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Killarney's Secret,

In tho abboy of St. Josoph,
By tho gently-flowing Lee,
‘Thoro a pricst of tried dovotion
This truo story told to mo.

“Oun tho bank of famed Killaruey,
Whero it trends towards tho wost,
Stands a mountain clad with vordure,

‘Towering high above tho rest.
In its bosom lios a grotto,
Which 1t guards with jealous care,
And God's augels watch tho treasuro
That is hid forever thoro.

Many years havo long passed over,
Sinco ono glorious Christinas night

By our Saviour's apocial favor,
I beheld that wondrous sight.

In my youth I read n legend,
Written by a mounk of yore,

That tho sacred crib of Bethlchen
Had boen borno to Erin's shore.

Prayed I then with faith unceasing
Ero my course below was run,
Ere the soul had lefi tho body,
Ero tho work of life was doae,
That I might beliold this treasure,
That J yet might kiss the wood,
Where was laid the new-born Saviour
Over whom Our Lady stood.

On that eve already vested,
Standing by tho altar tall,
Suddeniy a sound of music
On my listening ear did fall.
Nearer, nearer camo tho singing,
Swecter voices filled the air,
And before mny oycs of wonder
Pausod an angel bright and fair.

*Como 1wy child! your prayer is auswered,
You shall seo tho hallowed spot.

Tis your faith has gained this triumph.
You shall kiss tho sacred cot.

Come my child,’ and in a twinkling
Scarce an instant flattered by—

Gazced I on the grandest vision
Ever scen by haman eye.

Rank on rank of gleaming spirits,
Bowing low before that shrine,
Somo arrayed in golden lustre,
Never brought from depths of mine.
In their bands swung jowelled censens,
Heavenward roso the incense smoke,
Whilo the sound of harp and psalter
All the grotto’s echoes woke.

And the bymn was joyons sounding,
Breathing peaco to all on carth.
First "twas hoard in Bothl'hem's valley
Sigual of tho Saviour's birth.
Saw I thea those scenes repeated.
Saw I wandering shepherds stand.
Saw I kings in adoration
From the far off castern land.

Rat no tonguo may tell tho splondor.
Human eye cun neo'er conceivo
All tho love and joy that filled mo
On that blessed Christmes ove.
Enough my child! my hopo was granted
I havoe viewed tho hallowed spot,
I have soen tho Virgin Mother,
X havo kissed tho sacred cot.

Bat tho glory of that grotto
E’en tho mount may not contain,

Flows its beauty down the valley,
Lingerd it on hill and plain.

This tho sezrot of Killarnoy,
Heavenly beauty's carthly home,

Thero the crib rcm‘aius forever,
From it ne'er again will roam."

Such tho story that was told me
By tho sido of azure Lcee,

Where it wimples near tho abbey
On its journoy towards the aca.

W. E. Harr.
52
The First Snowflakes.

Flutt'ring from the lap of Heaven
Down upon the dreary carth

By tho breath of angels driven
Shower buds of airy birth.

Seo them falling ! softly beating,
Sailing on theixr petals spread,

Rissing hill and dalo in greoting,
Paunsing, bird-like, overhoad.

When the summer-blossoms wither,
Loaving carth so drear and bold,

Como these winter flowers hither
TWhich with joy we now behold.

Uplands, valleys bloom in whitencss,
And 3o trees which lately mourned

For their garb of autumn brightness
Aro with fairer robes adorned.

Lovely snowflakes! yo a double
Aission scem to beroe fulfil,

And a blessoed balm in troudle
1s tholesson yo instill.

BISTINE MADONNA—RarnareL.

He, whose wisdon hath secu fitting
To inflict a gricf or pain

Nc'er His Providenceo omitting
Makes what sccmns our loss a gain.

—Rosk Ferausox.
8
An Inyitation-

Come with e into the mystery
Of Nature'’s shadow and sound

Whero the heart of tho past and the dreams of to-dny
Make holy each rood of ground

Where tho spoils of tho years that havo fled
Aro hexp'd on altars of pain

And the tears that were shed on cach pillow of grief
Aro turned to glorics and gain.

Come with mo into the mystery

Of Nature's infinite plan

With its flower and fruit in heaven above
And its root in tho heart of man

Where tho latent powers of things that arc
Tako form and shape divine

And tho water of lifo at the wedding feast
Is turncd to red, red wine.

Como with mo into the mystery
Of infinite lovc and care

Whero the plancts wheel thro™ the grooves of time
And tho swallows fade in the air

There tho thonghts that wo utfer

Seck homo and rest

In tho bosom of God
With tho Infinito Blest,

| G

—Taoxas O'Hagax.
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SOME THOUGHTS

—ON TUR e

Incarnation and Birth of Christ.

By Bis Gnace e Ancnmsuor or Toroxto,

4 And the word was madle flesh, and dwelt amongst u-a and wo saw
his glory 3 the glory of the only beyotten of the Futher, full ¢t grade
apd truth."=John |, 14.

Tuo Incarnation of God the Son was tho greatest
manifestation thut oven God could make of Hie
infinite goodnoss, love and meroy for tho human
race. He had created man through love—He re-
deemod him through moroy. Tho crealion was a
manifostation of Almighty love—the Redemption
was & maoifestation of infinito and all-pardoning
mercy.

Mau was originally oroated and constituted in
justico and innocence. Ho was o child of Ged and
an hoir of heaven. By lus full he lost his innccence
and justice and forfeited his Sonship of God and his

world, tho paragon of oreated things, " bocame
worthless in his own eyes—tho sated slave of his
acnsual pleasures and ignovle passions.  Such {sthe
appalling picturo whioch all sacrod and profano
writors draw of the moral stato of tho world in the
dsye of Augastus Osar—such was tho moral con-
dition of the world tho Saviour of mankind came to
redeom and savo. But how is this to bo accom-
plished ? How aro justico, pcaco and morey to bo
mado to work togother in this divino work of human
salvation and rostoration. ¢t Bokiold, ” orios out the
prophet,  God himself will come and savo you.”
* Ecoo Dous ipso veniot et aalvabit vos."—(Isains
o. xxxv. 4.) God will aome down from hieaven in
the Incarnation to scek his lost obildren, to dissi-
pato their unholy and destructivo fears, to bring
them back from their banishmoat, aud to win their
coufidonco and their love. Ho will not como in
great power and majesty as ho did on Sinai, when
bo was olothed with the lightnings of heaven and
spoke in avoice which was as the roll of thunder,and
when the torrified people oried out to Moses, ** O
Moses, speak thou to God for us, hut lot not God
apeak to us, lest we die.” No, Qod the Saviour

heirshipofheaven. Heowas banished from Paradise,
and wag driven into exile—n fugitive from the
faoe of God, his offended father. Jesus Clirist,
the 8on of God incarnate, comes down from
heaven, to restore to man the Sonship of God
snd the heirship of ueaven, and to bring him
back from- his exile and lus flight from God to
un union of friendship and of love with Him,
The incarna ion of Christ was in principle thg
redemption of mankind, and their restorstion
to their place in God's eternal plans and to
their own :mmortel destinies.

In shie olden dispensation the fear and dread
of an offended God ruled and overpowered the
hearts and minds of men. In that dispensation
God roled lns people by the manifestation of
Almighty powa. by the force oI flupendaus
ruracles, by signal and tremendous chastise-
ments of guilt, and in the might of His out-
stretched arm. When Adam sinned he was
sized with fear, and he hid himself from the
face of God. ¢ I heard Thy voice in Paradise,
and was afraid, and because I was naked I hid
myself ” This anholy fear, which carried away
man from (God, was transmitted with life to all
the posterity of fallen Adam — banighed and
proseribed and expelled from Paradise by s [
sword of fire. All antiquity fled and hid itself
from the face of an offended and angry God.
And that fear which dominated antiquily was
difforent in kind {rom that holy fear of God
which is the beginning of wisdom, and which
inspircs tha sinner at tho zame time with a dread
of divine justice,a hatred of sin andaloving hope
in the divine goodness and mercy. The fear of
the ancienis was a slavish fear that had its origin in
botred of God who punished gin, and in batred of
the penalty inflicted on the sinner aud not in re-
pentance for the sin that merited the divine chastise-
ment. And what were the bilter frnits of this
unholy fear, that eventuated in the flight cf mankind
from God ? Under its blighting infaence the world
had become thoroughly corrupt and oat of joint witn
the purposes of its Oreator. Men had for the most
part lost the knowledge of tha true God and of the
priceless valus of the immortal soul. Paganism,
with its degrading rites and superstitions, and it3
vast eyatem of idolatry, held the world enthralled.
A dead sea of morsl corraption covered the face of
the earth—vioe became deified, for esch had a God
for its author and patron—whilet the grest and eter-
nal God was unknown and unacknowledard. He was
aa outlew in his own creation. The buman family
had lost its unity and sanctity, and became diarupted
sud broken up. Elavery held in its chaing two-
thirds of the Roman world, and degraded, demora.
Jized and corrapted it. Human life had bezome a
dark and porploxing mystery enshrouded'in impene-
trable darkness, with sll ils problems unsgolved and
its destinies and purposes unexplained ; and man,
* noble in reason, infinite in faculties, in form ad-
mirable, in action like an angal, the beauty of the

His Grace Arcemisuvr WaLsh.

will veil the splendor of His majesty, the awfulness ; egtablish insteadjthe “ingdom of Gud’s peace and
of His power, the terrors of His justice, and will | Jove. Al power i8 giv 2 to that Divine Child in
come gently as the dew of heaven fallson the thirsty | heaver and on earth, and He will use that divine
| earth, silentlyas the footstepsof thedawn descanding powar to destroy the reign of Satan, to forgive sin,

the eastern hills, He will become man, He will be-
comeo our brother; nay, Howill comein the sweetness
angd tenderness and dependence of an infani; and
with the pleading outstretched arms and the win-
some and irresistible smiles of a child, He will
desiroy our fears and will bring us back agsin to
faith and hope and love in God our Father who is
in heaven. This is the divine philosophy of tho In-
carnation and birth of Christ, in which * mercy and
truth have met each other and justice and peace have
embraced each other.”
viaverunt sibi justitia et pax osculate sunt.—~—(Ps.
Ixxxiv, 11.)

The birth of the Incarnate God was the visible
manifeatation of the divine bounty and goodness.
Houoe, St.- Paul says that in it ‘ the grace of
God the Saviour hathappeared tomen.” (Titus2ch),
And again, * the gocdneas and kindnees of God tho
Saviour appeared.” (Titus 8 chap. 4th verse.)
Hence, also, St. Bernard commenting on S§t. Paul's
words, asks, * How oould God better commend or
manifess his goodneas than by assuming our flesh ?

How conld He more strongly declare His meroy

Misericordia et veritas ob: ]

than by clothing Himself with our misories 3" As
Mosos made known to men God the Oreator, God
tho Mastor and Bovereign Lord, God tho All power-
ful and tho infinitely Just and Terrible, so the In-
carntation and birth of Ohrist rovealed to tho world
God tho Saviour, the God of love, and toenderness,
and moroy—God tho Father and tho Brother and
tho Friend of man. * Thoe grace, tho goodness and
kindness of God tho Saviour hath appoared to all
meon."”

Tho Incarnation nud birth of Josus Qhrist gave
hepe of pardon and confidenco to the guilty fallen
world. He was the day-star from on high that rose
abovo the horizon of time sud shed the light of hope
and the radiance of pardoning lova like tho smiles
of God on the darkness of haman mmisery and
despair. ‘' Fear not," said tho angel, announcing
tho birth of Ohrist to the shophords, who oa the
firat Christmas night long ago were guarding their
flocks on the hill-aides of Qaliloo, * foar not, for
behold I bring you tidings of groat joy that shsll bo
unto all the people. For this day is born unto yon
a Baviour, who is Christ the Lord,” * Hit neme
shall be called Jesus, for He is come to savo His
people from their sins.” (Matt. i. 21.) And
suddenly there was with the angel a multitude
of the heavenly army praising God and singing,
* Glory to God in the highest, and peace oz
B oarth to men of good will."” (Luke 11) The
3 object and purpose of the Saviour's mission
was anoounced by the angel's voice at the
same moment as his birth. He is a Savicar
Christ the Lord; He is Jesus because he has
come to save tho people from their sins, and
his birth brings to all humanity glad tidings of
great joy, and the angelic hosts of heaven
rejoice, and they make the midnight air re-
sound with their heavenly mugic, and the hills
and dales of Galilee ro-echo the glad refrain,
and the burden of their song is: ** Glory to God
in the highest, and peacs on earth to men of
geod will.” As Keblo has it :

“ What sudden blaze of song
Spreads o er th' expanse of heav'n ?
In waves of light it thrills along,
Th' angelic sigual given—
+ Glory to God " frum yonder contral fire
Flowsouttheechuing lay beyond thestarry gaire,”

¢ Liko circlea widening round
Upon a clear blue river, ~
Orb after orb, the wondrous sound
15 echoed on for over. .
*Glory to God on high, o2 carth bo peace,
And love towards men of love—salvation and
release.”

Jesus has come to destroy the kingdom of
Satan and tho reign of sin on the earth, and

to save man and to restore a fallen guilty world to
the friendship of God. The braised reed He will
not bresk, and the smoking fiax He will no}
extinguish ; He will have pity on human sufferings
and compassion for human sorrows and afflictions.
Under the beneficent exercise of His ahmighty
power, the blird will see, the lame walk, the lepers
will bo oleansed, the deaf will hear, and the poor
will have the Gospel preschad to them, and that
gospel will bring them hope and comfort. He will
bring light to the intellect, love to the heart,
strength to the'will. He will reveal to the world
saving traths till then forever hidden in the mind
of God; He will establish dis Church, and will
empower it to represent Hir in the world when Ho
shall have returned to His eternal throne. That
Church He will corrreission o teach all the traths
He taught and He will make it the store-house of
His sacramental graces. That church will feed tho
hungry, will clothe the naked, will relieve the poor,
will visit the sick, will bring hops and peace into
prison cell, will, like another Veronica, wipe the
swoat and tears and blood from the face of suffering
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humanity, and, liko an angel of consolation, will
ontor overy Gothsomanoe of. human sorrow, to com.
fort and to strongthen man in his doopest agony.

She will food man with tho food of divine truth,
willheal tho ain wounds of his soul, will ncurish him
with the broad of life, will, with' mother's caro,
guido him safoly through the darksomo journey of
lifo, will comfort and strengthen him on his death-
bed, and, having finished tho task of saving and
ganctifying him, will accompany him to the divine
judgment seat to pload with n mothor's voice fo
o favorable sentence., Tho Incarnulion and birth
of Christ brought confidence and the kopo of pardon
to tho guilty world.

Tho affeot of the birth of God made man was to
inspiro mankind with the love of God, and to bring
thom into relations of friondship and union with
Him. Man was mado for God, and it iz his
normal condition to adore and sorve Him and to
love Him with all his heart and mind and strength.
The human intelloot was mado for the supreme

truth, tho heart for the supreme good. The soul
and its energies wore made for union with God and

for tho possession of Him, just as the eyo is made
for the light. Thera is a stream of tendenoy in the
human soul that makes God-ward acd heaver-ward
ust a3 stresms and rivers rush onward frog
mountains, plains and valleys, ever, ever to the
ocean. ‘*Thou hast made our hearts for Thee, O
God, and they cannot rest until they find rest in
Thee,"” said St. Augustino. _** As the hart panteth
for the fountains of waters,” gaid the Psalmist, **so0
panteth my soul after thee, O God. My soul
thiratod aftor the great end living God, when shsll
X come and appear befors the face of God.” (10th,
Psalm.) ** What is thero in heaven and bosides thee
what do I desire on earth, thou art the God of my
heart and the God that is my portion forever.” *O
that thou would tend down the heavens and come.
Come Lord and do not delay. Distil in dew, ys
heavens, aud ye clouds ra’n down the jast une,
and let the earth open and bhud forth a Saviour.”
(Isaias,) The great hearts of the Prophets
in these passages did but give expression to the
aspirings, to the cravings and the cries of man at
all times for union with and the poasession of God
by friendship and love. In man's unfallen state
God walked with him in Paradise, and conversed
with him as a friend, and the memory of that happy
intercourse has haunted bhim in his exile like that
of o happy dream that can never be forgotten, like
the recollestion of a vigion of unutterable beauty
once seen in the far off years, but has never faded
from mamory.

But whilst this hunger and thirst for God elill
racked the haman soul and fsmished the human
heart, and parched the whole moral being of man
with unguenchable desires and unatterable longings,
therewasin his being a centrifugal force at work, the
the result of tho fall carrying bim away from the
God he had offended and pushing and driving him
farther and farther from him. This force was the
oziginal fear aud terror of divine jostics that first
caused man to hide from God and kept him far
away from Him. The result of these conflicting
forces in man's spiritual being wag idolitary, or the
worship of man-made gods. Man coanld not live
without God—ho ran away aund hid himself from
the true God —he therefore made gods unto himself,
Now, tho birth of the man God in the flesh
reconciled these two conflicting forcesin man'smoral
nature, for it satisfied the desire of man for God and
disarmed his fears that kept him away from Him.
It was the restoration of the human race to their
place in the original designa of God and to their true
acd immortal destinies. Jesus, in bocoming man,
and olothing himself with our flesh bscame one of
ourgelves— a follow- man and s brother. And in
doing this he appealed to the best and strongest
feelings in our nature to our confidence and love, for
there is that within ns that prompts us to give ont
our cofidonce and hearts affactions to those whotry
to agsimilate themselves to us. When Alexander
tho Great conquerod Dariug and made himself
master of Persia, he clothed himselfin the national

~with Hind.

costumo, to win tho confidenco and gain tho affec-
tions of tho Porsian Kings and rulors do tho samo
thing now whon visiting subjeot pooples, and even
missionaries in strango and far off lauds woar the
national costumes of tho countries they are ovango
lizing, in order to concilinto their feclings, to disarm
their prejudices, and to win their confidence and
affoctions. Now, tho Bon of God, in becoming
man, acted on this principle. In ordor to win our
hoarts He olothed himself with our flesh. * He

was mado,” said St. Paul, ** in the likonesa of man:
and formed in fushion asamon. God sent his own
Son in likeness of sinful flesh,” (Rom. 3rd chap).
Ho allowed Himself to be tompted in all thinge
like unto ourselves, oxoupt sin. ** ‘Chorefore” says
the eamo Apoatlo (Hobrews II., 14)* therofore be-
causo tho childron avre partakers of flesk and blood,
Ho also Rimself in liko manngr has been partaker of
tho same, that Homight deliver thom who through
fear of death, woro all their life subject to servitude,
for nowhere doth He take hold of the angels, but
of tho seed of Abraham ho taketh hold. Wharefore
it bohiooved lnm inall things to'be made like vato

his brethron that he might become & merciful and

farthful lngh priest before God, for in that whefein

Ho himself hath suffered-and been tem jted, Ho is

Christ, in the Incarnation, has hu.nbled Himself,
taking upon Him our form and our likeness, and has
thus banished our fears, hag won our confidence,
and gained our lovo and affections, and in this way
has undone the evils of the fall. In this mystery
heaven is united to earth and God to man. Ho
became the Son of Man that wa might become the
sous of God. He camo down on earth that he
might lift us up into heaven. He was bern in time,
that we might be 1mnade slLarers of a happy eternity.
Ho became poor and suffering and an exilo here on
ecarth, that, through Him, wo might one day be rich
and happy in our oternal home in heaven.

Buat lest, after Hig ascension into heaven, we
shonld lozs sight of Him, and should cease to be

drawn towards Him by the chords of Adam, that
.is, the bonds of confidence and love, He instituted

the Sacrament of the Blessed Euoharist, in which

‘and through which He would still remain in a

mystic but s real manner amongst His earthly
children. This Sacrament is called by theologians
au extension of the incarnation ; it is tie incarna-
tion applied to the wants of sl men. In this
Bacrament we become one with Him. Wa recaive
Him into oursouls and hearts—we fved upon Him—
we live of His life, and form & most intimate union
¢ Ag the Father hath sent Me, and I
live by the Father, so he that eateth Me the same

‘also ghall live by Me, Ha that eatath My flesh and

drinketh My blood abideth in Ale and I in him and
‘I wil. raize him up on the last day.” (St. John vi).
So that the Casholio church is in a spiritual sense
Paradiso regained and restored. In it we may
converse daily wigh God, and God is daily with us,
as ho walked with our first parents in the cool of
evening in tha olden Paradise. In it we eat of the
‘tree of life 80 often as we partake of that living
bread which came down from heaven and giveth
life to the world. And the waters of life are thero~—
those fountains of the Saviour—the sacraments,
-through which the blood of Christ is applied to onr
souls to cleanse, to purity, and invigorate them and
to make them fair and beautifal and fraitful in ail
virtue and holiness of life. And the san of truth
shines therein aud maketh a perfect day, for the
glory of God enlightened it, and the Lamb is the
lamp thoreof. And the nations walk in thelight of
it, and the kings of the earth bring their glory and
honor into it, for it is the tabernacle of Ged with
men, and ho dwelleth with them, and her children
aro His people and God Himself with them is their
God." (Apo c. xxi). '

Wo should forever thank and praise and bless
God for His infinite goodness and His boundless
mersies to us in the iccarnation and the birth of
His only 8on, for He s0 loved us as to give us His
only begotten Son—the qreatest gift that even Ho

in the omnipolence of His goodness and the infini-

able to succor them also that are tevpted. Thus, |

——— -

tudo of His richos could bestow. Woshould forevex
sing His praises, saying with holy David, * The
moroios of the Lord I will eing forover and I will

shiow forch tho truth with my mouth to goneration
and gencration.” (86th Psalm). Wo should say
with tho church, ** O how admirablo is thy good-
noes towards us; O how inestimablo thy love ; thou
hast delivered up thy Son to redvém o slave.”

And finolly wo should obey the voico of tho
Baptist, which the church re-oshoes in this holy
timo, ¢ Prepare yo tho way of the Lord, make
straight his pathe., Evory valley shsll be filled up
and evory mountain and hill shall be brought low ;
the orooked shall bo made straight and thoe rough
ways plain, nnd all flesh shall seo the Salvation of
God."” Weshould prepareoursouls forthe comingof
thoRedoomor. We should fill up by virtueand good
works the valleys and low places in our spiritual
lives—wo should bring downandlovel the mountains
of our pride and tho hills of our sclf-estecom and
vanity. Lot the orooked ways of sinful habits be
mado straight into paths of roctitudo and virtue,
and the rough ways of our frequent gins and falls be
mado smooth and plain by penitential deeds aud
good works, and then we shall see the salvation of
god and share and rejoice in its oternal bleesings.

men.

Anecdotes of Bishop De Charbonnel-

Bishop de Chnrbonnel although generous to a
fault becume rigid and parsimonious in his efforts to
liquidate the Diocesan debt. This he accomplished

‘and when his successor Bishop Lyuch, afler his

appojntment called attention to tho beauties of St.
Michael's Cathedral, he generally added, “There is
one beauty which you canuot preceive. The absence

of debt.” On ore oceasion, when the collectors of the
Christmas offerings brought in the receipts about

1,400 dollars, there was no treating as customaryn
those days. One of the collectors, Mr. Maurice
Scollard who was in Bishop de C‘harbonpel’s con-
fidence and a noted wit, made some reference to the
absence of wine. ¢ Is it something you want?”
said the Dishop. * Yes, my Lord,” said Al
Scullard, ** a little * Sursum Corda.’ " The Bishop
ordered immedialely some sherry to be brought in
When tho gentlemen were leaving, the Bishop asid
laughing ¢ How do you feel now Mr. Scollard.”
* Oh, my Lord,” roplied the latter: ** Habemus ad
Dowminum.”’

When Father Lynnett was appointed to his first
mission in Orillia and was directed to visit the
Irish settlers around Penetanguishene, Bishop
de Charbonnel lasid down certain rules for him in
particular cases, and advised him as he, was young
and of sigorous health, not to space Lumself, but to
soe to the spiritual wante of alf both French and
English. “But my Lord, said the priest, what about
money 2" * Whatdo you mean said the Bishop 9"
*t Well, sa1d Father Liynnett, thero is ey ne:ghbour
Father Terne, who refuses to tako money when
offe-ed by theIrish. Can I takeit from the French 2"
¢t My dear Father Lynuett you are very inrocent,
follow the example of your Bishop. Your Bishop
never refused money.”

Biskop de Charbonnell had prayers and medita-
tion every morning at 6 a.m., in his private chapal.
Yo insisted upon the priests being always present
on such occasions. Ho roused them up at 5 30 by
knocking at their doors and saying aloud Bene-
dicamas Domino, to which they replied Deo Gratias,
and wereimmediately on theirfeet. Onenight Fatlier
Lynnett returned at a late hour from a sick call and
was not disposed to forego a little extra sleep and
rest in the morning. The Bishop knotkéd asusual
but getting no reply to ns Benedicames, he pushed
in the door and seeing the priest as he, thought,
fast asleep, he closed it again gently saying,
Requiescat in Pace.

He was fond of creating a little merriment by
meking thymes. In reply to s Protes’dnt minister
who once asked him for. his addrass, while crossing
the lake to Niagara, he said jokingly, My addrecs
Sir i3 episcopo de Torontw in profundo du Jac
Ontario.”

Bishop de Charbonne! had a dash of the old
French chivalry in all his ways and beavings. He
waa a stranger to fear; human respect he despised
a3 something so low that no man could stoop to it
without forfeitinghis manhood. Hewgre the sontane
purple sash and pectoral cross always ; at all gather-
ings, al orowded railway stations, on board the
steamer, everywhere he appeared as a Catholic Bis-
Liop, and would lay down hir life before apologizing
to any sect or prejudice. Daring his ten years' ad-
ministration of Toronto Diocese, e fought a great
battle for Oatholic’ education. When going to his
oternal roward three years ago in Lyons, he could
truly say with St. Paul, ** bonum cortamen certari,

cursum consummari, fidem servari.. Dmryrus.
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The Late Sir John Thompson,

The awfully sudden and unexpected death of
Canada's First Minister bas stirred the Chrisuan
world. The sad, and it may be said, premature
demise of the Right Hon. Sir John Thompson is, in
the press and in all social gatherings, the topic of
universal dismay and regret.  That he was ailing or
affticted with any serious illness that foreboded dis-
aster, or threatened to cut short his all too precious
and useful Jife, was apprehended only by a few of
his most intimate friends and political associates.
To the Canadian people whom he represented in
the Imperial councils and to the world at large, the
pews of his unforeseen death has been a painful
shock. Deep beated and universal is the feeling
that a great light has gone out, and that a loss al-
most irreparable has fallen upon the nation that he
was chozen to legislate for, end to whose interest
and whose honor all his supereminent talents and
all his generons impulser were entirely devoted.
Short, indeed, was the Parliamentary career of the
Prime Minister whoss lamentable exit from this
mundace sphere is to-day chronicled, but how suc-
oceasful and how full of glory it was, is evidenced
by the sad regrets of all at his sadden departure.
Fronrthe humblest commoner to the highest digni
tary of State, from the most remotely situated col-
onist (o the Lords of the realm and the Queen on
her throne, come messages of sympatiiy and con-
dolence as well to the bereaved widow and children
who sre left to mourn his fate as to the country
that-bewails his losa.

It is but eight short years since Hon. John
Thompson first entered the House of Commons in
Canada. He was selected by the late Sir John
Macdonald as Minister of the Dominion Cabinet,
and he assumed the responsitle position and duties
of Minister of Justice in February, 1886. Many
wondered what manner of man this was who was
gingled oat by the Conservative chieftain for so im-
portant & seat in the Cabinet. No doubt Sir John
was known to have almost unerring judgmeat in
his choice of men, but many wondered whether the

new man would be really an accession of sirength l

to the Ministry or not.

1t fell to the lot of the Hon. Edward Blake, the
leader of the Opposition, to welcome the new Min-
ister to the House of Commons. Mr. Blake had
little or no previous acquaintance with the Hon.
John Thompson and as parliamentary critic he
spoke rather ironically both of his new opponent
and the responsible position he was selected to oo-

oupy.

s T congratulate,” said Mr. Blake, * the Hon.
incumbent of the office. He enters federal politics,
as the French would say by the great gate: for him
there 18 no apprenticeship in our Parliament. There
is certainly s period during which he filled a pro-
vincial office (in Nova Scotia) creditably, eund re-
ceived certain other training to which [ shall pre.
sently allada; but as far as federal politics are
concerned he comes into Parliament as tho incum-
bent of the important office of Minister of Justice
without passing through any apprenticeship in this
houss. No greater compliment could be paid to a
public man.”

Mr. Blake lived to acknowledge tho wisdom of
the P’remier's choice, and to pay just tribute to the
moral worth, great capacity and legal supereminence
of the man called to fill the new o(gce. Thres
years lster on, the same 3Mr. Blake crossed the floor
of the House to congratulate the Minister of Justice
oo his memorable and msgoificent speech just
delivered in opposition to uissllowance of the Jesuit
Estates Act. In reply to Mr, D'Alton McCarthy
Sir John Thompson gave utterance to one of the
most scholarly and eloquent speechos ever heard in
the Canadian Houge of Oommons. He maintained
that England ia conquering the French arms on the
plains of Abrabam came into possession of all the
fortifications, garrisons and supply stores of the
i French King, but no more. The King of England
was powerless by the law of nations {o lay his hand
on property or land belonging to private individuals
or to corporate bodies. Besides, the terms of capitu-
lation were that all religious commanities, the
Jesuits among others, and all priests shall preserve
their movables, the property and revenue of the
Seignories, and otber estates which they possessed
in the colony. It was wrong therefore to say that
the Jecuits were deprived of their property. The
King of England had no such authority, the law of
nations did not allow him to touch one rood of the
land belonging to the Jesuits. When the last of
the Tathers died in Quebee, the Jesnit Estates
cescheated to tho Church and not to the King. The
Catholic Church always claimed ownership of these
Jesuit Estates because thoy were donatod by the
King of France for educational and religious pur-

ses; and when an attompt was mado to sell ihoeo
Knonds, no one could be found {o purchase thom
booause no satisfactory title could bo given, It is
objected that the Popo's namo is montioned in tho
preamble of the bill. In the history of disallow-
ance, and in tho history of tho statutes in tho
mothor church, I think the rocords will bo scarched
in vain to find an act disallowed bovauso the pro-
amblo was offonsive to gomebody. To the argumont
of Mr. D'Alton MoCarthy that tho Josuits had been
oxpolled from Franco, Bir John Thompaon roplied,
that Protcatants, or the Huguonots, as they wero
named bad ulso beon expolled from Franoce, but
that was no reason why justice should now be ro-
fused to cithor Protestants or Josuits. The words
of tho orator woro :

1f I wero to advise His Excellonoy to dissllow
the Act on the ground of tho oxpulsion of the
Huguonots, thoe rovocation of tho Ediot of Nantes,
tho Franco-German war, tho oxpulsion from France
in 1818, the oxpulsion from other countries, I am
afraid Ris Excellency might tell mo that all the
statoments of facts were disputed, and that he might
road me a lesson in anciont and modorn bhistory, of
which one of the deduotions could be that in somo
of these countries to say that tho court was opposed
to tho Jusuits, or to say that tho court was opposed
the Protestant reformers, was no discradit to either
the Protestant reformers or to the Jesuits, I do
not think, sir, that I need dwoll upon that branch
of the subject any longer. I think thal whenever
we touch these delicate and difficult questions which
aro in any way connected with the sentiments of
religion, or of race, or of education, there are two
principles whick: it is absolutely necessary to main-
tain, for the sake of the living together of the
different members of this confederation, for tho sake
of the preservation of the federal power, for the
sake of the gocd:will and kicdly charity of sall ounr
people towards cash other, and for the sake of the
prospecta of making a nation, as we can only do by
living in harmony and ignoring those differences
which vsed to be congidered fundamental—these
two principles surely must prevail, that as regards
theological questions the state must have nothing
to do with them, and thet as regards tho control
which the federal posver can exercise over provinoial
legislatares ir. matters touching the freedom of its
people, the religion of its people, the appropriations
of i's peopls, or the sontiments of its people, no
seotion of this couutry, whether it be the great
province of Quebes, or the humblest and smallest
province of this country, can be governed on the
fashion of 800 years ago.

Sir Jobn Thompson's greatness as a bright legal
luminary, as a most eloguent and conviacing de-
bater and as an accomplished statesman and diplo-
matist, has been recognized and appreciated by all
parties in his own country, and yet not so fully in
Canada as in the bureaunratic ocircles of England
and France.

Sir John Thompson's successful and ever hon-
ourable achievemonts in the political world howaver,
were nowhers to bo considered as on a panty with
the gaing he secured as an applicant for epiritual
avours and redeeming grace in this life with a
certain assurancs of Ltarnal rest, happy rest, in
that eternity which opened to his view on the after-
noon of Wednesday the 12th inst. From the day of
his conversion to the Catholic Faith until his last
breath, evidences wore never wanting of the perfect
satisfaction and hearif:lt joy he experienced at
having fonnd in religion balm and solacs froma
spirit troubled with mnany anxieties aund that hope-
fol conrage and trust in aid from on high that bore
him up under every dificulty, and lent the choer-
fulness of assared success to all his undertakings.

That Sir John Thompson was a fervent
Catholic and a devout iever in ell her
dogmat'c teachings it is impossible to entor-
tain a shadow of doubt. His attendance at
all church ceremonials in Ottawa, the interest he
took in the Society of Oatholic Truth, and every
effort made to lessen prejudice and prepars the way
for matual forbearanco and Christian Unity amongst
all men, testified to his loving attachment for Me-
ther church -and to his broadminded charity that
recognized no boundary or limit. Taken unawares
tnd visited by the hand of death, 8s by & thief at
midnight, yet he was not found like the fooligh
virgin8 with heart weaned off or lamps untrimmed.
He breathed his last in the palace of his earlbly
sovereign surrounded by the gaieties and splendors
of royal magnificence, but they fonnd olasped to his
heart tho image of the Saviour who died to redeem:
hir, and on his person the badges of loyal fidelity
to +he mothar of Jesus-~our life, our sweetness and
our hope. His conduct through life was a pattern
for ail aspiranta to socular famo and position—his
practical faith and uaobirusive piety is a model for
all seculars, for politicians and statesmen, who wish,
while serving the world, to attend to the one thing
necessary and mako sure their salvalion. Dmnius.
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The Archbishop on Sir John Thompson

On Bunday Isst after tho Gospol, in the courso
of tho sormon His Graco Arohbishop Walsh paid
fitting tribute to tho momory of 8ir John Thompson.
His Graco said :

** Lot mo ask your prayors for tho ropose of tho
soul of tte late Sir John Thomp -'n, who died so
suddenly wnd unexpeotedly at tho vory foot of hor
Mojesty'c throno. His death has beon a griovous
loss to Usnuda, and has lof a void in the publio
sorvico of the country whioh fow, if any, can be
found to fill. Liko most of God's bast gifts ho was
not fully approciated until ho had left us. 8ir John
Thompson was a true man, a good and great man.
By shoor force of charactor, by matohloss ability,
and by tho purity and nobility of his life, he worked
his way up stop by step from an humblo position in
gociety until, by tho timo he had reached the
meridian of his life, he ocoupiod the proud position
of Promier of thiz great Dominion. Other men
atlain to political power by selfish cunning, by base
intrigue, by wicked appeals to religious prejudices
and the blind passions of fanaticism. Sir John
Thompson scorned such base and ignoble methods.
The country raised him to his proud position be-

cause it recognized in him & true and noble man, a
storling patriot, and a wise and ablo statesman, and
it was not mistakoen in its choice. With tircless
devotion, intelligent zcal und consummate ability he

labored in its cause, and by the great and important
services ho rendered it more than amply repaid the
confidence it reposed in him. One of the elements
of his greatness was his fidefity and loyalty to
principlo and consoience. After prayerful and
patient study he became convinced that the Roman
Catholic Church was the one true Church of Christ,
and at the risk of sundering the closest ties of fricnd-
sbip and at the peril of his worldly prospects and
interests he had the courage to embrace it. In his
search after truth he but followed the Protestant
vrinciple cf private judgment, and yet for daring to
do so, for daring to do that which Manning and
Newman and hosts of other brilliant, learned and
good men had done before him, he was abused,
vilified and denounced with the rage of bigoiry and
tho fary of fanaticism. All this abuse ha bore with
the contempt of silence, and as a.rule the only
answer ke gave to his vilifiars was the manly pro-
fessicn of his faith and the fervent practice of its
duties. On one occasion only cf late did he con-
descend to notice the abuse heaped upon him.
It was at a picnic held in Muskoka-last summer,
when spaaking before friends and enemies he said

that he scorned to acocount to any msn for his’

religions convictions. Sir John Thompeon world
have been another Sir Thomas More had the times
and occasion called for it. There are, however,
periods whep a democracy can be as cruel, unjust
and tyrannical as an absolute despotio king, Even
betimes in this country men of the religious min-
ority, though not called on to shed their blood for
their faith, havo to make many s bitter sacrifice Jor
it in feeling, in social relations and in worldly
interests in conseguence of the brutal attacks mado
them by unprincipled demagogues and unreasoning
orowds. For men so situated the life and example
of Sir John Thompson teach lessons of fortitude,
constancy and patience, and bid them hope that
right and justice and fidelity to conscience will in
the long run prevail over bigoiry and intolerance.
After all, the great heart of the people is sound and
trae, and ‘hough at times it may be led astray it
will eventually return ¢ ad vias rectas’ to the paths
of rectitude, and beat in harmony and sympathy
with what is good, noble and true.  Of this we have
had a striking exemplification during the last few
days. The innumerable testimonies of respest and
ecteem which tha people of all classes have given
for tha departed statesman, the deep condolence
snd sympathy expressed by them with his bereaved
and stricken family, the public funeral honors given
hig-remains in Imperial England and to be given
them in this country, all prove that men living
under the benign and humanizing influences of froe
inatitutions and enjoying the blessingg of civil and
religious liberty know how to respect worth, to do
justice to merit, to value patrictism, to bo grateful
for public services faithfully and disinterestedly
rendered, and how to admire the man who by the
faithfal practices of bis religious duties-maintaing
the sovereignty of soul and oonssience over the base
and degrading passions of fallen nature. Buch a
man was Sir John Thompson. May God -have
mercy on his soul, and may the merciful Saviour
comfort, strengthen and uphold the bereaved family
in it irpoparable losa."”

T R LR B
Sir Galahad.

A Knight thero lived il in a royal court
Whoso lova was duty

Who went not on adventuro for tho eport
Nor yet for booty,

Right much ho learnt of Launcelot-du.L:ake,
In joust and flelq,

Tho fairest kuight that o'or a lance did break
Or dressod o shicld.

Besido tho knightly tablo, well T wit—
Full marvollong—

Thoro stood ono seat wherein no knight durst sit—
8icgo Perilous,

Fast bedded in a stono was soen a sword
With jowelled hilt ;

Who took it thouco was first at knightly board—
Puro without guilt.

8ir Galahad lid hand upon tho blado,
And took Li.0 seat ¢

Full plentoously his toacher ko ropaid
Sans all decceit.

His mind was sot on quest of Holy Grail
Withont surcoase;

And though, like all his human kindred, frail,
It brought him penco.

Ho was tho purest knight, the lily flower
In morning dow ;

The roso of great porfection in a bower,
Anon ho knew

Tho Fountain that with gracious mercios stored
Makes angels weep ;

And looking up he saw his heavenly Lord—

So fell on sleop. .
J. C. WaLsu,

m
St Nicholas-

re——

"Tis tho children's own ov'ning, St. Nicholas night,
And while mom'ry dictates I am going to writo

Of how it was spent in tho dear, happy past

In the halcyon days, all too lovely to last,

When bright rose tinted dreamings, great castles in air
And a darling old home, with friends faithful as fair,
Uncluaded by sorrew, unruffled by strifo,

Formed the pure placid source of the river of life.

“T'was thoe rale, and we followed it promptly this eve,

That at seven wo all our amusements should leave

And each take her place as if lesson to con ;

But alas! 'twas not tasks that our thoughts dwelt
upon.

For we noted that out of .l danger wers placed

The more breakable things which the study-hall
graced,

And sundry such incidents all seemed to tell

There was somothing expected, and what wo knew
well.

But tho silencoe was short-lived; for hark, thero’s the
sound

Of tho door-bell! and hurrying footsteps resoond —

Admittance is granted, and listen—the air

Bears the jingle of sleigh bells—S¢ Nich'las is there j

Then befors we recovered the shock, at the door

Wholly fur-clad and bell-decked with parcels galore.

A smile on his face tho’ a whip in his hand

Doth the patron of childhood, good Santa Clansstand,

For & moment we gazed on the vision so queer,

Curiosity now, as of old, drowning fear ;

Then shriek aftor shriek echoed loud thro' the hall

And the desks are vacatod—all crowd to the wall—

The strange visitor follows with menacing look

And all scatter for shelter to corner or nook.

Thus tho chess is repeated till tired he grows

Whilo ko fugitives bresthless, seck naught but re-
pose.

Bat still moro will bo granted, for changing his tune

'Tis the smile, not tho whip, becomes paramount soon,

Then freo fall the candy and fear dics away ;

And, as bon-bons can triumph whero threats would
not sway,

Each now owns to her faults and makes promises
strong

To amepd in tho future and root out tho wrong,

E'en the littlo ones gathez, forgetting their foar

Ana stroking his fars, whisper, *Santa Claus, dear.”

Bat ho now is conlented—so gathers bis pack

Grasps bis whip in his hand, straps his goods on his
back

And mid tho ** good nights™ and well wishes of all

Ho doparis, on his nomerous errands to call,

And tho clatter of voices, tho laughtor and fun

Which belong to o ** freo night” had fairly bogun

Era tho tulding of bells o’cr tho fresh-falion snow

Could have told them tho routo on which Santa
would go.

Al, I would wo could moro of sugh customs proservo

And moro faith in tho fairios aud legends which sorve

To givo to tho season of childhood a charm,

‘Thoy leave awoet recollections, thoy're freo from all
liarm,

8oon cuough will “tho shades of the prison house"
closo

‘T'ill thoy hide the bright clouds whenco the glory still
flows,

Lot childhood onjoy tho fair vision to.day

For to-morrow it fades—'tis too precious to stay.

—Rosk Frrouson.
3

The Flight into Egypt.

Fatukn Prour.

Thoro's a legond that's told of o gypsy who dwelt
In tho lund where the pyramids bo

And her robe was ombroidered with stars, and her belt
With devices right wondrous to sco,

And she lived in the days when our Lord was a child
On His mother’s inmaculate breast;

Wheu Ho fled from His foes—when to Egypt oxiled
He wont down with St. Joseph thio blest.

This Egyptian held converse with magic, methinks,
And tho futuro was given to hor gazo;

For an obelisk marked her abode, and a sphinx
On her threshold kept vigil always.

Sho was pensive and ever alone, nor was seen
In tho haunts of the dissolute crowd ;

But communed with the ghosts of the Pharachs I ween,
Or with visitors wrappzd in a shroud.

And there camo an old man from tho desert one day,
With a maid on his mulo by that road;

And a child on her bosom reclined—and the way
Led them straight to the gipsy’s abodo

And they secmed to havo travelled a weasisomo path,
From their home many, many a league—

From a tyrani's pursnit, from an enemy's wrath
Spent with toil and o'crcome with fatigue.

And the gipsy camo forth from her dwelling and prayed
That thoe pilgrims would rest them awhile ;

And she offered her couch to that delicate maid,
Who had come many, many a mile;

And she fondled the babe with affection’s caress
And she begged the old man would repose ;

Here the stranger, she said, ever finds freo access
And the wanderer bahn for his woes.

Then her guest from the glare of the noonday she led
To a seat in her grotto so cool ;

Whero she spread them a banquet of fruits, and a shed
With a manger was found for tho mulo;

With tho wine of the palm-tree, with dates newly

culled,

All the toil of the road she beguiled ;

And with a song in language mysterious she lalled
On her bosom her wayfaring child,

When the gipsy anon in her Ethiop hand
Placed the infant’s diminative palm

Oh, "twas fearful to see how the features she scanned
Of tho babo in his slamber so calm ! -
Vell she noted each mark and each furrow that crossed
O’cr thoe tracings of destiny's lino: .

* Whence came ye ? she cried, 1n astonishment lost,
* FOR THIS CHILD IS OF LINEAGE DIVINE ! "

“From the villugo of Nazareth,"” Joseph replicd,
“Whero we dwelt in the land of the Jow;

Wo kave fled from a tyrant whose garmont is dved
In the gore of tho children he slew:

Wo were told to remain, till an angel's command
Should appoint us the hour to return ;

But till then wo inhabit the foreigoer's land,
And in Egypt wo make our sojourn.*

* Then yo tarry with me,"” cried the gipsy in joy,
* And yo mako of my dwelling your homo:

Many years have I prayed that the Israchte boy
(Blessad hope of the Gentiles) would come. '

And sho kissed both the feet of the Infant and knelt,
And adorned hiin at once ; then a smile

Lit tho faco of His mother, who cheerfully dwelt
With Ler host on the banks of the Nile,
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THE JEST OF GOD.
There wére two hotels in 8t. Pyx : Hotcl Cas-
tor kept by Perrier, a God-fearing man, aud Le Loup
kept by Quigues, a rake who was in bad odor with
the Curé and good pecple of the parish.

Oa the sign-board of Hotel Castor thero was a
plain, industrious beaver typical of Perrier ; on that
of Le Loup there was a snarling, traculont wolf
typical of Guigues.

In the bar-room of Le Loup there were gathered
one Christmas ove, a number of young men who
were known in the village as les dissipes which in
English would be mildly equivalent to the * the rois-
terers.” They gave & great deal of acandal in the
village and were a sourco of much aunoyance to the
good Caré.

The room was lighte? with one large lamp at-
tached to the wall and from which emanated an op-
preesive odor of oil. A bright reflector behind thia
lamp threw a quaint reflection on everything in the
room, the mirror, the glasses and printed posters
banging about the walls.

Guigues, the proprietor, a man with & harsb,
wolfish countenance and a sumptuous beard of a
brownish hus, leaned upon tho counter grinning like
a garygoyle at the antics of the tipsy young men.

In the centrs of the room an old man stood sing-
ing *Is Drapeau de Carrillon.”

¢ Canadiens braves soldats
Preparora nous au combat
En avant, Eg avant | "

His white bair ahowered over a rust-colored coat
and his ruddy, beardless face was set finely with
that intense pre-occupation or madness, whichever it
is, cfdrink. Albeit there was something hoble in
his bearing—tho ghost of a past perbapa.

Ho was Pepin Laborge.

Every viilage, in French Canada as well as all
parts of the world, has its weakling, its dotard or
drunkard, who is the butt of endless raillery.

Such was Laberge !

‘While he sang in a pathetic baritone voice
alightly husked with age and dissipation, the young
men stood about bim—all but Leflamme. The
comedy was lost to him mcmentarily ; he saw only
the tragedy. In his oyes there was an anomalous
cxprassion of sadness and amusement. Presently,
however, he too became infocted with tbe indiffer-
encs of the other, less gensitive ones.

The glasses tinkled while & fresh libation was

bsing poared ard drunk with noisy demonstrations.
Laviolette the village fiddler was there. When

Labergo had finished singing he was called on to

play a tooe, and, taking his ipstrument from its
sinister-looking black box, ho struck up a lively jig.

Soon ¢be young men were circling round La-
berge in & mad, semi-savage dance. All again bug
Laflamme, who stood gaziug abitractedly into the
dingy airror behind the bar. He had the face of
Narcissus witk o touch of his fatal passion.

Guigues too wearying of the game, which for a
moment interrupted the steady flow of coins into
his coffer had gone to the end of the counter, im-
mediately under the lamp, where he psrused ths
daily paper which had come up from Montreal,

Presently be sigoalied Laflamme with a arap of
his thumb and forefingor. .

The othor (whom the gods had not as yet, ac-
cording t~ tradition, transformed into a flower),
approachel and Guigues, hending the paper to him,

graph amongst the advertisements which read thus :

Marniymoxy.—A young girl, good-looking but
impecunions, would like to correspond with s good
bonest man, with a view to matrimony. .Age not
considerad. AdZress L. M., this office.

“Bon!” said Laflamme, after ho had read it,
¢ What is the inference ¥

Guaigues looked in the direction of old Laberge
and smiled.

Laflamme’s handsome face brightened.

* A joke on Pepin,” be said. * Good again [?

Guigues then produced some lavender-tinted
note-paper, dimmed with the dust of the drawer.
Thon he brought forth a horan ink-bottle and quill,

Tn a little whilo Laflamme bad fashioned & protty
epistle which be placed in an envelope and addressed
carefully, even daintily.

Lsberge bad commenced to sing again,

Ho was quite drunk. His roddy face beamed
with an exsggersted fervour; his gray bair glinted
in the lawp light.

**Que notro brave jeunocsse
Au champ do I'honnour a’empresse
Irons, nous, irons nous tenir les noms
Des valoyusars, des vaiuqueurs da Carrillon I?

Laviolotte, the fiddler, whispered :

They say he was great once.”

1z companions smiled incredulously.

“True,” continued Laviolette, gesturing with
the violin whick be still held, ¢ Abba Langlois says
that he knew him in Bellcplace & long time sgo and
that he was weslthy therc, with a grand house and
grounds to the extent of five arpents.”

Ta tois?”

“'Tis true.”

pointed out with his great bony forefinger, & para.-

Laberge coased singing and gulped down esgerly
the amber liquor in tho glass which he bad been
holding.

“1 could sing onco, my good follows.” said he
sadly, ** Dieu, bow I could ling,l."

Laflamme aud Guigues still stood on either sido
the courter, under the lamp, a satyr and faun as it
wore, Thay were smiling curiously.

As tho timo, approached when the villagers
would be on their way to midnight Mazs, Guigues
came from behind the counter to close his estab
lishment. Ho know the good Curé's power and
feared his displeasure should the lights be seen.

The roistcrors departad good-naturedly, and
1abergo, who was quite drunk, climbed to his tiny
room in the attic of Ls Loup where he lived.

When Pepin entersd this little attic chamber
be lighted a dip and placed it on a rough table
beneath & cheap colored print of the child St. John
the Baptist feeding a lamb.

Séating himself at this table he commenced to
carreas a tiny tortoiso-shell kitten that leaped quick-
Iy to his knees,

“ Thou little velvet thing,” said he, “thou per-
haps xnowest! Tho whole world scorns the sot
Laborge. Did they know? But thou lovest me,
little Pansy, thou alone lovest me, The little chil-
dren going to school, the little white-gowned children
as thoy pass mo in the villago atreet will cry out in
derision : ’

¢ Behold Pepin the old fool }’

**The Caré Langlois, the good man of God who
knew me onco on a day, when he passes me row in
the villago streat will cross himso!f and say :

*Ah God, my poor man }’

“ Thou alond knowest little Pansy. What iz %%
Let me tell thee again, There was a- woman beau-
tiful _, one of God's angels. Heor cheeks were like
the dawna' light ; her eyes wers like the skics in
June ; her testh lika the pesrls of the Indian seas,
and her lips like the berrics that dreamn in the sum-
mer san. Where sho walkéd Idroamed there was
» fass of angels’ wings and the ghost of a celeatial
perfome seémed to hover in her pathway, If ahe
touched me I closed mine cyes ag if it wers a conn
cration.”

% Wo lived well, little Pansy, so well |"

Then there came an intermediate joy. & ray of
light, a beautiful buman flower, and as wo looked
upon our babe it-seemed that Heaven smiled. The
babe grow as would & flower; as would a sweet
honeysuckle climbing up to my lipa trailing about
my hear{ and stifling mo with bliss.”
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* Then there came & shadow, littls Pansy ; into
our Eion there came a serpoat man, handsome as
8¢, Miohael, ovil as Lucifor.”

‘' One day he robbed me of my joys."

“For a while I did not mind, my heart was
sluanod, but tho-days grow weaey when they did
nob come and I longed to hear the musioal laughter
of my baby-gil, to see the fiash of hor bright halr in
the sunlight and to foel her light, smooth lips
sgalnsd. my oheek. At duek, in the melsacholy
time when the daylight grows dim and the lampa:
ave lighted, I wisied the stately woman clad in pale
blae, who used to como at ¢st hour from the gar-
den, brioging @ bouquet of roses for my study
table.”

* After this I do not remember, little Pansy, I
do not remember |"

The old mau's words s0on became an unintellig-
ible jergon. Btupefied with ¢:ink aud fatigue, his
head droopad until it had touched the little kitten,
which darted away suddenly, overturaing the candle
and extinguishing it

The old man slept.

The mooulight oams in & broad, offulgent bar of
light into the room, touching the sleeping figure at
the table with w doway radiance. Oatside the
snow-clad houses of the village lay smitten with
wmoonlight. In tho windows reddish lamps gleamed
ovory where, and from the doors comu the villagers,
walking quietly in the direction of the church
whose stained windows glowed with mellow, multi.
<olored light. Suddealy the chimes for midnight
Mass rang out olearly in the frosty sir. When
thoso had ceased the soft peal of an organ came from
the church, acd then all was ailent in the houses of
the villago where the childron slept, dreaming of the
Christ-child.

1L

fome time after this incident of the bar-room
Laberge, who varely receivad a letter, was surprised
on passing the village poat office to be hailed by the
postmaster, a thin, pox-marked little man, as brown
and wizzened as the riad of a Lutternut. )

“XLook here, Laberge,” said the little czar of
Jetterdom with immense dignity. *¢There has been
something for you lying about here two or three
days ; you bad better come in and take it.”

Pepin entered moekly, making no remark what-
-over. He had a well-bred method of humiliating
those who affected superiority or contempt for his
wiserable condition of life. It was nearly always
-effective, as now, when the little postmaster handed
him a lotter with marked condescension. .Pepin
thanked him gallantly.

There was seated near the wood-stove a habitant,
‘with a great cap of weazel fur and coat of gray home-
wpun tied in the centre with a sash of red wool.
His foet wau encased in ponderous beef-tkin mocca-
sins or soulris de boexf. Mo was blowing whiffs of
mative tobacco smoke througkout the small room.

“'he wood-stove with its open draughts kept up
'» coaseloss roaring sound of & mimic Niagara.

Pepin took s chair next the havitant and at-
tempted to tear opea the envelope of his letter,
His hands were palsied with dissipation o he hand-
o it to the habitait, who was catting tobacoo at the
moment, and who silently took the leiter and slit it
open with his knife, ]

While Laberge read the lotter the pronounced,;
oacillation of his head and body was emphasized on:
the half-frostsd window panes bshind him, .

When he hud struggled through its conlents he
looked up and sddreming thu postmaster who was
busied writing at the little wicket, said :

“ Monsicar, did you receive any other lettera for
me'i” :

% Yes, mon ami, four or five; Laflamme took
them to you, did he not 1" _

¢ Bien, no; but I suppose he kesps them for-
me|” . C
The sound of footsteps it the snow outside
interrapted this repariee, In a moment. Lafiamme
himeelf had entered and procceded immediately to:
the wicket. T

* Havo you anything to-day for Laborge 1" sald
ha. ‘ Ticn, tion wun faiconr,” cackicd FPopin from
behind tho stove,

Laflansme turnod quickly, and whon his oyocs
met thoso of tho old man, he coloured slightly
although a smilo was on his lips.

* You bavo caught tho fox at last,” said he.

" Tudeod I havo ceught him|”

“ Well, woll it was all for tho baat.”

** What do yo moan{"

“Ihave beo. arranging s wedding for you, I
bavo boen in league with Hymen as it wero.”

* Who would marry me, you toolish follow."

* An angel porbaps, perhaps a shrow.”

Popin suddenly becamo sorions.

* Woll, well," said he confusedly.

* Courago i"” said Laflamme, with a merry air.

*Itis courageindecd that I will need, foraccording
to this letter my aflianced arrivos to-day.” Laflammo
in tura becamo serious. * Then she must be here
now ; tho train from Montroai has pasied the village
an hour ago.”

Tho ropartes was interrupted by the sound.
(gentler sound forsooth) of feet on the award. The
door was oporiod nervoasly and & pretty, young giri
entered. She was clad in a dainty garment trimmed
with chesp far. Har faco was pale us the cnow
outsido the wintdows.

“ Monsieur le maitre ds poste?” eaid she, gasing
into the wicket in a hunted feshion,

#The same.”

** Do you know of a person liviog in the village
called Pepin Liaberge 1”

* He io at pressnt in tho room, mademoisells.”

Pepin had arisen at the mention of his name and
teraed toward the young lady who, without noticing
bim, weat to Iaflamme. The latter motionsd Pepin
to be seated and touched his hat gracefully to the
girl.

Her face grew still paler,
she said :

* Ab, monsieur, pardon me; I feel so bold, so
contemptiblé—but when you have heard my story
I am sure you will be charitable,” ) :

Laflamme seemed deeply moved.

He could not have even dreamed that a person
coarse enough o insert a matrimonial advartizemsnt
in a newspaper could bo 20 baautiful, so modest and
apparently so well-bred s this girl was. Since the
incident of Le Loup he had brokea away from old
associations, kad become reconciled to religion and
in & moment of repentauce had told the Abbé Lang.
loin the story of his jest. The good Caré to his sar-
prise took kindly to the jest and encouraged it be-
csuse, he said, repulsive thongh the idea of such a
marriags was, it might be the means of rescuing
Laberge. His first inspiration was to repair to the
bousse of the good priest.

“ Take my arm, mademoiselle,” said he, ¢ and we
-will go to the Oure's.”

©ver his shoulder he motioned Pepin to follow,
and sz the trio vanished, the little poatmaster and
the silant habitant exchanged glances of wonderizent.

III,

Out into the street they wont. The day was
gray and humid. The atmoaphere had that crystal-
line clarity of the humid day. Opposite the post
offico was one of thote wooden wayside crosses of
the Franch Oanadian village, with the moist saow
qlinging to it. The lime-washed cottages along the
street were guaint with ths additional whitoness of
-the sncw everywhere, Only the tinkle of a aleigh-
‘bell broke the great atillnees. The monntain, at
whose base the villags nestled, with ita great blotches
of white and black, ita naked aaples and its sinister
pines, seemed to be frowning like a human thing.
The trio passed the little stone chureh, with its tin
tower and westher-vane, and-entered the neat pres-
byters. Nob & word was spoken until they were

With quivering lips

glaring fire of pine burned.
Ths Ouré Langlois, a tall, thin man, with a kindly
visage, greetad his viritors'cordially. Hoe saw ali at

s glance. ILmflamme apoke first.

seated in the cosy parior of the prabyterc where &

 Madamoiscllo,” safd he, *it will be neceasary
to mako an eaplanation to you, Lut first lev as hear
your story.”

** Ab, Mominur le Caré, and you, monsieur,
bed I known it would all have been so dread:
ful I would have suffered death by starvation
rather than this humiliation. My whole life has
been a strange dream. When a child my mether
Reve mo to an Orphanuge in Parie. I do not re-
member her, At the age of fourteon I was adnpted
by a childless couple who left me ponniless. I had
not boen trained to labor, T knew nothing of the
world. I camo to Oanada as companion to w Iady
who died at ses«  Arriving hore ponniless and with
no means of & livelihood, I was on the verge of des-
pair, The poor people with whom I lived advised
mo to put that dreadful advertisement in the news-
paper. That is all.”

Hero she burst into tears. ‘O monsieur,” sh~
said, T am weak with shame avd I wish that I
wero dead 1"

“ Have you uothing belonging to your mother
by which she might be identified 1" suggested the
Abbe Langlois, with a elight quiver in bis voice.

“How did you tbink of it, mon pers?" she
answered quickly. * I have a locket with a tiny
daguerrotype of her.” Hero she pat her hand into

;.hebooom of her dress and brought forth a tiny gold
ocket.

Whoen she opeuned it Pepin was looking over her
shoulder. The ruddiness had left his face entirely,
His eyes were starting from his head, ’

ith curious brurquensss he cried :

 Mon Dieu, little girl you are my daughter.
Thbat woman on the locket was once my wife. She
went away from me years ago aad tock you with
her. I cesnnot tell you why I”

In a moment he was upon bis knees, kissing the
pale hands of the girl.

Laflamme approached Ler and said in a lugubri-
ous tone of voics:

# Madamoiselle, he is Pepin Laberge. We have
been jeating 1"

“Yes, my child,” said the curé, * But it was a
jeat of God 1"

Some time after this Laflamme and Madam-
oistlle Laberge were married by the Curé Langlois of
St. Pyx, and now the good priest who has grown
feeble in the sacred ministry, finds his happiest
moments in the company of grandfather Laberge,
the God-fearing and temperste veteran surrounded
as he always is by his daughter’s beautiful children,

Jos. Nevix Doyrr.

To St. Nicholas, to Krisa Kringle, to Santa Olaus
baa succeeded My Lady Bountiful. The business
Ohriatmas season is & period of celebration in her
honor. When the shop people know it is time for
her coming they procure evergreens and fancy lighta
in abundance and set their places in a blaze of glory
and deck them in wzeaths of beauty. Spain sends
its choicest raising for her; Alaska sends its richeset
turs. The liveryman drives to her docr—be sure
his cab is cosy. She wraps herself about in furs.
She passcs down tho street and knows the jubilation
is for her. A hundred eager gentlemen stand Yeady
to litt the latoh of their doors that she may enter.
She carries everywhere a goldsn instrument of nisigic
within a leathern covering. The covar opens snd the
metal clasps click asit closes again.  But a good fairy
has escaped and someone afsr off feels the sudden
thrill of an unknown joy approaching. From that
purso a thousand Fairy Grandmothers fly to comfort &
thousand Oinderelles. My Lady is bent upon mak-
ing the world happy, and though it last'but s day
ahe will have her way about it. What multitudes
of propristors, foremen, clerks, are there waiting to
do her bidding and give effect to her desires. Go to
thy cot, Tommy, and sleep sound ; leave thy books,
frail student, and thy midaight lamp ; let fall your
hammers, ye who labor in tha city ; ye whose bomes
are clsawhere, s60 yo miss not the train; turn out
the lights and draw the blinds, yo shopmen, My
Lady whom ye serve has not forgotten you; put up
‘thy horse, My Lady's conchman, thou who wert the
Iast in her scheme of providence but-the first to
know its sccomplishment. Ouat ligktsl Down
noise] Let soft.sleep come, and gently falling
mmow. To-morrow is the world’s happy day. My

Lady Bountifol has brought homa her gifts.
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Aunt Melanda.

Once whilo at homo on Christmas vacation 1
wont for an evening stroll. I had beon walking for
somo timo without taking partioular notico of direo-
tion, whon, chancing to look up, I saw tho strapping
form of old Aunt Melanda in hor doorway.

*“ How you do Marso Goawgo? You come homo
foh Qhristmas, 1 suppose. How all youh friends
from Ma'yland! Youh muddabi’woll?” wore the
questions choorily lsunched at mo boforo I had o
chance to answer anything for myself.

* Supposc you would'nt cyar to come in an’ sco
olo Abot Ho ain’t ben much uso for anything sonco
dosummah time. Says the rheumatiz been a crip-
plin him. Abo, why'nt you get up offin dat chaih.
Doan’ you soo Marso Goawgo como talk t'you.”

Iaside the old whitewashod, moss-roofed cottage
sat the old darkey, toasting his shins at a roaring
firo and plying an uncortsin necdle through some
article of clothing.

As ho tottered painfully in complianco with the
commands of his wife, poor old Abe looked the pic
ture of infirmity. As I forced bim back f.°v his
chair, he axclaimed in an apologetic tone :

% Dat rhoumatiz am de berry debble des yeah.
Mskes my bones mos’ squeak.”

“ Guess youb muddah mighty glad: foh see you,
Eb, Marse Geawgo!” puts in Aunt Melands. *“Soms
consolation to pore women when they’s fambly
come bome, ef 'tis only once or twice a yeah, Dab's
dat young Abe, now. He just like he daddy.
Ain't good fob nothin’ but bringin' troublo and
tribulation on he old mammy. Fouh yeahs ago he
gone away, and ain't nover come home yit. How
yoh muddah like it ef you do datt Not much,
Some desv days be come back an’ find he old mammy
gone to glory an’ nobody take care of old Abe Gray-
What you think ha could do with he rheumatiz?
Oyant move outsidede house. Dat boy got sick down
St. Louis way two yeahs ago. Had ths fevab
mighty bad I guesa. Oca day he wrote a lettah;
said ho was converlesson or sumpin like dat, an’ he
guessed he'd come home soon and see de old folks.
Ain’t never come though. \Vbyn't be come and git
he's self nussed.”

¢ Now look yere Meianda,” broke in her lord
and maater, * doan you go for be pesterin’ de young
gemman 'bout dat boy. He come kome all right.
Some dese days he come drop right in on you. I
knows how dey does. Why marse Géawge, dat
'ooman don't do nothin’ ‘cept talk 'bout dat boy Abe
fum one end ob de yeah to de uddah. Jest so sure
a3 de willow trece out yander begin to sprout in de
spring time, she say somepin 'bout wen dat boy uved
to hab he swing inunder one ob ’em, wen he ony a
1i'l wee pickaninny. Dar's a rose-busk out in de
yahd wat oyant git s dozen buda 'thout she gives
‘em 'way to de neighbours, jest to git talkin’ 'bout
dat boy cause he done plant it. Dars an ole
wesader-cock outside de bahn wat Abe made jes fore
be went away ; 'thes whittled a big rooster outen a
shingle. 'Bout two daya ev'y week hit faces ‘round
to de mawnin p'int, an’ den I gets de rheumatiz in
mah bonea libely, Bress me ef I doan’ nail 'im up
soe dese days an’ keep his baid to de souf. Aint
no wind so bad foh old pussons as de east wind,
an’ they aint none 8o good as de souf wind. Mel-
ands, doan you bodder de young gemman ‘oout dat
boy. Doan you ‘'membeh how young marse Henry
coms home won ole missis thonght she wusn’ never
gwine see him no moah. Jes you set still, marse
Geawgo, 'twell I tolo you how dat coma Nouw,
Melanda, nev’ you mind tryin’ atop me, I'se gwine
tell dat story, .

“Right down dar whar youh frien’ O'Brien
come from, down in ole Ma'yland, is whar Abe
Gray wus bobn, and whar bhe use to toddle round
no bigger 'n dat Abe wus w'en he had de swing ont
dyab inunder de willows. An Melanda, why I
mind wen ghe wus a little bare logged pickaninny
no bigger'n so }°gb. Dat wus wen ole Marse But-
ler wus 'live. Nev' wus anythin’ went wrong ‘long
as ole Marse Batler was 'round. Nev' wus anyone
tried to run away fom dat plantation. No, sah.

Nov* wus any whippla’. Nov' wus much laxiness—
woll, 'oopt ono or two cases doy wusn't, an' they
didn’ ‘mount to much., Bomo folks ain’t good for
nothin' anyway.

“ 'Mombor onco w'en wo wus growed up putty
big. Melandy, 1i'l M'landy, woused to cail hor den,
sho wus out pickin' cotton wit us. Olo Marse
Butler had hired & now man what came fom down
Now Orleaus way. No fino manners 'bout him.
Rathoh uso do whip any time. Didn* look that-s.
way's w'on ole Marso hired him, buthit scon camo
out, Uyant git a bad temper outen do hlood no-bow,
Ole Marso says ter bim, *Seco beab, Lesage, we
doan' practize the whip on dis fahm. Xeep 'em
workin' well's yoh kin, but w'en things goes too fah
yoh como leb mo know'. Well ho ssid ev'ything
gwino be all right, but hit did'at 'greo 'ith him:
One dey M'landy ‘fonded 'im some way. Ho 'gan
to scol' her, an’ she, boin' a little thing gave back
good’s sho got. Then ho gave her a blow ’side de
hoad, an’ ovah she went.

«J wus lookin' on, kin' stupefied like, hut seein
me not wohkin, an' havin’ ‘is mad up he wan'
to know wy I stan’ gapin’like dat. Den I wak'
up. ¢ Mistah Lesage,’ I says, dat kin’ ob treatment
ain’ practiced on dis tabm’. Deon he flow at me an'
oussed an swore, an’ fin'ly shook he fist in mah face.

Piyainy an uncertamn weedle,
Dat de worse ting be ever done. De next second
he was on he's back, aad a big bruise on he's face.
W'ep he picked hisself up, dyah wus ole Marse
Butler standin’ side of 'im, *Mistah Lesage,’ says
ole Marse, ¢ hyah's yoh wages. 1 'vise you to git

offen dis fahm, forr I tells Abe to put yeh off’ He
did’n say nuthin, but wer things came 'round, as
they did afterwardy, I 'membered the look he gave
ole Marze.

¢ Wall, ev'thing went on all right foh w'ile twell
presn'ly de wah came ’long. Ole Marse Butler was
berry mad fob good will befo’ hit came, *Dyahs
Gen'l Lee standin’ up fer ole Virginny, an' I cal'late
Henry Batler ain’ gwine back on Ma'yland’ he say
ons day. Nex’ day he call young Marse Henry,
what were zactly same age as me, an’ he say, ¢ Henry,
I'se got to go and jine Gen'l Lee. Youse got to stay
hyar wis yoh muddab. Doan let de fahm run down
of yeh kin help it.’ So putty soon he go off with he
neighbor Marse Oarroll, Young Marss Henry wse
mighty sweet on Migs Carroll, I tole you. Ben
sweethearts ev' sinco they wus six yeahsole. 'Spect
deyd ben married in 'bout & yeal: of twawn’s foh de
wah comin’ up t’ interfeah wif ev'body's business.
QOle Missus, she was just as spunky sas de men
folke. Didn’ ketch her goin’ mopin’ roun’de house.
No sah? 8he wen' ev'y day 'long o’ young Marse
Henry an' kep® de fahm in good ohdsh. XKep’ sendin’
money to olo Marse, fas’ as she could get et.

Ole Marse didn’ seem to min’ bein’ in battles.
TUsed to send wohd home ev'y time, nem'mind, I
aint gol a scratch. We's gwine win dis wah an’ be
home foh de fall, shuah. He wus wrong 'bout dat.
Ole Marse nev’' coms kome hisself. Jes wus cyar'd

home to de missis pluiab daid one mawnin’ jes wen
Gen'l Lee hed druv de Yanks back to nowhar’s,

Oloe Mimis bore up wonderful, Wen de fun’ral wus
ovah, she jes call Marso Henry an’ say: ¢ Henry,

now youse do head ob dis family, you knows yoh
duty. Youse gwine to take yoh place in de ahmy.
You ole muddah kin git erlong well 'nuff, an Abo
byar, be'll keep de wohk qoin'. Novah twell youn

aree hed gone jined Gen'l Loe ded Ole Miseis sh
onw teah, Don she troke down, an didn’ show sho-
s¢'t 0a de fahm foh a whole weck.

*Tings wen' putty badly affer dat. Twant
ve'y long "fore ole missis hed mortgaged de whole
fabm, All the negroes hed to go. Things wus

ottin' dosprat’. 'Wusn't nobody to doanythin’ foh

o fabm ‘vept Abe, Mise Oarrol used to come ovah
pretty oftun an' atay wif Ole Misis. Doy escemed
to kin' ob revive vach othah,

“@ittin* 'long 'bout Obris’'mas olo missis fell
sick. Jea' worried sheselt (o doff. Den Mis
QOarroll came and stayed and nussed ole missle,
'‘Bout two wecks aftah she took aick 'long came a
tij’ment ob Yankoo soldiers an’ took up dar quat.
tahis on do fahm. Nex' day do offcers came up an
wan’ see Olo Mimmis, 'Cozo Ole Missls couldn’ see
nobody but wen Melanda wen' to de doah, who you
tink sho see? Dat Yeukee captain wus de same
Leaage, whah cle marse drovo oft de fabm.

stAffer dat, tings wus wuss an wues, I tolo
you. Dat presumpshus brute nev’ hed no mercy
on ola Miua. an fust ting we know wanted Miss
Uarrol, Marse Henry's sweetheart to marry him,
Wat jou tink ob dat. Didn' git much 'cou
went from young Missis, I tole yuh, Qittin nigh
Chris’'mas. Ole Mimis got berry lonesome. Ebery.
body saw she gwine die. Young Missis nevah left
her, Duhin de nigat time ole Missis would ory out
loud,she wan see heh son. Somchow dat Im%o
heah 'bout dat. Didn’ nevah heah ’bout it fom QOle
Missis. Noh 'nevah fom Young Missis neider. Ons
day he meet Young Missin an ask her 'bout Ole
Missis, *She wan seo ahe s0n, eh ¥’ ho said. *Jes
you make yoh min’' easy Miss, of he como hyah, he
nevah go way.'

“ Chris’mas eve came ‘long, an ole Missis gettin
wussan wuss. Kep' cryin’ out de whole time foh
she son, Young Miseis wua sittin’ up wit ler, Ole
clock out in de hall struck de hours one aftah
turrer. 'Leben ’clock came, den twelb; Young
Misais nevah close she eyes. ’Den she heah I'il rap
on de windab, den nurrer one. She go ovah an
look cut. Den she open de windah, and in come
Marse Henry heself, all wite an famished. Young
Missis wait li'l wile, den she go out on de verandah
sud keep watch Presn'ly up come dat rascal

Ab | bal he sy, ‘8o de young man come
home, eh! You mine wat I tole yoh. He come
howse ; but he nsvah go way ‘live. Lesage havs
eyos, Miss, Now s1e0 hyab, Miss., Ev sense we've
come hyah I've loved you. Say you'll marry me,
an’ much ss I hate him and he's muddah foh de
wrong done me, I let him go. No one else knowe
he i3 heab. You kin say do word dat means he's
life or deff. Wich will it bet®

Young Missis badly broken up sho’ nuff. But
she jes look at him bard an’ she :{, tNo. Better
he daid, den live to see me youh wife.’ So he lafl,
an’ say he give her ten minutes to make up she
rin', an' den he sat down on de rail ob de verandah
an’ kep’ he's eye on Young blissis an’ de balcony
windah. Yonng Misgis nevah move.

tink he eyes putty sharp. Bnt he didn’
know Melanda saw jes much as he did. Wen she
saw him go up on de verandah an’ speak to young
Misais, she come ’long were I be, an’ tole me all
'bout young Marse Henry comin’ homse to ses Ole
Missis as was calliz’, callin’ foh him all de time,
Den we crep up quiet side w'ere dey sat. Didn’
bave no rheumatiz in dese bones dem days. I crep’
up quist behin’ him, w'ile he sat dyah amokin' he's
cigaw, an’ befo’' be knew wha's mattah, I took him
by do throat an’ clapped my othah hand over he's.
mouth, an’ befo’ two minutes had him bound arn’
gagged in de cellab, fast tiod an’ couldn’ make no
sound, Ob co’se Marse Henry got away all right,
But nex’ mawnin’ dar was awful times, De cunnel
ob de rijiment came lookin' foh Captain Lesage.
Qualdn® fin’ 'im nowbars. Den young Miss up sn’
tole 'im de whole story. H: was a onnable man dat
ounnel, ef he wus a Yankex an' ho jes say, ¢ Mies,
you'll heak no more of this' Nex' day Lesage wus
sent to de front, an' got shot in he's first hattle,
8erve him right,

Ole Misis didn’ last long. She died 'fore spring
time, Wen the wah wus ovali, young marse came
back, but be wouldn' atay dyab., Didn’' hab much
interest lcftin de fabm,sohe soldout an' he an’ young
Mimais got married an’ cameup heah. Young Missis
s Olo Misis now. Dat's her libe up on do hill w'ere
Melanda goes ov'y week foh washin’ Mebbe you
thought we wus ranaways, eh! Not much we
w'ant, Jes' come ‘long ob Marss Henry an’ Young
Miszis. Dat’s how we come to be de cn'y culled
personsinde chu’ch. Runaways! Bressmy heart,
I'se been playin' ¢ Way down Sout in Dixie " evah

sence I came hesh, jes’ to show wich way my
feelin's.” Kxx,
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The Passing of Father Philip-

Fathor Philip went to Mill Oreok not beforo ho
wag noeded. \Whon he camo in by train ho was
driven not to his own houso but to that of a poor
man who lay ill, and had been for soveral days
waiting for the priost. Bo it will be scon that
Fathier Philip's first act in his now parish was an
aot of mercy. Poople thought of it afterwards
when his roputation had bocomo established. At
another time, long aftor, thoy talked a great deal
about it too.

This visit was in tho morning. That samo
aftornoon, Father Philip sat irapatiently waiting
until the bell ahould ring for echiool. He wanted
to go over at onco and visit that school, thinking
to show himaclf a dignifiod man of business, who
proposed to keop everything in its proper place in
the parish machine, He was tho moro anxious
about conveying this improssion because in his in-
most heart of hoarts he knew that tho habits of
mind required to build up the parish of Mill Oreek
wero not his at alt. Not quito that oither. His
mind was & busy one enough, but his heazt was so
tender (some made no bones about calling it soft)
hat his larger designs for attaining groater useful-
ness on the part of parish works were likoly to be
orowded out of Lis real work by a thousand litile
details of relioving the wants of individuals of no
particular consequence. Thus it sometimes came
about that when he had soraped together a fow
dollars to effect some needed repairs on the school,
or to got a new atove for the church, or to buy wood
to keop tho stove company, no sooner did ho begin
to make his way up town to accomplish his object
than some ovil poverty would oross his path, His
heart wag full. That was the trouble. His heart
was too full. When he had money in his pocket
bis heart was go full of gratitude that he wounld
upbraid himself with vain-glory. He was not vain-
glorious. But he had so mush humility in his
make up that he thought he was, That was another
of his troubles. At any rate ho was never safo
when he hiad money, and always sure to be made
miserable when he hadn't.

That firsi day then, he sat waiting for the
sehool bell to ring. The school was only a step
away, across lots. But as he eat there looking cut of
his window, he thought of his new field of labor, and
thon backwards to his home in old Ireland, where
he had left his fast exing father to come out here
Jn the mission of the Redsmption.

Father Philip looked out of the window, and
dimly through his mental retrospect saw in front
of him u child, scantly clothed, with an old expras-
gion on her litlls face. She was leading by the

hand apother and Eounger child. Without think-
ing much of what he was doing, the young priest
opened his street door, passed mechanically down
the street steps, pushed open the front gate and
stood before the shrinking chiidren. 8oon he had
gathered from their talk that the children were
suffering for want of simple necessaries. He began
to walk off with them, when the elder child, thought-
ful beyond her years, reminded him that he had not
his hat. He got it, went with them to their home,
saw the misery there, gave the mother some monay,
found out that the children were not allowed to go
to charch because of their clothes. Then bhe went
to one of his parishioners to ses if something could
not be done for the family—it was a terrible thing
to have those children brought up in that way with-
out churoh or school. A little enguiry bronght out
the fact that the family were not Catholics at all.
He had forgotten about that formality. People
somehow found out & good desl about Father
Philip’s movements, and no one v>uld have been a
bit surprised if ho had gone back and apologised to
the poor woman for having infruded.

So when the bell rang that, day, Father Philip
dido't hear it. Thus the first plan of hig adminis-
tion was rudely broken in upon. He did.not go to
the school that day. But next day he did. He
was instantly good friends with both boys and girls.
He thought it part of hig duty to play ball with the
boys. Some of his parishioners thought it was
hardly becoming in him, and when the reports of
this reached Inm he stopped. One always has
candid friends to tell him of these opinions that go
aboat to our detriment. .

He had sotno adveacod notions of tho advantages
of manual training and for a fow wooks oxerciged tho
boys in company drill. DBut somo ono said ho was
training a lot of young Fonians. 8o ho stopped
tuat too. That was how overything went. Bul he
did not givo up Ing love of the school for all that.
Ho had tho keenest intorost in all its little affairs.
Thero wero two boys who wero of spooial cervice to
him. One was Terry Donovan, the other Jamosy
Callaghan, Torry and Jamesy wero mado allar
boys before Father Philip was there 8 month, If
ho wanted anything done, these boys did it. They
sorved his daily Mass for yoars. In return they
woro tho roal lords of his little estate. Tho first
fruits of all things that grew wore thoirs by common
admigsion, They wero fast comrades in spito of
differing naturcs. Terry was frank in his manner,
onsy going wn lua habits. Jamosy was ologser in
keoping his own counse}, but hoadstrong when he
bad made his mind up, If there was a difference
of opinion about the thing to do at at any time,
Jamesy had his way. Ho would not abandon his
view and Torry would nuver press Ins own. Jf
gome farmer sent in a load of hay to Father Philip,
Terry and Jameay wore always on hand to do the
work of storing it away in tho barn. DBut there was
this difforonce in their methods, which perhaps
accounted for the good rosults Father Philip admired
8o much ; Torry was willing to do mnoarly all the
pitohing, while Jamesy gave the dirccuioua which
ensured the best disposition of it. Jamesy hod a
very sharp oye. and preferred cultivating his obser-
vation rather than his muscle. Terry thought
nothing about it until the job was done, whon he
was propared to be proud of it.

Fathor Philip naturally gave a good deal of
attention to these two boys. He had hopes of
making something of them.

Dopend upen it he was not well pleased when
Jamesy one day began to work on a little vessel
that plied out of Mill Creck. The boat itself was
not a great source of danger to the boy, but it
opened his way. Before a month he was a sailor
on a larger vesgsel—and that was bad. \When ho
came back he had learned tho sailors’ habit of
drinking, It was a sad blow to Father Philip when
he found that aut. .

The conditions of a small coast town in the
winter aeason are not such as would lead to make
any improvement in Jamesy. The rule is for
sailors who mako good wages in the summer and
fall to do very little work in’.the winter. Indeed
there is little work to do. As the years went on
and the young man camo back more and more con-
firmed in his habits of drinking and blaspheming,
the idleness of winter encouraged the evils yet
more. His old taciturnity had passed into a sort of
bitter raillery. His tongue was clever enough, and
the slow going youth of the village delighted to sat
it a-going. His old friends gradually drew away
from him, and he took for his new associates a band
of dissipated wretches like himself. W hen the
habit began to tell upon his constitution, his winter
supply of money became less and less, 8o that before
a month had passed he had lost even the show of
independence, and was a migerable hanger-on of the
taverns, bantering with others around the stove,
waiting for an occasional general ¢ treat.” As he
grew gayer and moro gay around the tavern stove
or on tha corners, in the prospect of anotber drink, it
became noticeable to thuse who knew the family that
his home conduct was unkind and almost unbearable.
His mother and sieters were the constant victims of
his abuse. Terry Donovan he still met at Jamesy's
own home where Terry was a constant visitor and
the accepted lover of his sister Mary. But there
was no longer any of that friendship which had held
the altar boys inseparable in their young days.
Terry was working industriously at his trade and
soberly saving his youth. There was just one in
the whole village who never lost sight of the
vagabond. ‘Chat was 'ather Philip.

That first year when the boy came home from
his vessel and began drinking, Futher Philip fre-
quently came to the door of his mother's hiouse with
the recreant Jamesy at his side. Timo and again
the boy Eromised the good priest to amend his ways,
and in the first years he kept the promise. No one
ever could tell how Father Philip Lnew of his
excesses, but the little house keeper used to say that
sometimes she would hear the good priest late at
night pacitg uneasily up and down his room. Then
he would go out. Who knows ? perhaps he went
maay times when he had no need to, but very, very
often he came Liome late at night and there was a
sad logk in his eyes in the morning. At first it
was easy for Fathee Phalip to get Jamesy away from
any company he was in. A wholesome respect still
lingered where love and devotion once had been so
strong. But the time came when a word from the
priest was not sufficient. Did Father Philip go
away and-abandon his altar boy, his first one ? It
never entered his. mind to do so. Only after-that

when bio wont out on theso midnight excursious
ho took a whip with him, e was a poworful man,

Whon tho hard frosts como in timo of still
woather, tho lake surface near to the shore is frozon
ovor. Tho first heavy wind breaks up this thin
sheet of ico and throws the shajtored picces up on
tho stony beach, Ioro as the waves come, cach
loaves an extra coating. In o timo of storm it docs
not take long before thoro is & breastwork against
the fury of tho waters roared by their own operation.
Theso mininture icoborgs, icebanks as thoy are
called, being stationary, take upon themselves many
fantastio shapes. Sometimes thoro are groat high
slippery peaks down which tho boys slido in gloe,
and then again thero ure caves in which one might
hido or take shelter. It ia the common sport in the
villagos for boys to go in parties oxploring the many
curious formations gr miles along the shoro. When
one oan skato alongsido tho sport is all the moro
enjoyable. )

It was on the eve of Clristmas during a winter
that was long known as tho coldest for half & cen-
tury, and when everyono had romarked tho enor-
mous sizo of tho ico banks, that a thing took placo
which made people think of that night whenever
Father Philip's namo was mentioned.

At Jamesy Callaghan’s bomo thero was a merry
littlo party. Terry Donovan was thero dancing
tho youngest girl upon his foot and singing the

rolty ohildron’s songs, and telling the fanciful
airy stories which bad made for him a proud place
in tho affections of thoe children. Jamesy had not
been drinking for more than & month. It was
hoped h- had broken off for good. e lind gone
out early in the evening, oxpecting to return soon.
Nine o'clock came and ho did not come. As tho
hands of the clock moved on towards ten, there was
an evident painfulness about the play that was
going on, and ill concealed distress settled down
upon the faces of the elders. At ten, Terry
Donovan bade the family good night. Jamesy had
not come home.

Terry Donovan did not g3 home. He went to
look for his old companion, and if possible bring him
back without excitement. He thought to keep the
happincssof the Christmas time unmarred. Hefound
him as o had espested in one of the taverns giving
full play to his poor empty wit. When Terry came
the fumes of liquor had sot Jamesy’s blood in that
ecstatic whirl which is merry maduess. Persuasion
proved impossiblo. The truant preforred hisfriends,
Knowing his stubborn temper, Torry left him. But
ho determined that though he had retreated he
would not abandon the task, He went for Father
Philip. Be had gone two huundred yards when the
priest met him. Theo Terry went home.

Father Philip had experieaced another of his
impulses. After a drive of tweuty mules ona bitter
cold night, he had only waited long enough to pue
up his horse before gcing to Callaghan’s. There he
arrived just afier Terry had left. Finding the
prodigal absent, he went out in search. Ho felt the
cold in his limbs, and a tightness about his chest.
But his face was burming. He went to the tavern.
Jamesy had gone. In that few minutes, something
of his better self had risen up oniy to be smothered
by reseutment. He went out of the tavern ; no one
know whither. The pricst tried everywhera to find
him. No success. Father Philip knew of many
stranga places where he had gone before in his
drunken cunming. They were empty. The snow
fell quietly ; no winds caused it t:odrift. In the
morning the footmarks of the priest were ever
where, It was near morning when his way too
hum to the icebanks. For an hour he searched
there, while the keen wind from the lake chilled
him through. At last, at day-break, he found what
he songht. In alittle cave, as peaceful as a sleep- .
ing ohild lay the priest's first altar boy.

Father Philip lifted the burthen upon his shoul-
der. He was astonished at the effort it cost him.
To his own house be went; pot the mass of frozen
humanity on his own bed; told the housekeeper to
get o doctor ; sat down in bis chair. He did not
goy his Christmas Mags that day. At nine o'clock
the doctor said be wes delirious.

Another Chrietmas. Terry Donovan is in his
own home. Mary, Lis wife, is trying to hEoerauade
their ohildren that it is bed timg. Lit_th ary, the
eldest runs over tc a helpless cripple sitting by the
fire, whose feet and hands it was said had been frost-
bitten and had to be ramoved to save his life. She
wants to hear just once the story of the priest
whose picture ig on_the wall. Then Jamesy tells
the story of Father Philip as wo have told part of
it. Put he did not forget to remind the children
that Father Philip's firat deed in Mill Creek was to
visit the siok and that his every act was of the same
kind, but most of all the last one when he bad given
up his life for the weakest of his flock, ¢ And now
Lnoel down and &ay & prayer for his rest, and then

go to bed.,” And it was 80
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Legends of the Holy Infancy.

Oh to have dwelt in Bethlehem

Whea the Star of the Lord shons bright

To have sheltered the Holy wacderers

On that blezsed Christmas night ;

To bave kissed the tender wayworn fest of the Afother
uodefiled

And with reverent wonder and deep delight

To bave tended the Holy Child.
—ADELAIDE PROCTER,

¢ Of the two I would rather have to maintain that we
ought to begin with believing averything that is offered to
our acceptance, than that it is onr duty to doabt of every-
thing, —CARDINAL NXWMAN,

Bethlehem, the birth-place of Oar Lord,is rich in
some of the most beautifal idylls of the Old Testa-
ment. It is redolent of the legends of the Talmud.
Here was the sceno of the death of Rachel; bere
the story of Ruth, the Moabitish damsel ; here too
the place where Samuel found the younng shepherd
David, the first King of Israel; hera also it was
that Abrabsm received the angels nnaware; it was
of tho clay of this vale that Adam was formed, and
hero he dwelt after tho Angel of Paradise with
flaming sword drove bim forth from the Garden of
Eden. Here the Hebrew spies, Joshua an