel.
We were all of one opinion concerning the flatness of
the country and the high state of cultivation of the
fields and meadows. We had admired the shepherds
and their dogs attending their flocks, and the neat
little villages scattered here and there. There are
no fences in Germany, and, indeed, no visible
boundary-lines between the properties of different
people ; but I suppose that the Germans, who
are a very profound people, have found some
metaphysical method of making things all right.
You and I, dear C., have often heard of what is
calledg« Des chicanes d’Allemands » which intends to
insinuate that the Germans are prone to quarrel
about matters of the slightest importance ; but the
good-nature and liberadity I noticed everywhere
leads me to believe that the dicton is at fault, or
conveys an idea totally different from the popular
acceptation.

Every third person wears an uniform of some
sort or other ; and, indeed, everything is carried out
in the most uniform manner. In Prussia, all is on
the clock-work system : the railroad-agents, at least,
and the conductors, are, I am sure, every one of
them, wound up with a key; and as for the
soldiers, they certainly are on wires. The care that
is taken of passengers, and the supervision that is
exeroised over them, would be very consoling if it
were not, at times, vexatious. If you smoke in the
cars, you must put the ashes of your cigar into a
little tin-box ; if you expectorate, you are required
to do so in a certain place. You must not move
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from your seat until the canductor epens the door;

. and, during the transit, he thrusts his head into thed
coupé every five minutes—to see, I suppose, if you$
are not standing on your head or chewing gum.-

The nexat morning we all went to chureh in
Sunday rigging. We had our testimonials with us,
so that the priests made not the least difficulty abou
our saying mass, I celebrated the Holy Mysteries in
.the Jesuils’ church, and afterwards attended Grand
Mass in the Cathedral. The bishop had already left
for Rome ; but the Chapter of Canons carried.on
the ceremonies with almost episcopal dignity and}
éclar. A man, dressed in flaming red .from top to

. toe, preceded the celebrant; then came two yeomen
in cocked hats; then followed two deacons, two
sub-deacons, a host of minor servants, and, finally,
the canon who said mass. The ceremonies were §
very imposipng. We were introduced into the
sanctuary, though we did not wear the ecclesiastical §
dress; so that we enjoyed a full sight of all that was§
going on. Although my voice isfar from being good,
dear C., as you know yoyrself, and often remarked, i
yet I joined in the chaft of the Kyrie, the Gloria,
and especially the Credo,—not exactly with the
purpose of swelling the chorus, but to give vent to
my feelings. My heart was full., T had come from

. the distant shores of America, and was now in the
Jidst of Germany. I did not understand a word of
the langnage of the country: the custpms and

. manners of those around me were new ; they had
other thoughts than I on many subjects, and other
aspirations; and, notwithstanding, as soon as they
joined in prayer, we were brothers ; our faith, hope
and love became mingied and united ; we, were 1o
longer strangers, but members of the one fold,.parti-
cipating in the same sacraments, acknowledging the

. same Head. Never did the heautiful upity of Haly
Mather-Church strike me more forcifly, Never did




8 join in the recitation of the Credo W1th more joy
@nd thanksgiving.
3 The church is very old. 1t was' begun b'y Charle
agne 1n the eighth century. His tomb is here, and
Iso many relics of the great emperor. We saw
b1s skull, enclosed in a golden bust. The treasury-
3 exceedmoly rich. T bought a little book describing
1l it contains; and as 1 brmn it home, I refrain
rom giving any aceount of it here. The choir has
peen lately restored, and is very handsome. The
indows (there are four besides the chancel) are sixty
Meet high ; the stained glass is a work of great merit.
‘he twér subjects I admired the most were the
Assumption of' the ' Blessed Virgin» apd the
Proclamiation of the Dogma of the Immaculate
onception.» The ﬁcrmes are all life-size : the

‘¢ gortralt ef the Pope is perfect.

After dinner we went to visit the city: it is small
nd irregular. The shops were all open, though the
@cty of the people, their attendance at mass, and
f@heir respectful demeanour, had edified us. The-

@opulation amounts to 60, 000 almost all Catholics.
 part from the churches and the town hall, there

re no great objects of interest. So we made but a
hort stay, and started for Cologne, on the Rhine.

We arnived in the middle of a shower ofrain, and
fvere conveyed from the railroad-station to the

Hotel du Dome,y about three minutes’ walk from -

e great cathedral, the vast proportions of which
eemed lo acquire more than usuval grandeur, seen
irough the mst that surrounded them. I need
fpot give you a description of this « work of ages.
t 1s the most perfect specimen of Gothic architecture

the world. 1t is 511 feet long by 230 wide. The
owers on the front are not yet “finished ; when
ey will have been completed, the top -of the
bdifice will be 500 feet above the level of the
quare. To me the Gothic style has ever seemed
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best adapted to churches. It sprang from Christian
art; it symbolizes Christian ascetism ; its slight
vaults bear aloft the voice of prayer ; its slight airy
colonnettes shoot up heavenward, like ejaculatory
aspirations of the heart ; it makes of the temple a
house of prayer. But there is something specially
overawing in viewing this, the triumph of art,
filled on a Sunday evening, as twilight descends,
by thousands of pious Christians, kneeling in prayer
before the Blessed Sacrament. A solemn benedic-
tion was being given as we entered : the voices of
little children mingled with a powerful but sweet-
toned organ, singing the Litanies of the Blessed
Virgin. Then the Tantum Ergo was taken up by the
whole multitude ; the incense rose in curling
‘wreaths ; the little bell tinkled ; and, as I bowed to
the ground in unison with all, I thanked God that
I again found the same faith and worship as in
very-far-off home. There are four naves and a
middle aisle in the church. The chapel of the three
wise kings of the East is to the right. Tradition says
that they lie buried beneath a handsome altar near
the choir.

Many of the sireets of Cologne are so narrow that
two persons can hardly pass abreast; but others are
wide and spacious. There is, as in Brussels, a hand-
some street vaulted in with glass.

We visited a church dedicated to St. Ursula and
the 11,000 virgins : itis old, but is being repaired.

Several churches werg filled with little children
attending mass, under the supervision of their
masters ; they sang sweet little German hymaus
with a very pleasing effect. Altogether there is a
quaint medieval air about the city and its
inhabitants, very much in harmony with their
great cathedral.

We were here first introducgd to a complication
of coinage, which I defy any traveller to make head
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or tail of. We had silver grotchen and another kind
of gretchen; we had kreutzers and thaters, and florins
3 worth 2s. 1d. and florins worth 2s. 84., and a host of’
@ other little coins, all pronounted ‘with the most
forcible guttural sounds. Indeed; the only thing
you have to do is to give a couple of sovereigns to
the person you deal with, and trust to his honesty
for the mght change. I think that this was one of
our chief reasons for beating a hasty retreat from
the city, to which must be added ‘the desire of
becoming aequainted with the glorious scenery of
the Rhme. I will not, however, undertake a
description of the day’s travel along the banks of
the beautiful river from Cologne to Mayence ; for
I bought you a hook with photegraphic views‘and a
full account of the names of the different fortresses
and towns that border it.

We made two stoppages, so as to enjoy the
scenery and visit the prineipal towns. At Bingen,
where the mountains begin to recede from the
niver-side, I remembered the lay of the Irish poetess,
which T had so much admired last winter in our
§readings at the Institute. The scenery is énchanting.
f The river makes a grand curve, forming a sort of
basin, closed in, on- cach side, by a lovely green
valley, on which repose gracefully neat little
villages. In the distance are the vine clad mountains,
topped with' old castle-ruins that date from the
times of Roman power. ' :

B The two chief towns-are Coblentz and Mayence.
Coblentz 1s bwilt, like Quebec, at the junction of
wo rivers. The blue Moselte here joins the green
Jvaters of the Rhine,and you can distinguish the point
qof umon by areddish streak near the mouth of the
former. A bridge of beats brings you to the foot of

1

a frowning! citadel *
. Mayence is one of the great:fortress-towns of Prus-'
1a. It is a sort of perpetual challenge to France not to




¢ross the Rhine. The townis swarming with soldiets,
great, stout, thick-built men, that look as if they
could fight and had fought well. The cathedral is
not handsome, though the hotel-keeper assured us
that it was one of the finest in Germany. The only
thing I found worth remarking was a statue of
Guttenberg, the inventor of the art of printing. We
were in his native city—atleastthey told usso. From
my hotel-window I had a splendid view of the
Rhine. There was a great deal of bustling and
commerce going on in the streets and away across
the bridge that opens the route from Mayence to
Frankfort. The market was full of grapes,so tempting
in their luscious ripeness that I bought a whole
armful ©f them from a little German woman in a
white cap. I handed over the equivalent of sixpence
in silver, and she gave me so much change in small
coin that I thought she was paying me for buying
them from her. Money is so subdivided here, that the
unity might be classed amongst what our professor of
mathematics used to call les infiniment petits.

The weather was cold and rainy ; so we sacrificed
our desire of seeing the citadel, with its Roman anti.
quities, to that of geing further south in search of
heat. Accordingly, we set out for Strasbourg, the
frontier-town of France in this locality, and arrived
there late in the evening, having bidden adieu to
Germany and its gutturals. I cannotsay much on
the country, for we did not stay long enough to
form an intelligent opinion of the people. DBut oue
thing became evident, from the little intercourse I
had with those who spoke French: this was an
intense and undisguised hatred for France and the
French people. They appear eager for a war, and
boast roundly that the event of the struggle would
be a complete establishment of the superiority of the
Frussian over the French soldier.
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FRANCE,

We were, of course, in raptures at finding our-
selves once more in a country where we could make
ourselves understood without having recourse to
an interpreter. It is a great hore not to be able
to speak the language of the people among whom
you are travelling: you immediately become, as it
were, deaf and dumb ; you cannot glean any infor-
mation concerning the country or its inhabitants
from your fellow-travellers ; and if you question the
agents about the starting of the trains, the names
- and qualities of the hotels, &c., your only answer is
a shrug of the shoulders or a sort of disdainful
silence.

Strasbourg has a strong French garrison, and has
a number of iron foundries. The people are very
proud of their splendid cathedral and the great
astroniomical clock it contains—one of the wonders
of the world.

I mounted to the very top of the steeple to get a
view of the country around about, and was rewarded
for my pairs by being nearly frozen to death and
blinded by a furious snow-storm. I will not de-
scribe the clock nor the church, for I bought a little
brochure which gives you a full account of both. I
did this everywhere I could, dear C., both for your
sake and mine; for it saved me the trouble of
writing, and it assures you a more complete de-
scription of the places. I may remark, howéver, that
the clock of Strashourg 1s a thing whish must be
seen to form an idea of its wonderful perfection.

Next day we started for Nancy; and here our
caravan divided, two of our fellow-travellers having
gone direct to Paris, whilst I and Dr. B. took tickets
for Metz, en route for the Duchy of Luxembourg.

There are formidable fortifications all round Matz;




indeed. it 18 quite a triumph of military genius, and
it would be hard to concerve how the largest besieg-
ing army could penelrate into the place. The popu-
lation is about 40.000. We suffered much from the
cold, for there was 1ce in our basins 1in the mormng,
and my poor nose was as blue as a blue-bag when
I came down to breakfast. By good chance, the
hotel-keeper was most polite : he introduced us 1o
his family, and made us as comfortable as could be
expected. He trealed us to five or six sorts of wine,
among which wa- a glass of the veritable Chartreuse.
We saw the town from end to end ; but, apart from
the fortifications, the esplanades, and some 1ron
foundries, there is nothing remarkable.
We then started for Luxembourg, passing through
the Ardennes, and catching. now and then, a sight
of the Meuse as it meanders through the va.leys.
We passed the plains of Fontenoy, so famous by the
brilliant victory gained by the Irish brigade, 1n the
service of Louts XV., over the allied troops of Ger-
many%and England. At two o'clock we eutered the
Duchy of Luxembourg, now under the protectorate
of the King of Hanover. The fortress, once impreg-
nable, has fallen before the exigencies of the
jealous politigrans of Kurope : 1t is nOW almost com-
pletelydismantled. But Luxembourg belongs neither
to France nor to Prussia. It 1s a miniature free State,
and its miniature sovereign is as proud of his position
as was imperial Casar in times gone by. The mini-
ature army, composed of 250 men, have as proud a
step and as fierce moustaches as the Roman legions
in the days of Augustus, and the mimature parlia-
ment discusses the interests of state with as much
vehemence and acrimony as if the fate of Europe
depended on their vole. The local papers were most
amusing, from the fierce inveclives they indulged
in: one mildly styled the other a traitor io his coun-
try; the other retorted by reminding his adversary
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that he was the corrupted slave of power. When we
left, the quarrel was undecided ; but we, neverthe-
less, took tickets for Metz, where we passed another
night with our kind host and his family.

From Metz we went to Rheims, and put up at the
hotelin which the father and mother of Jeanne d’Arc
rojided during the coronation of King Charles.
Rheims is the head-quarters of Champagne, and, in
honour of the event, we presented ourselves with a
bottle of real Champagne,—no New-York adultera-
tion, but the real Simon-pur. Itis delicious, and only
costs five francs a bottle. The cathedral of Rheims
isone of the most splendid Gothic buildings ofFrance.
Many kings have been crowned at the high-altar;
the last was Charles X.; the first, as you remember,
was Clovis, who was baptised by St. Rémi. Isaw
the tomb and relics of the good saint. There are
also in the treasury of the chureh many precious
souvenirs of olden times.

The Archbishop’s palace, with its suite of royal
apartmenls, is decidedly grand. The public squares
and promenades of the city are large and well kept.
The population amounts to mere than 200,000.

At last we were on the direct line of the great
capital of the world, as the Parisians call their city.
Paris, with its wonders, was within a half-day’s
journey ; and 1t was not without some degree ‘of
emotion that we stepped from the coupé as the train
stopped underneath the beautiful station of the
western district of the imperial city. We drove to
the hotel of «Bon Lafontaine,» and there found our
two eompanions, who had arrived the previous day.

Our first visit, next morning, was to the church
of «Notre-Dame-des-Victoires, » where we said Mass,
In thanksgiving for this part of our journey, so
happily accomplished. (2)

(1) There is nothing more in Mr. Doherty’s manuscript con-
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Rowne, 24th November, 1869.
My dear friend,

‘We arrived in Rome last night, eight of us—five
priests, two doctors, and a bishop. We had been
together all through Upper Italy and the South of
France.

I had a moonlight trip on a gondola in the salt-
water streets of Venice. It is something that cannot
be described. For my part, I do not think anything
can be more beautiful. ¢

We came here from the far-famed shrine of Loreto.
I said Mass there 1n honor of the Blessed Virgin. I
stood in the very room where «The Angel of the
Lord declared unto Mary, - where the hitle Jesus
lived and grew up in grace and virtue-—where He
obeyed Mary and Joseph. Oh! the thrill that those
old blackened walls send through you, as you stand
in their mudst! They are covered outside with the
richest marbles, and gold and silver lamps and
ornaments are in abundance.

The plaius of Casteélfidardo are quite close—say a
couple of miles distant.\\ e visited them. walked over
them, saw the trees with the marks of the bullets,
prayed over the tombs of the fallen braves; and
then we left for Ancona, where Lamoriciere madé
his last stand. :

But what caused me the greatest plaesure was the
sight of the «Rock of Spoleto,y where Major O'Reilly

cerning Paris and the other parts of France which he visited.
‘Want of time and fatigue from rapid travelling prevented him
then from noting down his 1mpressions ot the French people
and their country. He travelled also throughout Northern
Italy, and arrnved in Rome on the 23rd November, whence he
wrote to a friend the annexed letter. Onu the 30th of the same
month he went to Naples, where he spent a few days before the
openny of the Council. . From Naples he addressed to the friend
just mentioned a very witty lctter, which we are glad to be able

to reproduee,
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and his Irish brigade stopped the whole Sardinian
army, and surreudered oaly when resistance was
useless. The citade] they defended is there still.
I pictured to myself—as I stood close by the scene—
ten years ago. I fancied I heard the rattle of mus-
ketry, the booming of caunon, and the tramp of
soldiery. [ then hstened, and heard, above the hoarse
voice of war, ringing fiom out the blaze of battle,
that wild clear Irish cheer. that hasso often resound-
ed on the battle-plains of Europe and America. All
is stlent now and peaceful. But the hiving wrong
remains, and will remain as long as the fuir fields
and fertile hills of this lovely country are in the
hands of the robber-king.

NarLEs, 30¢h November, 1869.

My dear friend,
T'am in asort of doldrum, 1 arrived at Naples this

evening,—and what do you think ? You might be
hanged for- guessing, and never make it out. The
wholetywn was illuminated --Chmese and Venetian
lamp-burners at every corner,—music playing,—
crowded thoroughfares,—in a word, the greatest
sight you ever saw, even iy Connaught. You know
how naturally tumd and reuring I am in my ds-
position ; you may, therefore, fancy how confused I
felt at so flattering a reception. Of course they told
me at the hotel that the rejoicings were for the birth
of the young prince of Naples. But I know better. The
Piedmoutese government probably got news of my
coming, and hence all the hubbub. It is very
annoyiug, I assure you ; still, one must put up with
it. If the government wull be foolish, and if the
People will burn gas and olive-oil, how can I help
it ? The only thing that surprises me is, how did
they get wind of my coming ? Isuppose it is a
trick of yours, or some of St. C.’s downgs. Iwish to
goodness you could keep your tongues to yourselves;
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you would save me a deal of unnecessary blushing,
and the government a great deal of lamp-oil.

But, rationally speaking, I have just witnessed a
most splendid illumination. You can have no idea of
what taste those Italians can display. A splendid
street, about as wide as Crown-street, in St. Roch’s,
with six-story houses on each side, two miles long
(not the houses, but the street), and as straight as the
last broom-handle that your wife broke on your
back (I hope), was brillianily lit up from end to end.
Gas-burners, shaped into all kinds of forms ; lamps
of every color, simulating roses, lilies, snow-balls,
etc., eic., ete., festooning the houses; thousands of
ill and well-dressed people in the highest glee,—and
all this on a dark might, contrasting with the dark
pall overhead ; the glorious bay of Naples, in the
fore-ground, dotted with the glimmering lights hung
from the masts ; and, towering above all, the great
volcano, with itslurid volume of fire jutting straight
up, like the warning-voice of Death, mingling with
the shouts of pleasure—or, if yow wish, like an
expiring eandle 1n a black-tin candlestick ;—this is
what I have just seen.

To-morrow myselfand two French priests proceed
to visit the ruins of Pompeii and “ascend the
burning crater of the volcano.

We left Rome this morning. I have not yet
.obtained an audience. I expect to see His Holiness
with our dear archbishop, whom may.God bless
and preserve. Isaw Pius the IXth on Sunday, in
St. Peter's. It was like a glimpse of heaven. He
was carrying the Blessed Sacrament. Oh! such a
crush of people ! I thought, at one time, that I was
going to be turned into a six-inch-thick plant. As

for my hat...... well...... I will not say it was made |

as flat as a pancake, for I often ate pancakes a good
deal thicker. However, it may be a consolation for
you to know that I was instramental in flattening a

e
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few of my neighbours’. One fat old monk will beay
my impress, I think, to the day of his death. I was
actually groundinto him. And such groans '—good
gracious!

Ivisited the Catacombs the day before vesterday.
It is a solemn sight, and a fit pendant to the visit
paid to the Coliseum. The ruing of the Coliseum
recall the heroic struggles of the Martyrs of Christ ;
its sands were reddened by their glorious blood ;
but, when the wild beasts had torn them. in thejp
rage, amid the infuriated shouts of 100,000 specta-
tors, the huge moh retired, satiated with blood, and
then the mangled remains were stealthily gathered
by some pious friends, and borne away to this
silent abode. Here, in the under-ground chapels,
the funeral-rites were perfomed, and they were
laid in the crypts that border the alley. OL! how
glad, how pioud I was to be able to gazs on the
unmistakeable proof of the love and reverance those
first Christians had for our Blessed Mother 1 T
prayed before her sweet image, in the Catacomhs
underneath St. Clement’s church, and kissed it with
something like awe ; for itis a witness 1o the fact
that the devotion to Mary is now only what it was
1,600 years ago.

———

Roug, 7th December, 1369,
My dear St. C,

To-morrow is the day of days. Before the sun
sinks again to rest, the Great Council will have
opened, and Pius IX. wil] have achieved, in face of
the most desperate opposition, the greatest triumph
of his glorious reign! There are upwards of seven
hundred Bishops, Archbishops, and Patriarchs, in
the Eternal City at present ; and no end of Priests,

onks, and strangers. I have just returned from
seeing the preparatory illumination in the city ;
and, as I may not have much time at my disposal
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to-morrow, I will begin my letter to-night, that it
may be ready for this week’s post.

I went to the Vatican this evening, and had the
happiness of getling a good view of the Holy Father.
There were about 7000 persons in the inner court
of the ’alace as he left for his evening drive, on
his way to the church of the Holy Apostles ; and

ou may be sure that we cheered him lustily. In

act, I was quite uproarious on ihe head of 1t ; but
no_one took any notice of me, for wherever he

appears there is the wildest enthusiasm.

I did not go as far asthe church ; but those who
assisted at the benediction say that they never
witnessed such an ovation. About 20,000 men,
women, and chldren awaited his arrival in and
arouml the church, and cheered him repeatedly.
The dear, loving, good old man ! If you only could
see h:m, not as his portraits paint him,—for they
do not render hun justice,—but as he is ! Such
sweatness | -such serene majesty ! Aund,oh ! tosee
how lovingly he blesses the kueeling mullitudes, as
he passes by ! .

After the crowd had departed I wandered into
St. Peter's, to see the great Council-Head. It oecupies
one of the lateral chapels of the church, on the
right side, direetly opposite the tomb of the Apostles
8S. Peter aud Paul. There are eight or nine tiers
of scals on esch side, covered with green cloth
interwoven with handsome flowers 1n gold. At the
upper end is the throue of the Pontiff,—a massive
rased seat of purple and gold. In the middle of
ihe room, on the floor of the chapels,-are seats for
short - hand writers. Three beautiful paintings
represent three great ceuncils : one above the
throne—the council of Jerusalem ; the other on
the right side—the council of Ephesus ; the third,
opposite—the council of Trent. The whole offers
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a magnificent coup-d’eil, and is worthy, to some
extent, of the great assembly. I must not forget the
galleries, above, for diplomalists, ambassadors, and
royal personages. The walls are richly inlaid with
the purest of Italian marble.

As it was getting late, I started for home, crossing
down the great piazza, with its fountains and
obelisk, and through the street that leads to the
bridge of St. Angelo. The Papal colours are flying
from the battlements. There are crowds on either
side of the bridge; a soldier tellsme that the people
are waiting for the return of the Pope, so I decided
to wait there, too. '

I accordingly sat down on a stone-benceh, near
an angle of the bridge ; and there, unnoticed and
uncared for, I began taking notes of the busy and
varied scene that swept by like some beautiful
panorama. I was in the Eternal City, on the very
bridge where thousan ds—nay, millions—of pilgrims
had come before me to worship al the tomb of the
Apostles ! Here was the city older than Christmmtyﬂ
mighty betore the cross was raised for salvation ;
the city whence the legions of Rome went forih to
conquer the world—where the cousuls, the dictators
and pagan emperors made laws for the universe |
Rome, where the barbarians smoto the colosses of
earthly power, and did the work of Provxdence,
withouteven thinking that they werertsinstruments |
But all these had passed away ; and if the greatuess
of Rome had been based on the might of one or the
other, it would long since have sunk into eblivion,
like so many other empire-cities.  Yet, Rome is not
adesert; Rome is peopled with the nations of the
world ; Rome is still mighty. And why ? Beecause
the hand of God upheld it 5 becanse His vicar ig
here ; because 1t is sanctified by the presense of him
with whom Christ promised to remain for ever.

All these thoughts, and many others, passed
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through my mind as I sat all alone in the growing
twilight, looking at the thousands that passed and
repassed unceasingly ! And, oh! such a varied
spectacle | __cardinals’ carriages with their richly-
caparisoned horses ; dragoons with their brass-
helmets and clanking swords ; Spanish priests with
their great turned-up hats, like canoes; French
priests with their little capes and rabats ; Eastern
priests from Turkey, Greece, and China, with flowng
beards and Turkish bonnets; theological students,
some in white, others in red, others 1n blue, others
in black soutanes ; smart little zouaves with a sort
of half-run ; Roman peasants with high-crowned
hats and immense cloaks, looking, for all the world,
like brigands. Here come a garde noble, with a gold-
embroidered uniform; and now a long-eared donkey
tied to a small cart, carrying—I do not know how
—nine persons. Nextis an Armenian abbot with a
very tall cap and turned-up toes to his boots ; and
then two poor musicians, called Pyferori, the sound
ol whose bag-pipesand clarionet is the nearest thing
in the world to a cross Delween a pig's squeal and
a turkey’s gobble. The people are talking French,
English, Italian, Spanish, German, Portuguese,
Greek and Arab oh! how filthy these Arabs are !);
in a word, every known tongue in the universe.

And I am witnessing all this, listening to all this,
enjoying it all, seated on the brink of old Father
The evening is delightfully refreshing;

the weather 18 beautiful, like an gvening toward
the end of Augustor the beginning of September
iu Canada. The grass is quite green on the borders
of the river and on_the castle-moat. Flowers are
growing in bloom in the little garden-plots here
and there. All the windows are open. Every one
ijs dressed in summer-attire. Oranges and lemons
are ripening on the branches, whilst you are




digging one another out of the snows up yonder
towards the far-north-west. .

But I can not sit here all night. Tam getling
hungry, and the shades are thickening 5 so,without
waiting for the return of the Pope, I am olf, down
the street called Monseratto, to my boarding-house,
right opposite the palace of the King of Naples, and
1 view of the chapel where St. Jérome and St.
Philip Nér1 passed part of their-lives, next door to
where St. Bridget lived in an ecstasy, and \\'J'l]l!ﬂ
two minutes’ walk of the Campo di fiori, where
Ceesar fell assassinated on the Ides of March. o

The Romans have heen invited by the authorilies
to 1lluminate their houses for to-morrow evening ;
but they will not wait for to-morrow. The cily 1s
Just beginntng to be illuminated, with that taste so
provermal with the Italians; and.as I enter my
Toom, I hear the cannon of the Castle booming in
the distance, to announce the first Vespers of the
holy feast of the Immaculate Conception: Good
mght !

9¢h December—I had a presentiment of future
delay when I began my letter, and I was right, for
1t1s now Thursday evening ; the great feast 1s over,
and, between one thing and anoiher, I have not
been able to continue my letter since.

I left you on Tuesday night, when all was
expectancy for the morrow. As usual, the great
question was: Will it be fine ? Unfortunately, it
was not fine. The day broke amid a storm of pelting
rain, and such rain as is only known in Italy. You
have nothing like it in Canada. It beats down
your umbrella; it gets in through the seams of your
coat, and then right through your pores, and into
your very bones. The chief want you feel, after
having been out in a storm here, is to be well rung
out, shook, and hung up on a clothes-line to dry,
and then be ironed to take out the “ creases.”
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Therefore, as [ was saying, when I awoke in the
morning, the rain was battering away at the
window-panes, as if impatient to duck me; the
sky was of a heavy leaden hue, and the spouls were
almost choking. I gota first wetting on going out
to say mass ; and before I got ime to dry, T had
to start again for St. Peter’s, as the ceremony was
announced for 84 A

_A zouave, who was on patrol that night, told me,
since, that there were people on the church-steps
from 12 o'clock » . The carriages began to arrive at
4 o’clock in the mornwng. When I left my boarding-
house, the crowds that were wending their way 1o
the church were something like the general
judgment, both for numbers and variely. All you
could ~ee, as you approached, was au immense sea
of umbrelias of every hue, from the elegant brown
silk to the light blue cotion. I arrived at 8 o’clock.
The zouaves, with their guns and bayonets, formed
a double.line for the procession to pass through, in
the middle of the church, leaving an open space of
about twenty fcet or more. The rest was the
disputed right of every individual, as he or she
might happen to conquer it. On catering, I gave up
all hopes of being able to see anythisg ; for the
ranks were six or eight deep behiud the soldiers,
and as closely packed as any jury that ever sat at
the Irish assizes. Suddenly, there was a commotion
behind me, as I stood on my tip-toes, and I heard
an authoritauve voice ordering place to be made for
a hishop who had arrived late, like myself, but who
had a better right than I had to pierce the crowd
and get to his place.

Now, thought I to myself, here is a chance quile
providential for you, Patrick, agrah! The crowd
swayed a little for the bishop (a?ine fat man—God
bless him lj—and before his secretary could follow,
I had my elbow, planted into the poor man’s ribs,
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and was making my way between the both. As
he was very fat, 4 had little trouble in following
him ; and the people, taken by surprise, or thinking
I was a grand-vicar, let me pass up to the third
rank. But here they perceived the trick, and maybe I
had not to pay for1t! There was a general cry of
indignation around me, and especially behind me ;
in fact, they were so ried that the poor secretary
lost his passage, and was thrust back. If it would
have heen possible to get me out, I would not have
been long there either. Bat I was so completely
jammed up that they had to leave me where I was.
One hittle [tahian, with bushy whiskers, gave me a
prod with his elbow in the breast that left his mark;
butI returned it with such vehemence, on the side
of his head, that he will have a headache for all
next week. Do not be scandalized at this. It was
every one for himself on that day. We all spoke so
loudly and so angrily, that the soldiers ordered
silence. And so, there T wasin the third rank, while
others who had been in the church since six o’clock
were far behind me. But I was destined to still
further happiness. The crowd pushed so much that
the front line broke the picket, upon which the
said unfortunate front rank was ordered behind
by an open passage, and we came up directly behind
the.zouaves; and this is how I came to have a
splendid view of the entire procession. It is eal-
culated that there were not less than 80,000 persons
in church, and some say that there were 100,000. I
cannot say who is right, but I know that all the
place was as full asit could be.

he procession was announced for 8% a.M., but we
had to wait for full three-quarters of an hour before
there were any signs of its approaching. There were
a few false alarms, and every one used to stretch his
neck and say : ¢ Here they come ! ” Then, gfter a few
moments, it would be found out that & was only
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some official running along the open space, on some
errand or other. At last the canons of St. Peter’s, 10

short white sarplices, the thunifers aund cross-

bearers, moved up, and placed themselves with the

choir-boys. in a Line along the sides. A short time

after, the Empress of Austria passed down, with a

brilliant sutte ; then the dukes, duzhesses, generals,

and a number of distingumished _persons.—so we

kgew that the time was cOINg for the sight.

At last the great doors of the church were thrown
open, and we heard the singers of the Sixtine Cha-
pel chanting the Vens Creator. All was com