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Never shall the music cease
Of that “Gloria" celestial,

And “good tidings'' ot God's peace.
We are listening in the silence

Of this holy Christmas night,

For the joyful strain, “Adeste!"

Come, adore the “Light of Light !"

Blessed Virgin Mother ! lead us
By thy star-like radance mild,
f'o the holy contemplation
Of our God, a little child,
We are kneeling at the Altar,
Jesus veiled, we now behold,
Infant-like and still as lowly

As in Bethlehem of old.

“Prince of peace," and *King of Angels"
Bahe, “Immanuel,”’ thou art!
May we taste the hidden sweetness
Of Thy meek and humble heart ?
May we echo angel-voices,
Singing gladly for Thy birth?
And receive the Christmas blessings
Of “‘great joy'' and “peace on carth."
Enfant de Marie,
St. Clare's,
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For the Sake of JHonor.

(A Christmas Storyette) Adopted from the German.

J. WiLuiam

CHAPTER L.
1t was Christmas Eve. The steelgrey
were filled with heavy, thick
snow-clouds, and the dark shadows of
the night had already begun to creep
around the lone western hills that bor-
dered the quaint German city that lay
in the lap of the silent valley, with the
light of the moon full upon her peaceful
face. ‘The hours were getting late and
yet the Christmas market was still the
self-same scene of activity,

The many small hooths were lit up
by gorgeous colored lights and lanterns,
and round the various Christimas trees
stationed here and there groups of shive
ering children were standing—their poor
little hearts give with expectation and
happiness.

Just then an old man, whose gait be-
spoke that of a soldier, was seen walk-
ing in the directioa of the market-place,
His coat buttoned tightly below
his chin and his cap was pressed down
over his forehsad. At his side walked a
woman in deep mourning, with a sweet,
sad face. When he beheld those little
freezing forms of the children lined up
before the heautiful Christmas trees he
stood still for a moment, murmured a
few words and then drew nearer with
the strange woman in black.

“ Had these done it," he said softly,
4 these poor children of the street, who
have no bringing up, no home where
they can see the good example daily be-
fore their eves, then—

« Father, let us eo hack to thé hotel™
interrupted the woman, in soft, pleading
tonoas,

“Is poverty hateful to you, my child?"
asked the old man, somewhat sternly.
“Do vou not know that in the hearts of
the common people lies the pride, the
honor, . the . hope, the ambition of the
fatherland ! Who knows, hut that

heavens

was

amongst these very boys, there may not
be perhaps, a

son of that unfortunate
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man, who suffers for the sin of your
only child and my grandson,"

The woman trembled visibly and the
tears crept into her eyes.  The old man
took mo notice of her, and left her for a
few moments, while he made some pur+
chases at the wvarious booths, and dis-
tributed little Christmas gifts to the
poor, frozen children, standing there so
bescechingly,  Their voices rang a joy-
ful gratitude, in clear, liguid notes, that
could mnot but help pierce the hardest
heart. The old man was happy, and
over his wrinkled noble face, there stole
a smile.  Quickly he turned, and taking
the arm of the woman in black in his
own, he disappeared into the darkness,

CHAPTER II.

A poor woman was wandering aimless-
1y through the Christmas market. Her
shoulders were covered with a thin shawl
and on her head she carried an old cap.
Upon her troubled face were imprinted
deep lines of suffering. It bore such a
pale,'sad look. Was it, perhaps, that
the flakes of snow had whitened her dark
black hair and thus intensified the pale-
ness of her face, or had want, despair or
misfortune dimmed the roses in her cheek
—for surely the woman could not have
been ;much over thirty ?  No, there were
no snowflakes; they were only thin,
whnite, silver threads that want and de-
spair had woven through her dark hair
prematurely. Ah! this poor woman
was unhappy. On her face was written
the tale of her life, She was another
creature of circumstances, and the surg-
ing crowds of people took no notice of
her, as they pushed her aside in their
mad endeavor to get away—away to
their homes to celebrate, in their cher-
ished circles, the festivities of a Christ-
mas Eve, when kindness is indulged in

* almost too freely at home and it takes

only an atom of it to bring joy to a
longing, desolate heart, that has tasted
life's bitter cup of gall and knows no
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pain, save the pang of want and suffer-
ing.

It was a sad story filled with tender
pathos, that had added the look of many
vears to this womanly lace, and hurled
her from an attitude of peace, nto a
very hell of misery. She had heen bless-
ed with a good husband, and they were
very happy.  Ehrlich himsell had a po-
sition on the railroad, as nightwatchman
at the switch, that yielded him a small
salary, but Mrs. Ehrlich was an indus-
trious ‘woman, and often sewed until
late after midnight, and thus increased
the income, that helped to feed the hun-
gry mouths of her three children, Then
misfortune—black as a starless night—
entered the happy home and with one
stroke destroved the joy and the hope of
five loving hearts.

Ehrlich was an honorable man, much
devoted to the post of duty. It happen-
ed one night—it was quite late and the
sky was dark—that on his -way down
the track he came upon a lot of boys
who thought it great fun to derail the
midnight train, which was going to pass
through shortly. One of them, the
strongest and most daring in the crowd
had taken it upon himsell to do the das-
tardly act, and had placed a number of
large boulders on the the track. They
had not seen the switchman creeping up,
who now stood before them, his large,
night lantern full upon their faces. He
called the rascals by name, as they made
for the darknes: They were the sons
of the city's most aristocratic families.

Ehrlich had barely time to clear the
track. The on-coming midnight train
had sighalled.” The last stone had roll-
«d down into the ditch, and Ehrlich
stood there, lis face turned!to the inky
heavens above him, panting for breath,
when the train rushed past with light-
ning rapidity, amid the sounds of wheels,
the creaking of timbers and the tender
prayer that came in interruptions from
his trembling lps.

How many lives owe their gratitude
to the watchfulness and devotedness of
such a man as this! Was it not his
duty then to bring these rascals to the
bars of justice, or was he to overlook
the matter, since the evil-doers bore the
names of aristocracy and belonged to
well-to<do  families ? No; the law

would punish them, and make better
boys out of them, and they would never
resort to such a dastardly act again.
Ehrlich thus bronght® the case to the
lawyers, and the investigation began,
He brought mno accusation without a
proof, and yet the guilty ones lied mali-
ciously, It was a sad state ol alfairs,
and the whole city seemed to be rising in
open rebellion,  “Yet, sadder of all, it
seemed to some, was the fact that the
ring leader in the band was no other
than the grandson of the good and high-
ly respected General Von Rautenschwert,
The affair had to be settled in some
way. It would never do to find young
Rautenschwert guilty and blast his fu-
ture career, and his friends thus exerted
every possible means, and left no stone
unturned to accomplish this. The law,
however, had to be appeased in some
way. Now then it might take the de-
voted switchman as an offering of expia-
tion. How, after all, thought some did
that fool of a switchman dare to place a
descendent of Von Rautenschwert on the
same footing with any other ordinary
mortal > The remedy presented itself—
the prisoners were honorably acquitted
by the judge, who, by the way, was a
close friend of the old general's, and the
poor switchman was accused of having
sworn falsely, and of having maligned the
characters of these voung aristocrats.
The unfortunate man was torn away
from his wife and children, accused, ex-
amined and sent for trial before the
high court. Pale and unswerving in his
protest of innocence, in the witness box,
sat Ehrlich, the doomed man. Slowly
his eyes moved aronnd the large court
room, until they rested upon the group
ol young scoundrels, who sat there star-
ing at him, as il they were his judges.
Young.Von Rautenschwert alone was as
pale as death, and did not dare to lift
his eyes. He was alfraid that a glance
at the innocent man in the box might
bring him to his senses.  Old General
Von Rautenschwert was very ill «t this
time and his physicians thought it best
not to mention his grandson's shameful
deed to him. He, therefore, knew noth-
ing of what was going on, and he lay on
his sick bed, cut off from all intercourse
with the outside world. ki
Ehrlich stuck to his story, that he had
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seen young Von Rautenschwert pile the
stones on the track, and when the judge
charged the young culprit with his sen-
tence, he denied it vehemently. In this
he was joined by his other companions.

Ehrlich was found guilty of delamation
of character,and so the judge sentenced
him to prison for three years, and thus
the poor switchman was sent to prison
because he was true to his post of duty,
‘That greedy monster, money, had enters
ed the court room and influenced the
jury. The judge, also, in addressing the
jury, spoke stro against the prison-
er. And now, fond reader, you know
the meaning of those silver threads in
that woman's hair—and, do vou
know, they scem to ask G d, in silent
voice, why He should give the rich the
great people of the carth-- so  much
power.

When Ehrlich went to prison, Lis
was sick in bed.  She had to work
her three children, but, alas! she
too weak to do much, and finally, piece
by piece, her furniture drifted away to
provide food  for her starving darlings.
Darker and darker grew the night in the
hearts of the unhappy ones. Mrs. Ehr-
lich hated the men, who had stolen her
husband from her and had brought the
shadow of shame and disgrace upon her
inmocent children, Six months had el-
apsed, and in the eyes of the public, Ehr-
lich was still looked upon as a guilty
man, fully deserving of the punishment
meted out to him,

Mrs. Ehrlich could not stand it any
longer. The very city and its people
were distasteful to her. In a distant
city K—— she had a dear relative, a
poor old woman, who was getting too
weak to fight life's daily battle, and
thither she went with her little family,
The dear old lady took charge of the
three children, and Mrs. Fhrlich went to
the workshop to toil for the bitter crust
of bread. They lived there together, in
circumstances which we can well imag-
ine, but, notwithstanding, they were hap-
py, now that they were far away from
everything and everyhody that could pos-
sibly remind them of that sad chapter in
their life-history.

Chapter III.
We left Mrs. Ehrlich at the Christmas

poor

wile
for
was
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market., It is true her income was
small, but her mother-heart got the bet-
ter of her and, thus, she was out on this
particular evening, purchasing a  few
trifles for her children, that they, too,
might know the happiness, of this festal
season. The poorly dressed woman felt
nothing of the cold, the thoughts ol how
her little ones would be delighted brought
into her troubled heart the hirst  warm
leeling of joy since that terrible day  of
mislortune. In  her happiness  her
thoughts stole to Him, whose birth all
nations were celebrating,and she thought
of how e had taken the poor and the
weary into the treasure chamber ol His
solte
the
lights of faith, hope and resignation, —
kindled, no doubt, by some sweet ang 4
of the Most High, =

Night after night she had toiled in the
workshop, in order to lay aside a little
“pin'’ money for the Christmas season—
and, now, she had finished her purchases.
The salesman handed her a few candles
for the Christmmas tree under her arm,
They were nearly burned up, but what of
that ! And gladly she went away, lor
the bundles under her arms contained
something for  everybody.,  Even Dor-
the, the trusty old woman, was not lors
gotten,

I wonder, if at this moment, Mrs. Iohre
lich thought of her poor, wretched
band, whose heart longed for his dear
ones 7 Who can doubt it 2 Was he not
her first and last thought, the burden of
all her prayegrs and her dreams—her sil=
ent in her working hours ?
Even now, she pressed back a lew tears
and stifled the heavy pain in the depths
of her soul.  No, she would never murs
mur and complain again, but, placing
her trust in
tiently the cross, which weighed so heavs
ilv upon her shoulders. She sent her
husband a greeting  of love and prayed
that God might, on this festal evening,
permit one bright ray of happiness to
steal into his gloomy cell.

When Mrs. Ehrlich came home, she
found, to her great surprise, that the
little ones were still awake, waiting and
listening with open ears to a sweet
story that dear old Dorthe, I am sure,
had told them fully the hundredth time,

)

own heart, and her spirits became
ened, and, in her soul, there shone

hus-

companion

God, she would bear pa-
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Little George ran into his mother's
arms and surprised her, when he repeat-
ed a little verse of four lines, which he
had learned f{rom one of the neighbor’s
children, It sang the praises of Christ-
mas cheer and when he finished, his mo-
ther said, laughingly,"Yes, children, you
shall also have a taste of Christmas.
Your father, who, as yet, cannot be with
you, I am sure, told the dear Christ-
child how obedient and good you all have
been, and kindly asked Him to bring you
a few beautiful gifts. On my way from
the city, I met Santa Claus, and he pro-
mised me that he would pay you a visit
before long. Go, therefore, with dear
old Dorthe, into the other room, and
close the door and wait till he comes.”

“Oh! I am so anxious to see the
Christ-Child,”" said little Fritz, thought-
fully. “Is she dressed in white, mother?’)

“Yes, and he is covered all over with
silver stars, which, however, turn black
when little children want to see him."”

“Will he also go and see my dear fath-
er " inquired the little one further.

*'Certainly, child ; but go into the oth-
er room, and the sooner he will be able
to reach your father.”

The mother's last sentence had  the
desired eflect, and willingly he followed
old Dorthe into the small, open room
which was quite cold. The door closed
softly and the little ones crawled into
their beds so as to keep warm, and to-
gether they waited for the coming of the
Christ-Child, whose glory was to dawn
upon them for the first time.

"Mrs. Ehrlich was busy with the Christ-
mas tree. She hurried to get every-
thing in readiness, so that the children
would not have to wait too long in the
ice cold room. Kverything was ready
now ; the candles flickered softly upon
the small, cheery Christmas tree, ablaze
with golden tinsel and light, and sudden-
Iy the woman clapped her hands three
times. The door opened wide, and out
dashed the childeen, their innocent little
faces filled with a look of astonishment.
Poor old Dorthe wept tears of joy.

The children were soon in their element
and the cadence of their happy, mellow
voices filled the room with tender music.
The sounds of their rollicking laughter
could be heard out in the open street.
In fact, the little ones were so excited,

that they did not sce the door open
slightly, It was only a moment — and
there on the threshold stood the Christ-
Child and the Virgin, typified by the
Germans'at their Christmas: celebrations.
Both were arrayed in garbs of spotless
white, and looked pictures of lovliness,
as they dropped a well sized package in-
to the hands of the little ones. Then the
Christ-Child smiled tenderly, and raising
his finger, blessed them all with the sign
of the eross.  Then the door opened and
the sweet apparitions in white passed out
into the night,

CHAPTER 1V,

Before we proceed with the story,come
with me, reader, into one of the most
palatial hotels of the city K——, There
in a large, lit-up room, we see the sol-
dier-like old man, with a white beard,
and the strange woman in black, whose
acquaintance we made on the Christmas
market. Several large packages, and a
basket filled to the brim, spoke to us of
Christmas cheer, and yet, the expres-
sions on both their faces did not har-
monize with the appearance of that
beautifully decorated room. The woman,
who was very handsome, had tearful
eyes and sighed deeply, and the old man
was walking up and down the room,
muttering inaudible,half-sounding words.

Presently he pulled a chair to the table
aud sat down impatiently. I will not
leave the city until I have found them,”
he said, angrily, ‘“Upon my honor, I
swear it, Tlonor !  How dare I use
this word, now that my name, my coat-
of-arms, have been sullied by a low,mean
scamp, who—-"

“Father I pleaded the woman, ex-
tending her folded hands beseechingly.

“Now, surely, you don't mean to say,
Lucille, that I am lying. That child
was not raised properly—and he is not
to blame for it, after all," murmured the
old man.

Lucille bowed her head. The weight
of this painful accusation was too much
for her.

“If my son were living,” he cried out,
painfully—‘but it is good that he is
dead—perhaps, he too, in his pride,
would not have followed the right path,
for he also did not seem to respect the
honor of a poor man, I declare that e
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sense of honor and a good reputation are
cherished treasures in the hearts of the
lowly, and that it would be a mortal
sin and a grievous one, for any man to
rob them ol this only unsullied possess
sion. “Listen, Lucille, to what 1 am
going to say. “1 was eighteen years
old, when 1 was doing military duty at
Leipzig. Two ol the horses 1 had been
riding had already been shot to pieces.
The third alse fell a prey to the deadly
Bullet, and I came near being massacred
mysell, had not one of my men, a young
private Hussar, the only son of a poor
laborer, thrown himsell in front ol me
to ward off the deadly blows: His
whole body was literally covered with
hlood, and yet he fought on in the very
jaws of death. Alter the war, I hunted
up Funk, for this was the poor lad's
name, and offered him a handsome sum
af money as a token of my gratitude.

We rich people, you know, think that
money is a very god, and that it will
buy c\'crything. Poor Funk, however,
refused the money, saying : ‘Can a life
such as yvours, Lieutenant, be paid with
money ? Did I do more than my duty
in saving your lile from an inevitable
death ?  This glorious feeling, of only
having done my duty,is all,dear licuten-
ant, that I desire for my reward.'! This
was all he said to me, and yet those few
sentences have given me food for thought
all the days of my life. And now, I ask
you, Lucille, do you not think that that
poor soul had the right conception of
true honor? “Yes! yes !" he went on,
“within that humble breast burned the
fires of true honor. e did not sacris
fice the call of duty to his inner feelings,
and that poor switchman in prison can
also feel proud of it. e also did his
duty and suffers now for it. 0, great
God! why was it ordained that 1 should
just then have been sick, and shut off
from the outside world, when my name
was dragged through the courts, and
thas sullied with a pack of lies and a

sham mockery of justice, in order to
save the hoy. Iad this sickness not
stricken me down, I would have gone

there myself and preached to those wily
men, their duties and their respect for
the law, which they scemed to have for-
gotten. 1 would have elicited the truth
from the boy's lips, as he told it to me
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later, and the prison would have become
for him a temple, and not the horrible
place of denunciation it is now. O shame
on such as these !  Acquitted on a first
charge, poor Ehrlich was tried on a sec-
ond, convicted and sentenced—an offering
to the law for my grandson, your son,
Lucille.”

The old man, the father-in-law of the
woman in black, who was no other than
General Von Rautenschwert, buried his
wrinkled face in his hands and wept bit-
terly. He was a soldier of the old school
—an upright, noble character, with a
sense of strong military honor in his
make-up. He was determined to free
the innocent switchman and punish his
grand-son, and it took much persuasion
on the part of the boy's mother, that he
did not carry his plan into effect:

The old general, however, could not
content himself with the thought that
the unhappy prisoner was being robbed
of so many days of freedom and happi-
ness. He inquired after his family and
learned that they were living, in poor
circumstances, in some part of the city.

in as few words as possible, he asked
Lucille to dress, and together they left
the hotel to look up the Ehrlichs. They
had searched many hours in vain, and
now, again, they returned to the hotel,
and awaited a message from police head-
quarters.

At last, the policeman came with the
news that he had found the family in
question, and that he, himself, would
lead them to the place, as the streets in
that part of the city were fairly seething
with crime.

«pardon me," interrupted the General,
“I do not need an escort ; why, it would
be disgraceful of me. I am not afraid.”
Then he dropped some money in the out-
stretched hands of the policeman, saying
“Here, pay the cabman outside and give
him directions where to take us to, and
here, take this for your trouble,” he con-
cluded cheerfully, as he handed him a
bill.

In a few minutes they were on their
way and the little coupe was fairly well
packed with its two occupants, baskets
and packages, and soon they halted be-
fore an old rickety house that stood
hack several yards from the street.

Together they walked up the narrow




THE CARMELITE REVIEW,

path, with the cabman in the rear, car-
rying the packages and baskets and
suddenly halted. The light was shining
through the wuncurtained windows, and
there they stood, gazing upon that ani-
mated, happy scene of Christmas cheer
within, while their eyes were wet with
tears, and in their hearts there glowed
the first genuine feelings of happiness in
many years,
CHAPTER V.

The jollifications of the children came
to a sudden stop. All eyes were rivet-
ed on the strange picture of a man and
woman in the doorway. None dared
to speak, except little Georgie, who ran
to his mother and asked somewhat ner-
vously, “Is that the neighbor's  hired
man ?'"' as he saw the cabman coming
up the steps. The General took the
packages from his arms, and entered the
room with the woman in black,

“You are Mrs. Elrlich—the wile of the
imprisoned switch-keeper 2 asked  the
General mildly, as  he faced Mrs, Ehre
lich,

“That is who I am, sir,
ed soltly,

“Since vour hushand is away in pris-
on,” began the old man in a choked
voice, “he is thus not able to care for
his own, and it is, therefore, the duty of
mankind, and especially at such a time,
to fulfill such duties as far as possible.
Give me your hand, dear woman, and
tell me whether yvou hate the young man
who brought these clouds ol suffering
upon yourselves ?"

The woman turned slightly and buried
her face in her hands, and almost  sud-
denly a ray of light pierced her soul.

“No, I do not curse the unhappy one,”
she said slowly, “although I little feel
desgirous of blessing him. I cannot, dare
not, hate the young grandson of General
Von Rautenschwert, though he was the
primary cause of all our unhappiness,and
heaped upon my innocent children the
darkened shadows of disgrace. What
would my father—poor Funk—think were
1 not to forgive the grandson of his be-
loved general ™

“Funk, my brave Funk, was he your
father ?" cried out the General, almost
distractedly, as he grabbed the woman's
hands and shook nervously, his upturn-

"

she answer-
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ed eyes gazing almost wildly at the poor
woman in front of him. Then he bowed
his gray head ; a large tear rolled down
ms cheek and the room was so silent one
almost thought one heard it fall. Then he
lifted his head and his trembling lips
and whispered: “Thus,then, has the Von
Rautenschwert family thanked thee for
saving my life, poor, brave Funk, and to
think that your only daughter should
have suffered this much. 0, God! 1
liave not deserved this penalty !

The woman in black turned slightly,
and rushed into the rough arms of Mrs,
Ehrlich, and planted a kiss upon  her
cheeks before she could prevent it, and
said in a voice choked in tears » “Thank
you, my dear woman, for pardoning my
unhappy son. Beg of vour husband,also
some day to pardon him. Oh, his fu-
ture lies before him, like a large, cold
waste of darkness and misery, and he is
yet so young.'

“I promise you, good woman,” answer-
ed Mrs, Ehrlich, much agitated and in
tears,

The General stooped to kiss the child-
ren, and planted gold picces into  their
tiny hands, and Lucille also cheerfully
followed his example.  Then he took Mrs
Ehrlich's hand in his own, and said :—
“God always permits the sun to shine
after the storm, and so you, good wo-
man—daughter of my trusty Funk, who
saved my life at Leipzig—may hope for
a new happiness alter years of suffering.
Put your trust in God and He will loos-
en the chains of despair, that bind you
fast, and turn all your sorrows inte
blessings that will light up your future
path with gleams of Joy and happiness.”

Again he pressed her hand, and in an
instant they were gone—the old General
and Lucille, who had found in this hum-
ble dwelling, true honor and the precious
pearl of lofty womanhood. *

We can hardly imagine the joy of that
mother-heart, upon opening the many
packages that the gracious visitors had
left. Enough to say that the children's
voices sounded louder and gladder than
before and that their little hearts beat
their pit-a-pat swilter than ever.

General Von Rautenschwert took Lu-
cille's hand in his own when they were

out in the open air again, and said : “I
am proud of you, after all, my dear,and
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you have honored yourself, Onh! T am
so happy and I seem to hear angels voice
es on the night winds singing their
Christmas songs of peace and good will
to men."

“Then make me happy also,” cried out
the distracted Lucille, “Pardon my
poor Max, my poor boy !"

“If my plans s Lucille, T will,
Prayv to God this happy Christmas night
that Ile 11is angel == the
messengers of 1 uls in distresse=
and all may yet come right,

CHAPTER VI,

ceeed,

mayv send e

Christmsas Day was over, General
Von Rautenschwert, his breast decorated
marks ol
regalia in

with crosses and other
rode in full military the direcs
tion of the castle, and what passed bes
tween the prince himself in  that
half hour spent in the audience chamber
no one knew, When he left the castle
his face lit up with a smile and huried-
ly he pushed a paper into his pocket,

honor,

and

The General was in good spirits when
he returned to the hotel, Joyiully he
embraced Lucille, and handed her the
strange document., ‘The woman read its
contents and almost fainted.

“Would you care to go with me to the
prisoner "' asked the General softly.
“ But, no,” he interrupted quickly, “1
have a plan and it must be carried out.
Will you help me, Taucille 2"

A soft, sweet smile crept into the wo-
man's face, as she answered, taking his
hand into her own : “Yes, with all my
heart. Cannot God also reconcile you
snd my boy—my Max 7"

“I  will see, Lucille, answered he,
thoughtfully, “The first bright ray of
hope is shining. But, now, let us come
to the plan I propose. T will go for the
prisoner, and vou Taucille, can make
arrangements with the Ehrlich family,
and leave at once with them for our
villa, Hohenfels, at I,—, where we leit
Max." .
_ “Certainly, and lastly, T will go with
you to the Ehrlich home, so as to make
a good impression on them all."

“But, won't you have dinner first,
father ?"

WYes, dear ! Though I hardly have the
time. I have to be at the depot very
soon."

R P e —
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He pushed the electric button and ask-
ed the waiter to bring him a warm lunch
and a railway time table. .In a lew more
minutes the old General was dressed and
his grip was packed.

“We dare not deprive Ehrlich of a
minute of freedom,” sail Von Rautene
schwert, earnestly. *It wonld be an
injustice, Ah, I see, the first train pulls
out in an hour.”

Lucille, in the meantime, was smiling
pleasantly, and the old man noticed her
with a look of satisfaction, Up to
she could not underst why this poor
man— this humble s hman — should
have usurped such ominent place in

1OW,

the General's afle s, but, now, she
experienced a | t awakening, and
with feelings pect and love, she

looked upon the gray haived man in front
of her, who was holding up to her gaze,
the unsullied flag of true honor. The
phantom of her prejudice had disappears
ed, and now, she considered it almost a
privilege to be permitted to travel with
an honorable family of the common peo-
ple.

We can hardly imagine the surprise of
that poor family at being again favored
with a visit from the Von Rautensch-
werts, but it reached its climax, when
fifteen minutes later, were being
hustled down the streets in closed cabs
to the depot,

What did all this mean ? Dorthe alone
stayed at home, and told everybody that
passed by and wondered, that the old
General owed his life to a noble action
of Mrs. Ehrlich’s father, and that he had
now come back to shower his gratitude
upon his daughter.

At the station all was bustle and ex-
citement. A few shrill whistles screech-
od their strange, penetrating sounds in
the air, and out pulled the engine with a

they

long train of cars. The General had
chartered a special car for Lucille and
the Ehrlich family, and he, himself, ac-
companied them part of the way.

To Mrs. Ehrlich the -whole thing

seemed a dream. 1 wonder if she caught
a glimpse of the awakening ?

At the second station, Tucille and the
Ehrlichs changed cars, while the General
went on to the next city. A coachman,
in livery, was in waiting to drive them
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to Hohenlels—the beautiful villa of the
Yon Rautenschwerts, '

Ah ! little did Mrs, Ehrlich dream of
the final denouement that was to take
place there,

CHAPTER VIT,

Alout a mile from the city Z——, lay
a large, gloomy, heavy-looking building,
with small, iron-barred windows, Iligh
avalls surrounded it on all sides. Tt was
the prison, the terrible punishment seat
for all evil-doers,

A chill crept down General Von Raute
enschwert's back, as he closed the large
iron doors, that seemed to shut him ont
from the whole world. e gave the
turnkey his name, and handed him the
petition of pardon, signed by the Prince,

¢ ¥Ehrlich—free ! shouted the turnkey
gladly, “Thank God ! dear General !
this is really the sort of a Christmas gift
1 would desire, Poor man! he olten
moved my heart to pity.” Iven the
turn-key, whose nature was hardened by
the very oflice he oceupied, felt  and
knew the deep and bitter injustice that
had lallen upon this poor, unfortunate
man,

The General went with him into  the
cell and gladly the turnkey announced
to the poor man, his freedom, “The
Christ-King,”
vou, my dear Ehrlich. THe brings you
freedom through his messenger— General
YVon Rautenschwert."

The prisoner's face was pale and full
of bitter anguish. He looked, nay star-
ed at  both men in front of him, and on-
1y the name of Von Rautenschwert seem-
ed to move him.

“Yon Rautenschwert ! gasped Ehr-
lich, as his face suddenly lit up, “So,
then, he lhas confessed his guilt ! All
stain is then removed from my honor,
and my good name ?"

The turnkey wanted to open the doors
but the General whispered into his ear—
“Please let me have a few minutes with
him alone.” :

Then the turnkey ‘turned and the two
men were alone in the gloomy, black cell.

My dear Ehrlich ! began the old
General, in trembling voice, “my grand-
son has done you a great injustice, for
which God has given him great torture
of mind, He confessed the whole thing

X .
he said, “has come to

to me and T went to the Prince, and left
the matter in his hands, I demanded
justice, for 1 had as high a conception of
your honor as my own., The Prince has
given vou vyour freedom, and also the
right to demand the punishment of my
grandson.  Whatever you desire, be it
tor better or for worse, I shall only bow
my head to the law, that recognizes no
distinction between rich and poor.”

The pale face of Ehrlich clearly reveals
ed the battle of thought, that was wag-
ing within his brain, IHe looked into
the honest face of the old man, who had
centred all his pride in this only grand-
son, who, at best, had been only a reck-
less, dare devil vouth, unmindiul of all
impending results of his actions. The
past carcer of the General, the honest,
gray, old head—was he, with a single
word, to stain them with the shadows
of disgrace ?

The battle was over. Y¥hrlich pressed
the General’s hand, and said, in a voice
yuivering with emotion : “No ! no ! it is
enough,  No heart shall ever, on my ac-
count, be forced to el the agony, the
remorse, the awful suffering that I have
experienced in this cell.  No, dear Gen-
eral | vour grandson shall be free—free
to breathe God's pure, fresh air for many
years, T hope."”

“Thank you, my friend," interrupted
the old man. “You have redeemed the
future of that boy, and he will never for«
get it. But let us hurry away from
these hateful buildings, out into the anx-
ious world, that the air of freedom’ may
instil irto you new vigor, new life."”

“Just another word, dear General, be-
fore 1 leave this cell forever,” pleaded
Ehrlich, “do not think unkindly of me,
then, for having brought those young-
sters to justice without having heeded
vour rank and position and the living
story of those honorable gray hairs that
crown your head.”

“Think unkindly of you! interrupted
he, ““and only because you, too, have
done your duty. I thought you had a
better opinion of an old soldier.  Were
you not one yourself?”" ‘Ves, Gen-
eral.”

““Then you will know that T would see
my son shot to pieces if he had been
acting dishonorably at his post of duty.”

General Von Rautenschwert lovingly
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clapped Ehrlich on the shoulder and add-
ed, in a suppressed tone of voice, * but
the boy is no soldier, and thus we have
to overlook many things. But, come !
let's away !"

When Ehrlich again appeared in his ci-
vilian clothes tears rolled down his thin
cheeks, and now, for the first time, he
felt the alps of disgrace crumbling to
pieces, In hall an hour, the two men
sat, side by side, and the train was lead-
ing them both into a new happiness.
YVon Rautenschwert was a new man and
spoke with great animation,

The sight of the lonely prison left Thr-
lich like a bad, hateful dream, and, in the
light of the strong man by his side, he
felt that the terrible and awful weight
of the past was being suddenly lifted
from him, and he thanked God inwardly
for it.

CHAPTER VIIL

The evening had already set in.  Out-
side the snow was falling, and the stars
were shining in all their brightness from
the clear heavens,

While the large saloon of the Hohenfels
was ringing with the langhter of merry
children, and Mrs. Ehrlich and several
other women were husy in the dining
room, in one of the small rooms up-
stairs sat Max Von Rautenschwert,
gloomy and alone. A number of hooks
and manuscripts lay in hont of him,
Presently  the music of the little ones’
voices stole into his room. A heavy sigh
escaped from his lips, and hurriedly he
buried his face in his trembling hands.
For the first time in his life he had not
experienced the delights of the Yule-tide
season. Christmas Eve had been for
him, an awful mockery, one of the dark-
est and dreariest nights., Not even his
mother and grandfather had thought of
him.

“But I deserve all this,” he murmured,
as tears flowed from his eves. “"How can
I enjoy myself in the bright light of a
Christmas feast, while one poor man,
who suffers for my crime, curses me,
No ! no!" he continued, almost distrac-
tedly, *‘the thought of it will vet drive
me mad. Much rather would I sit be-
hind prison walls, than here in my soli-
tude, where the face of this wronged
man continually haunts me. When grand-
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father returns, I will tell him—=I want
peace of mind, and that I—"

A carriage rolled up to the gates of
the spacious German villa. “Ah, it is
likely he, who comes,” continued Max,
softly, “Perhaps mother has already
arrived ! But it seems strange that 1
should not have heard of their coming.
No!no! O God! I must be dreaming
He listened almost breathlessly, and
then walked to his window facing the sa-
loon. There all the windows were bright.
with light. He saw two beautiful
Cliristmas trees, and the more he looked
the stranger appeared the happy faces,
in that magnificent room. Poor Max
was nearly at his wit's end—for he saw
his mother.

“They are celebrating Christmas," he
muttered. “Oh, mother, how canst
thou enjov thyself, when thou knowest
that thy son weeps ana suffers bitter an-
gruish.”

When  the General arrived with his
precious charge, he marched him salely
into his owo room, whereupon he him-
sell went down stairs into the spacious
drawing room of the Hohenfels, He ask-
ed everybody to retire, save Lucille Mrs,
Ehrlich and her children,

Leading Mrs. Ehrlich and her children
between the two large Christmas trees,
the General asked, in trembling tones :
“Do vou not think of a greater happiness
than this—of a greater Christmas gilt?"

Oh dear, General ! " interrupted Nrs,
Ehrlich, ** How dare 1 presuine to think
of that one great happiness I long for?"

“ You dare," answered the old gentles
man as he quickly left the room. 1In a
moment he returned with Mr. Khrlich at
his side. “Father ! dear father ! cried
little Fritz, as he ran into Ehrlich's open
arms, Mrs. Ehrlich turned pale as
death and would have fallen to the floor
had not Lucille's arm cancht her. Slow-
1y she raised her into Ehrlich's embrace
and then, with tearful eves, followed the
form of the dear old General as he left
the room.

She knew whither he went. Her heart
beat so strongly, as if it might bhe rent
asunder at almost any minute.

The General had entered his grandson's
room and stood speechless, and for the
first time in many months stretched out
his old trembling hands to him.

e e e
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Max pressed the fatherly hand that
had done him much service in his day,
and then pressed it to his lips as he sob-
bed out : ** Dear grandiather, 1 have one
favor to ask of you—" “What is it ? "
asked the general. ** The feeling of my
guilt nearly drives me mad,” he answer-
ed. 1 cannot stand it any longer that
an innocent man suffers and bears the
weight  of punishment that should be
mine.  Set the man free ! 1 will gladly
sufier in the eyes of the world the pen-
alty meted out to him."

The eyes of the old General grew solt
with a sudden outburst of light. A
sweet smile crept into his face, and, in
his  happiness, he pressed Max to his
heart. ' Now again you have a right to
my name,” he said, with deep fegling.
* God be thanked for having brought
vou back to me. Obey me hereafter, my
boy."

They both clasped hands and together
made their way to the drawing-room.

“ My son ! my dear Max ! " cried out
the over-joyous mother, as she extended
her arms to embrace him. But he push-
ed her aside—his eyes fastened, like in a
dream, upon the expressive face of the
switchman, who rose and said in path-
etic tones : ** My poor young man, I see
that you, too, have suffered and attoned
enough, although you did not carry the
stripes. I am now a free man, and for-
give vou heartily. The dear general has
made amplo restitution, and il my old
father-in-law once tried to save him
from death, then, surely 1 dare also
make this sacrifice for the sake of hon-
or.* Max shook hands with Ehrlich,
‘Then he kissed Lucille—his mother—and
both wept grateful tears. Poor boy!
e could not utter a single word, but
the silent  joy that stifled forever the
last pangs of pain and deep unrest with:
in his breast and the attention he paid
to the children of the now happy switch-
man—all told the general that time had
wrought great changes in one youthful
heart.

General Von Rantenschwert did hid
duty to the FEhrlich family. He ap-
pointed Ehrlich overseer of his heloved
Hohenfels, and thus the family lived
with him for many happy years. Max
and Ehrlich also became fast friends.

Dear reader, the last chapter is clos-
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ing, and il you should ever pass that
poor humble dwelling of the Ehrlich’s in
that distant German city by the sea,
you will read above the door, in letters’
of gold, the following lines of Christmas
cheer :
* Glory to God in the highest,
And on earth
Peace to men of good will !
Dear old General Von Rantenschwert,
himself had the token placed there. It
was a sign to the busy, anxious world
that an injustice had been done, but
that again “for the sake of honor” an
atonement had been made,

Ema—p————a——
Cbhristmas Morn.

"

J. William Fischer
O happy morn, so bright and fair,

With jeweled star-gleams in thy crown}
Come send thy angel-blessings down,
For hearts are weary and their prayer,

Expectant, glad, steals everywhere.

O happy morn ! the star so bright,
That lingers in thy fond embrace,
Is smiling on the earth’s lone face—
Wrapped in a darkness black as night—
With blinded eyes, that long for light,

O happy morn ! a wise-man gay

Is praying at your dewy feet ;

A watchword, low, he doth repeat
And, there, he waits the light of day,
While kneels the shepherd-star to pray,

O happy morn ! in bated breath,
All nature waits, with throbbing heart
Thy joyous dawn, which will impart
The promised hope, that love bringeth
To light the fields of Sin and Death.

O happy morn ! see, now appears

The light to bless a course well run—

"Tis Christ, the new-born King! the Sun
That lights the rocks of human fears
And dries, 0, world, thy sinful tears !

P —

Pleasure’s couch is virtue's grave,

The resolution to do that which s
wrong makes the first step to the stair-
way leading downward, and we find it

an easy footing afterward until we try
once more to climb,




Greeting From the Philippines.

The Union and Times is in receipt of a
document from the “Centro Catolico de
Filipinas,”” addressed to the Catholic
Press and all the Catholic faithful in the
United States of America.” The ciren-
lar follows, and should be read carelul-
ly by every student of the much-mooted
friar question :

GREETING.—The Centro Catolico de
Filipinas, in the name and in represenia-
tion of the Catholic peoples of the Philip-
pines who body and soul associate there-
with, has recently despatched to their
Lordships the Bishops of Pittsburg end
Grand Rapids, a telegram of thanks, as
a demonstration of heartfelt gratitule for
the enthusiasm and valor with which
their Lordships protested against the ¢x-
pulsion of the religious orders from the
Philippines.

Right well do we know that His Holi-
ness, Leo XIII by the grace of God, su-
preme Pontiff of the Church Militant ;
Mgr. Chapelle, the late Delegate Apos-
tolic of the Holy See; the Philippine
Episcopate, and by far the greater and
better part of our clergy and all the true
Catholic people of the Philippines, are
opposed to the proposed expulsion of the
religious corporations from TPhilippine
soil ; but to us it ‘'was most grateful to
know,by telegram of the 14th of the last
month,that the Catholic clergy and peo-
ple of Pennsylvania and Michigan had
publicly demonstrated the self-same sen-
timents.

We, therefore, consider it our duty to
give to our Catholic fathers and brethren
of the United States our most sincere
thanks and a lively congratulation for
their noble and just attitude in this quess
tion, which is ono of vital importance
for the people of the Philippines and we
earnestly appeal to all the prelates and
faithful of America for their aid and as-
sistance against taking step so transcens
dkntal for our rolicions and social future,

The Spanish religious who have been
the object of so much persecution,evan-
gelized our country, taught us the arts
of agriculture, industry and commerce ;
they inspired in us the love of the lib-
eral arts; they gave us an exquisite so-
cial and moral education, and sent vs

forth in the path of true progress and
civilization in a quiet, gentle manner.
The whole world is witness to the fact
that in three centuries we have passed
from a state of savagery to one of a cive
ilization, which is the cause of envy in
the breasts of all our Malay neighbors.

Its knowledge of this archipelago be«
ing recent and as yet incomplete, Amer=
ica, perhaps, has not yet formed a just
idea of the immense labor and the in-
numerable sacrifices which the religious
orders,of whose ministrations a certain
element would unjustly deprive us, have
undertaken and suffered for our welfare
and advancement. And apart from this,
they wou.d find it difficult to appreciate
these labors and sacrifices, on account of
the social and political crisis through
which this country has passed during
these last few years, and on account ol
the fact that our civilization being emi-
nently Catholic and accommodated to oun
especial idiosyncrasy, it possesses char-
acters but little visible, very modest and
better suited to demonstrate a social,
moral and interior progress, than a ma-
terial and industrial civilization.

Let America but examine carefully
our rich literature and history,and open
her eyes to the light of experience, and
she will see and realize the immense
service these religious orders have ren-
dered to us,and which they are called to
render in time to come to our country,
under any noble and just banner what-
ever that may shelter us.

One of the things most evident in this
our country, is that the improvements
the roadways, the bridges, the schools,
colleges and the universities ; the bar-
racks and fortresses,the seminaries and
charitable institutions; the books and
documents of arts and sciences, the im-
plements of labor and transport,the uten-
sils and tools of construction ; the pers
fection of the languages, the betterment
of customs and the foundation of culture;
in a word,all the vestiges of civilization
and progress bear the marks, the embel-
lishment and seal of the Spanish reli~
gious corporations.

Did there exist any colonial literature,
including that of Cuba, so abundant and
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select as ours,perhaps one might criticise
labor of our missionaries.  Were there
<olony in the world whose youth in equal
numbers and proportional degree, could
read,write, count,who knew the truths
of our holy religion, the rules ot good
manners and the principles ol courtesy as
do our Filipino youth, perchance
might call to account the direction and
lahor of our missionaries. Were there
to be found registered in the geographical
annals of the world a colony as cultured,
as religious, as rich, peaceful, obedient,
and as happy as were our beloved Fili-
pinos during the three centuries of Span-
ish dominion, peradventure one might
doubt the immense sacrilices of our
Spanish religions missionaries.

Moreover, why shall they be expeolled
from this country the ministers of the
Catholic Church, when there are ad-
mitted into the country those of all sects
of all beliefs and of all superstitions, of
all systems and ideals ? Why should the
Spaniards be excluded, secing that they
are naturally the only ones who civilized
and embellished our country? Why shall
the American constitution be undermined
and the Treaty of Paris be set at naught,
for all of these prohibit the expulsion of
any subject of any nation whatever with-
out some just cause and without the pre-
vious declaration of the legislative cham-
bers that such subjects and such institu-
tions arc inconvenient and detrimental
for the well being of the public order ?
What occasion,cause or pretext have our
Spanish Catholic priests given that such
unjust and unheard of measures should
be taken ?

Let our enemies point the finger of
justice at one single case, one single
scandal, one single crime committed by
any one of the members of the religious
orders during the four years of American
sovereignty and if any such case shall
be [found, if any individual shall have
committed any fault meriting his expul-
sion from the country,then let the pen-
alty fall on the guilty one, but in the
name of justice leave to us the remaind.
er who are innocent, in the natural en-
jovment of their rights.

And who are those who defame the re-
ligious,those Who shout for the expulsion
of these orders? They are Protestants,
they are sectm‘ﬂqps,they are Free Masons

one
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or memhbers of kindred societies con-
demned by our Holy Mother the Church;
they are impious persons, all of them tho
sworn encmies of the Church of God,and
of our faith. They are those who first
rebelled  against Spain and alterwards
against the United States,and those who
withour public sincerity or private con-
science make echo of ideals they do not
profess, and who spread abroad stories
of disorders which never existed, and
never will exist in the religious orders.
They are traitors to three flags and
adulators to three sovereignties against
which they plotted whilst they kissed the
feet of their governors. They are the in-
surgents against Spain and America,who
formerly lived by political and armed pil-
lage and who to-day,thanks to the inigui-
tous favoritism on the part of the one
and the villainous servility on the part
of the other, enjoy the benefits of mu-
nicipal and provincial salaries.  They
compose,in a word, a hungry crowd of
political factionists, engendered, suckled
and favored contrary to all justice by &
few politicians unworthy of the name of
Americans.

The direct aim of those who demand
the expulsion of the friars is double ;
First, they would throw off all bridle of
religion, remove all competent testimony
to certain inhumanities and scandalous
proceedings and facts.  And thus they
could commit all kinds of iniquities upon
this poor people, which, numbering some
cight millions| to-day,would in their hands
be reduced in ten years to a single mil-
lion or less of miserable, unfortunate
creatures.

In the second place they aim to de-
spoil the Church and her institutions of
their property and states that they may
fatten themsclves like birds of prey that
they are; to rob and disrobe the sacred
images, and despoil the altars of their
sacred vessels, polluting the house of
God and turning it into a meeting house
for discordant mobs of political schemers
and agitators.

And let it be well understood that

these much-talked-of states possess bet-
ter titles of property and comply with
all the requirements of the law both ca-
nonical and civil, better than any other
landed property possessed by Filipinos
or foreigners in the archipelago.
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Nor are these estates in their extension
and value what is claimed by the enemies
of their religious owners who justly pos-
sess them. Taken altogether they are
less in their extent than Rhode Island as
compared to the vast superficies ot your
immense country. They were purchascd
for small amounts becavse land former-
ly was, and is even now, s0 abundant
that the Spanish government and prive
ate owners almost gave {t away.

These famous and coveted estates were
in the hands of their religious owners, a
grand practical agricultural
ecconomy, in which natives and forcign-
ers might learn all that might be accom-
plished by a just and prudent adminis-
tration,in carrving out large enterpriscs,
If all had imitated the religious in the
moderation of the rents asked,and in the
paternal treatment of their tenants, in
charity in vears ol scarcity, and justice
in those of abundance, in prudent ex-
penses and rewards of the masters,to-day
the fertile forests and desert valleys of
the Philippines would be converted into
model farms and into lively settlements.,
It is obvious that the pueblos in which
these estates existed were among the
largest,richest and happiest in the coun-
try.

With these estates, from which they
received about 3% per cent. of their
value the religious were enabled to at-
tend to the expenses of their seminaries,
to the work of the missions conducted'by
them in China and Tung-kin,to the needs
of public worship, to the erection of
schools and charitable institutions, and
to an endless number of public and pri-
vate alms,and,at times to the alleviation
of the strained condition of the public
treasuries of the provinces and the mu-
nicipalities. These estates are to-day in
the possession of foreign companies, Bel-
gian French, American and English, who
comply with all the requirements of the
laws, and are in as just and pacific pos-
session of their lands as are other com-
panies, Filipinos, Spanish or American,
of theirs,

But one of the most curious phenomena
noticeable in connection with these es-
tates is that when the government con.
cerns itsell in their purchase thev com-
mence to be looked upon as small, had
and scarcely worth the price of purchase

school of
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except for political (1) reasons ; where-
as two years ago the religions were said
to be the possessors of somewhere near
half the. archipelago, and it was even
supposed that the possession of these es-
tates constituted the social problem of
the Philippines. Time will be a witness
whethier or no the sale of these estates is
to the benelit of the people or to that ol
the government,

And yet the Spanish religious corpora-
are, of course, ready to submit
themselves to the judgment of the Holy
See as regards both to their persons and
farms,

Some il intentioned folk teach and
preach that the expulsion of the friar will
be a political measure because they exe
pect that the friars will be anti-American
will sow the seed ol disaffection
among the natives of our country. A
ridiculous and unjust suspicion !

tions

and

You know well, beloved fathers and
brethren,what are the teachings of the

Church in t)is matter, and, what is the
history of our Catholic missionaries in
all parts, We are convinced, and in the
face of the world declare, that the ex<
istence of the Spanish corporations in
the Philippines will not only be a foun-
tain of advantages for us,the Filipinos,
but it will be the best guarantee of or-
der,obedience and concord and peace he-
tween the sovereign nation and its Fili-
pino subjects. Would to God that Amer-
ica did not have any worse enemies than
the poor Spanish religious. The day in
which they disappear from here there
will be founded in the hearts of thousanas
of people all over the archipelago a decp-
seated and perpetual suspicion of Amer-
ica and all her institutions, The day
when these religious leave us we shall
be left shepherdless, without instruction
without preachers, without prnh-ssimud
courses, without places of worship,with-
out sacraments, without help or counsel,
without hopes — lovelorn, Alas, if such
should be our lot.

Fortunately we know the abyss which
has opened at our fect, we foresee the
fatal future of our religion and of onr
pitiable fatherland,and therciore whilst
imploring the help of Heaven, we turn
our eves towards our fathers and breth-
ren of the United States, asking their
help in our just demand,
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American Catholics,you are numerous the Catholics of the United States we
and strong ; you are sons of a great na- shall ever pray for prac and prosperity
tion ; vou live in the land ol liberty ; for your country and now with the filial
you have a thousand newspapers ol large  confidence we have for the sons ol the

circulation ; you enjoy the care and  Catholic Church throughout all the world
guidance of many bishops : you who are  we embrace all our brethren in the faith,
famous for vour love and tendency to- Vincente Cavanna, President,

ward association, who are enjoving  a Jose Arriola, First Vice-President,
period of peace and normal prosperity{ Pellesforo Casas, Second Vice-Pres
who are accu med to struggle and con- Jose 1,. Pozas, Sceretary

quer, forget not vour poor Ci lic col- Bartalome Pons, Asst. Secretary.
onist of the Phillippines Julian De T,a O, Treasurer,

Heaven will reward vou and our hearts Tose Memije, Vocale
rrateful to  von., In token W. Breckno ¥ Watson, Vocale,
union and solidity with Manuel Assensi, Vocale,

will ever e

of our perpetual

'L E thought it would be of interest to our readers to be made acquaintsd with some of the more im-

tobar. The central figure in the
s our newly elected General, the Most Reverend Pius R.
t member of the American

portant members of our General Chapter held in Rome last

front row of the accompanying picture repres
Meyer, a wel! wn personage to many in America, as he was a promi
province for the last twenty five years. To his right is the late Superior General, Very Rev. Simone
Bermardini, and to his left Very Rev. Father Borras, ex-provincial of Spain and present Procurator
General, The others in the front row form the General's council, More in the background to the right
the great number of his friends will recognize Very Rev. A. J. Kreidt, the present provincial of America,
and in the last row to ths left Very Rsv. C.Feehan, to whose untiring efforts our newly established St.
Cyril's College in Chicago is largely due, The other members are provincials with their socii of the
different provinces that make up the Order,

it




Ghe Joost Inberitance

DoLorosa KLINE.

Chapter V.

Tt was the first of December, and the
day was ushered in by a heavy blinding
snow storm, that later developed inte
a drizzling rain and which made the
streets slippery and unsafe. On all sides
were heard loud regrets that snow had
fallen and that winter had come sc
soon. Only those who had pressing bu-
siness awaiting them appeared out;
others more fortunate remained indoors
and hugged the warmth of the fire. Mrs
Raymend tried to persuade Rosamond
to give up going to her pupils, but the
young girl was reluctant to yield  her
duty even in the face of a storm, and
begged to be allowed to go to it.

“It is a matter of brtad and hutter,
mother. Mrs, Keele is sc fussy il Edna
loses one lesson."

“But you could easily make it up,
dear. However, if vou are not afraid of
being blown away, and it is well to see
you so punctual to duty, 1T will wrap
vou up that you may not feel the cold.”

With maternal solicitude, she buttoned
a long coat of her own about the slen-
der form, put a thick comforter around
her neck, and covered the delicate ears
and most cf the face with an old black

- mufiler.

“People will take me for an Armenian
woman, mother, my face is so hidden."

“There will not be many out a day
like this to observe you, dearie, and in
such weather we can afford to be indif-
ferent to looks so long as we are com-
fertable. Take a car home if you can
get one."”

“Yes, mother, they will surely be run-
ning by this way by then, the track is
clearing fast enough.” -

At times, as once she lelt the precincts
of the Square, Resamond thought she
must turn back, for the storm scemed
to be increasing instead of decreasing,
and it rained and snowed alternately.
But she struggled bravely on, and when
she got nearer to the town, and on the
shovelled streets she found it much cas-
jer and the shops and buildings kept cff

much of the cold. She lowered her muf-
fler so as to be able to see better, and
the few passersby looked curiously into
the beautiful face, doubtlessly wondering
why such a flower, as she seemed,
should be weathering such a storm,

But Rosamond moved on, blissfully
uncotiscious  of the glances directed at
her, or people’s thoughts cf her, wuntil
she reached Mr. Holland's, where,  be-
sides going to her pupils, she had some
business to transact for her mother. The
old merchant plainly expressed his sur-
prise at seeing her out, and gave her to
understand that she, in his belief,should
be indoors. She took the kindly meant
advice in her amiable way, for to a
great extent she and Mr. Holland were
great friends. He paid her the small
sum he owed for her mother's last work
and then politely opened the docr and
asked il he might hail a car for her,

She thanked him politely, but told him
that she was going only as far as the
next block to a music pupil, and it was
not worth while to ride that far. The
old merchant smiled and said something
about “a wonderful little person, most
economical little person,” but if it was
meant for Rosamond's ears, it was
drowned in the noise of the falling rain,
out into which she had passed again.

The weather had caused a change to
be made in the schedule of the cars, so
when Rosamond had finished with her
pupils and walked back over the street
she had gone, she learned that she might
have to wait quite a while for one, but
it would be better to do that than to
trudge the long way home.

Old Father Boreas blew keenly from
his northern horn,and twice nearly caus-
ed her to be minus her hat, and the
third time he succeeded. For all at once,
before she could raise her hand to stop
it, it blew off, and went chasing to the
other side.

Immediately from the porch of the
New York Club, there sprang a man's

tall athletic form ; its great height fur-.

ther increased by the long fur coat he
wore, and in a trice he had gained the
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opposite walk and arrested the flying
headgear,

The action was so quick, so spontan-
eous that Rosamond’s bewilderment had
not time to vanish, when he returned
with her hat and placed it in her hands,
and doffed his own at the same mom-
ent,

Then it was that she found her voice,
and a rare smile, such as Bruce Everett
seldlom saw, or had ever seen, even
amongst the most noted belles of his ac-
quainlanw, crossed the expressive face.

“Thank you so much, sir,” she s
perhaps a little shyly, for the cagle eyes
before her seemed to be reading her in-
most soul. “I am so grateful to you."

“You are welcome ; pray consider it
as nothing, and I hope the wind will net
treat vou so rudely in future,” and with

another lifting of his hat, he walked
away.
Rosamond secured her's more firmly

on her head, and with one lock in the
direction which the stranger had taken,
made ready to stop the trolley, that
at last happened along, and soon she
was being whirled homewarhs.

The office of Everett & Heathcote, at-
torneys at law, was a large, bright
apartment conveniently situated on the
second floor of the Abbot building, and
perhaps the most inartistic of any of
the offices in the place. It had no or-
namentation of any kind, nor much
style in its outlay, but it held only what
was necessary and useful,—desks, chairs
and piles of books pertaining to the pro-
fession of the owners.

No one doubted the ability of this
firm whose practice and reputation was
perhaps the greatest in the city. Their
services were always in demand, but, of
course, everyone knew and recognized,
that the leading power in it, of brains
and money, was Bruce Everett. There
was not an abler interpreter of the law
than he, and add a handsome personal-
ity to his genius, and it can be under-
sood how other lights faded before his.

Keen, practical, discerning, possessing
a will that brooked opposition in noth-
ing, and with a fair idea of his own
mental and physical powers, aptly and
faithfully described this man. But ‘there
was no vain glory in his composition,
and the favorable opinions and flatteries

of admirers, of which he had a host, fell
as unheeded on his ears as if they had
been bestowed on unhearing Astracia
whose paris bust stood on his office
desk. Utterly indiffcrent to what the
world thought, he did all things as his
matchless insight told him was best, and
he relied on no one for help, but only on
himsell. He had been so constituted, he
might have led a lile of indolence and
ease, for his wealth was undisputed. But
that would have been as impossible for
that active body, and still more active
brain, as for him to take up life in an
African desert. Work was his hobby
and ambition, his god, and his one idea
was to increase the great fortune left
him by a dead generous sire

Some men called him ish, others
hard ; even some of those who outward-
ly admired him and his pride not to be
equaled. But all were forced to agree
that his powers were almost marvelous,
and his honor unimpeachable ; his word
was his bond. For many years he had
scorned to be counted as being of So-
ciety, or to mingle in the social whirl,
but since his engagement, four months
ago, to the richest heiress in the state,
in the person of Beatrice Staunton, he
had lost the prejudice which he had al-
ways entertained for that vast body,
and was fast becoming its king Every-
where he was lionized and courted, but
he accepted it all, with his customary
coolness, never allowing pleasure to in-
terfere with his professional duties, nor
was he less exact in their performance
than as before.

His partner, Francis Heathcote, was a
clever, but rather quiet fellow, disposed
to make a substantial livelihood and to
be satisfied with a certain amount of
success in the world. Everett was his
senior by eight years, and to him and
his abilities the young recruit from Har-
vard walls looked up for guidance and
principles.  Unlike himself, Heathcote
was not a man of fortune, and had been
comparatively poor and struggling when
he happened across him, and admit-
ted him as his partner, but it was not
money the man of experience wanted, he
had plenty of that himsel, it was brains,
and in Francis Heathcote he knew he
was getting what he desired. Heathcote
was intent on the writing of some docu-
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mentary paper, but he looked up as the
shadow of Everett's tall form fell across
it.

“Oh ! it is you Everett, How does
the weather go out now ?"

“Pretty bad. Very busy ?"

“Not very. There is a note there for
you from Staunton House. Farrel, the
porter, brought it."

“My coat, Sam, hang it up and allow
it te dry. Rather wet I fancy.”

The clerk did as he was commanded,
and Everett picked up the note, which
proved to be a dainty invitation from
his betrothed, tc come to an early
luncheon that day, to meet some friends
they were expecting, and not to disap-
point them on any account,

The lawyer smiled amusedly at the im-
perious command, and placing it away
with the remark to his partner “The
queen commands, her subject must obely,
1 suppose, Heathcote,” turned to the pile
of letters and morning mails, which nev-
er failed to present themselves on his
desk every morning for his inspection and
attention.

Heathcote understood and smiled,

“Yes, when such a queen as yours com-

mands, Everett. Egad, vou are to be
envied. Plenty money, plenty brains,
and the love of the most dazzling wo-

man I have ever seen."

“How enthusiastic you are, my dear
fellow. You credit me with too many
gifts of the gods, but in the last I cer-
tainly am fortunate. So much for social
talk, now for business."

For several minutes only the scratch-
ing of Heathcote's busy pen, or the oc-
casional rattling of his partner’'s mail,
as he opened or turned its pages, broke
the menotony of the office. Then Ever-
ett said carclessly.

“Well, it is a pretty miscrable day
out, but not too miserable, evidently,
for the nymph or goddess, I hardly know
which to style her, I met near Broad-
way."

The steady mwovements of Heathcote's
pen ceased, as he asked interestedly :

“A goddess, Everett ; suppose you ex-
plain yourself. I was under the impres-
sion that there was only one Diana in
the whole of New York for vou?"

“‘And you are quite right, Heathcote,
but that does not debar me from taking
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note or a passing notice of a lesser di-
vinity, I suppose, and especially when
yon have rendered her a slight service."

“Indeed, that was your good fortune
this morning ?"

“It was. I was coming out of the
club, and saw this nymph just in the act
of passing. The wind relieved her head
of its covering. You understand what
followed, I restored it to the fair own-
er, and honestly, I have seldom seen
such a rare face, particularly in the
daughter of the people. She very
much wrapped up, and her clething poor,
but she appeared to be most refined.”

“‘She might have been somebody cnce,
¢h, or rather her parents ?"

“I was thinking that. New York holds
many such. Here lcok over some of
these, will you. I've enough to keep me
going for the next couple of hours. I
have lost so much time already."

“Your nymph in distress must have
captivated you. A bill from Anderson's,
Been already paid ; luckily we have the
receipt. What's next ?” and the voung
man took up several letters at once,

Everett was too much engaged with
his own work, or too preoccupied to no-
tice the remarks.

Bruce Everett was not an impression-
able man, especially where the beauty
and attractions of the fairer sex were
concerned, even the charms of his af-
fianced did not make him over enthusias<
tic, but the face of Rosamond Raymond
was not quickly forgotten by him, nor

was

the low *‘thank you sir,” so modestly
given.
Years afterwards, he knew that on

that day he had met his future fate.

When Rosamond reached home, her
mothér was waiting with warm dry clo-
thing, and a hot drink of lemon. While
she helped her to remove her wet clothes
and chafed the small cold hands, Rosa-
mond related the little incident of her
home coming, adding :

“And do you know, mother, the gen-
tleman was so tall, I thought I was
looking up at a giant.”

“The gentleman was very kind to my
little girl,whoever he was, and I would
like to be able to thank him myself,
too."

“But for him I might have lost my
hat, mother, for it was blowing away as
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fast as it could, T never saw any one
move so quickly as the gentleman did,
and return all in a second. What a
nice voice he had, mother, but I think I
would be afraid of him, he looked so
stern, though he smiled when he gave
me my hat.”

“And that * improved his face, vou
think, dearie ? I am so relieved to have
you back, for I was getting anxious,

Put your little feet up here on the len-
der and toast them for a whide, and for-
get all about “stern gentlemen.”  She
patted playfully and tenderly the golden
head, but for the rest of that day, and
for many days Rosamond did not jorget
the handsome stranger and the resonant
voice that had spoken so kindly to her,
but not once did her unconscious heart
dream of how he was later to come in-
to her life, its hopes and daily existence,

Chapter VI,

In the luxurious library of his magni-
ficent mansion, gazing absently into the
brightly glowing grate fire, sat Oswald
Staunton.

'ﬂtralght and erect, he was a fine fig
ure even in its sitting posture, and had
it not been for the snowy whiteness of
his hair, and of the long drooping mous-
tache that veiled his lip, no one would
credit him with bearing the weight of
seventy years.

His face had scarcely a wrinkle, and at
first sight it would impress the =tranger
as belonging to a very happy man. But
on closer examination, a sad, worried
expression on its every well cut feature
could at once be detected, and the long-
ing look in the deep-set blue eves, told
that their owner wished for something
that was not forthcoming. He was ar-
oused from his reverie, by the layving of
a shapely gloved hand on his shoulder,
and a distinctly musical voice, exclaim-
ing « .

“Is it alone, T find papa, with only
his books and a fire for company ?"

He turned around and looked fendly
into the beautiful face of his only daugh-
ter, who, unnoticed by him, had tiptoed
into the room and stood beside him.

“My peerless Beatrice ! alone with my
books, but waiting for you," and with a
caressing motion he drew her on to the
stool at his feet.
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I thought you had gone a-shopping ?"

“Oh, no, papa, the weather is too un-
pleasant.  Where is mamma "

“In the conservatory, my love, among
her flowers."

“0f course you know
several guests to-day, papa 2"

“Yes, and there is to bhe somebody—
somebody amongst them whom I know ;
somebody  will  Le impatient till he
comes.”  The judge, as he spoke, pinched
the dark check, and an arch smile lit
up the lovely southern face,

“How sharp von are, papa;
you pleased with my choice 2

“Words can hardly express my pleas-
ure and satisfaction at the ccurse events
have taken, my love. There is no man
worthier of yvou than Bruce Everett; no
man to whom vour mother or myself
would se quickly trust vour happiness.
We were in Paris when the news of your
engagement reached us. We had it first
from Mrs., Aiden, and then from your-
sell.”

“Mrs, Aiden is a most careful chaper-
one, papa. We were in Washington, you
know, for three wecks. It was so dull
and quiet here just at the time."

“Was Mr. Everett there, too ?"

“For a weck only. His business would
not permit of longer, but he was gener-
ous enough to persuade me to remain,
and he came to accompany us back,
when we were returning. 1 must  run
and dress for luncheon. Mamma cannot
forgive an offence against punctuality,”
and releasing hersell from his embrace,
she left him alone, and ascended the
broad, oaken staircase to her two apart-
ments, where Susetta her pretty French
maid, was waiting te  help “mamselle”
in her toilette.

The judge looked after fer retreating
form, but the words of admiration that
were about to pass his lips at her grace
and beauty died, and he said or rather
muttered : “She is my beautiful dark-
eyed Beatrice, my Madeline's precious
gl[! to me; but where is gentle blue-
eved Millicent, my dead Millicent's iy,
whom 1 proxmwd the angel wile of my
youth to always love and cherish. What
a dastardly lie! what a mocking sham!
Oswald Staunton you have been guilty
of.” His head fell heavily forwards and
in spirit he lived over again that bitter

we are having
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day, in which he had allowed prejudice
and pride to master all better feelings,
and caused him to commit the act he
now so regretted.

Chapter VIL

Many years before that day he had
brought to reign, as mistress of his
heart and home, a beautiful girl wile,
in the person of Millicent Marsden. But
she stayved with him only one short
Wear, and then, like a flower, drooped
and died, leaving him heart broken, but
with a fair sweet babe, who had bles-
somed into life at the price of her own,
to comfort him.  On her deathbed she
made him promise to always love and
cherish the daughter she was leaving
him,

Needless to say that in his griel and
proud voung fatherhood, he willingly
promised to be true to her dying re-
quest, and doubtless meant to keep his
word. But as events will show, he had
not the strength of will he believed him-
self to be invested with, nor the strong
abiding love he credited himself with
having for his motherless Millicent. The
child grew up, lovable and beautiful as
her mother had heen, and her father
lavished on her all the affection of his
doting heart, so that she lacked noth-
ing his leve or bhoundless wealth could
give to make her happy.

At an early age he took her to France
and placed her in one of its first schools
fer the educational advantages which
only the matchless French schools can
furnish to willing pupils. Then for a
loug time she studied art and music in
other European countries, until at eigh.
teen she was pronounced finished by her
masters.

Proud and happy was the father the
day he brought her home in the dawn of
her fair young womanhood, and all her
accomplishments to take her dead moth-
er's place as mistress of the halls of
‘‘Staunton House. Six months he
gave her in which to recuperate after
her studies and journeyings abroad and
to grow accustomed to ‘the household
and to the friends from whom she had
so long been separated, hefore making
her debut into society,— the world in
"which she was destined so short a time
to reign.

The first of the golden month of Sep-
tember was the night chosen for thjs
important event in Millicent's happy
young lite. Under the careful chaperon-
age of Mrs. Reeves, an old friend of the
family, the lovely heiress was formally
presented to the exclusive circles to
which she belonged. And surely no love-
lier vision ever graced a hall-rocm than
this fair debutante who bore the grand
old name that for generaticns had been
known in the ever growing city, for all
that was good and ncble, whether in the
home or outside world,

From that night her position was as-
sured, and no ball or reception room was
afterwards considered complete without
the attractive presence of the beautiful
Miss Staunton. Thus once more the
Judge opened the doors of his hospitable
mansion which he had kept stubbornly
closed to all gaicty and pleasures since
the death of his wife, and took his
place beside his Millicent, to assist her
in the new duties that now devolved up-
en her,

Two vears passed away and as might
be expected, numerous suitors, eligible
and ctherwise, presented themselves at
the doors of Staunton Heuse, and placed
their hearts and fortunes in the hand of
the preud heiress,

But to each of them she was proudly
indifferent, treating them with cold pol-
iteness only. Her father, who was anx-
ious to have her marry, and share the
old home with any of the voung men
he knew and favored with his friends
ship, could not understand his daughter's
repugnance at all. However, he com-
forted himself with the belief that Mil-
licent ought to know her own mind,
and besides she was young enough to
think of marrying yet, and he never
deubted but that she would choose one
from the many of whom he appreved,
for a life partner, thevefore he was not
prepared for the blow that came to
him with crushing effect, one bright
spring morning.

He was seated in his study, scanning
as usual, his moming papers, when she
appeared before him fresh and blooming
as a June rose.

She kissed him as was her wont, and
set into the vase on his desk a full bunch

r—
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of dafiodils, she had just gathered in the
garden,

“A message from Spring to you, fath-
er,” she said in a low voice, ‘and a
token of love from me, but they are
not wholly the cause of my early visit
to yeu. I have come one an errand,
which,I am afraid, is bound to displease
you.”

Awed by her grave tones, he dropped
his paper, and looking with some appre-
nension up into her face, strengthened
his hold on the slender wrists.

o1 dislike such words coming from
you, my pet, and hope you have no sad
news in store for me."” .

“Not sad from my view, father,” she
said, slowly, evenly. *It is—1 am a
Catholic !

For a moment he could not speak with
sheer wonder and surprise.

His daughter a Panist! an image wor-
shipper ! and himsell and all her  race
staunch Presbyterian, Impossible ! the
idea was absurd and he smiled credu-
lously.

“You a Catholic, Millicent! Why
¢hild you must be dreaming ? The evil
day has yet to come when one of our
race would turn to that superstitious
creed. Tell me yeu are only dreaming
Millicent, and set my mind at rest.”

“It is no dream, father, but reality,
I have been under instructions with
Father Bentley for some months past,
and yesterday, he baptised and received
me into the One True Fold.”

He scarcely gave her time to finish
as springing from his chair like a woun-
ded tiger, he dropped her hands, then
caught them securely again, and  bent
his eyes, fierce with a suddenly awaken-
ed anger, on her quivering form.

“How dare you,” he cried, ‘‘confirm
the truth of such words to me, your
father. How dare you tell me this ?”

“Because it is right, and time that
vou should knew it, father, and there is
something else. 1 am ahout to marry
a Catholic. T want vour consent to my
union with George Kingsley.”

He dropped her burning palms again,
and recoiled as if stung by the bite of
an adder.

“What ! he shouted loud enough to
be heard down in the servants’ quar-
ters, ‘‘do you not consider the first of

your announcements to be bad enough,
Millicent Stauntcn ; but what do you
mean by giving me this last ? Explain
yourself while there is yet time,” and he
drew near to her agam.

“There is nothing to explain, father,
more than that 1 am a Catholic, and
believe only in the One True Religion.
And my heart is given irrevocably to
the man who has been lately serving
some of your old friends in the capacity
of music instructor te their children. In
short I want your consent to become
his wife !

“And that T will never give you," he
cried with clenched teeth, and bringing
his hand forcibly down on the sill of
the window near which he stood. “Con-
sent te my daughter, the last of hes
proud race, to marry a player of music,
a common low born—

She put up her hand to stayhis tir-
ade and threw her golden head up  spir-
spiritedly. .

“Say what you will to mysell, father,

but unless you can speak of your daugh~
ter's future husband as the thorough gen-
tleman he is, and the manly man, do
not speak of him at all before me."”
. “Your future husband, eh ! T tell you
girl, you will forsake the false religion,
which doubtless this scamp has taught
you to helieve in, and have nothing
more to do either with him or it, or
take the alternative I will give vyou?"
and he folded his arms like one who is
waiting to bestow judgment.

She looked at hum unflinchingly,

“I can do neither, father. 1 am a
Catholic forever, and my love is given
forever to one who is poor in meansbut
rich in all the goodness that is enly to
be found in the noble of mind and soul
And

“Enough ! T wish to hear no further
of this good noble man"—this with
great sarcasm—"‘whem I know to be an
impudent, aspiring imposter, but what I
do want to know is: if vou intend to
persist in your folly of marrying him.”

To be continued.
—_—

Gratitude is memory of the heart.

The cross is a letter from the Lord to

the soul wherein is written, “I love
thee."” '




BGbhe Jmmaculate Coneeption.

Not quite half a century ago a grand
spectacle could be witnessed in the Cap-
ital of Christendom. Seated on  his
vontificial throne, under the spacious
vaults of St. Peter's, surrounded by the
princes of Christ's Kingdom here on
earth, the cardinals and bishops, who
had gathered from all parts of the globe,
surrounded also by an immense multi-
tude of his flock, the vicar of Christ,
Pope Pins IX| exercised his divine oflice
of guardian and interpretor of that re-
velation, which the Son of God had
brought on this ecarth, He solemnly
‘proclaimed the Immaculate Conception
of the Blessed Virgin to be a revealed
truth, a dogma of faith, which, under
pain of excommunication, all the faithful
were henceforth to believe, “The Blessed
Virgin Mary, in the first moment of her
Conception, by a special grace and privi-
ge of Almighty God, i view of the
merits of Christ Jesus, the Saviour of

all stain of original sin,” This is the
sentence the infallible teacher pronounced.
The Cannon of $San Angelo's Castle
booms the signal and four hundred bel-
fries in the Kternal Citv answer with
their triumphal peals. This happened
on the ever-memorable December day in
the year 1854,

This same dayv, the 8th of December
was instituted as the commemoration
day of this great and joviul mystery, the
Immaculate Conception of Mary., And
it is, indeed, a great and jovlul mystery,
that the Christian world celebrates toe
day, for it heralds the coming of the
long-expected Redeemer, for this child,
that is conceived without the stain ol
sin in the womb of S. Anne, twenty cen-
turies ago, is that woman, who is to
crush the head of the serpent, according
to the promises our first parents recciv-
ed after their fall ; for this child is Mary
who is to bring forth Jesus, the Sav-
iour of mankind.

Children, whose mother has been dis.
tinguished by some great mark of hone
or, naturally rejoice, as often as they
recall to mind her prerogative and hence
this is a day of joy for us all, hecause
we commemorate to-day the most glor-

ious prerogative of our heavenly mother,
a prerogative which is peculiar to ler
alone, which is dearest to her heart of
all the honors that God has lavished up-
on her, which is the source of all her
greatness, which constitutes  her, “the
glory of Jernsalem, the joy of Israel,
the salvation of her people,” and an hon-
or to the whole human race ; a preroga-
tive, which is at the same time her vice
tory and her crown | a victory over s,
and a crown of heavenly beauty and
loveliness. Hence, we sce this mystery
of the Immaculate Conception represent-
ed under the figure of thg Bl. Virgin, with
the serpent writhing beneath her foot,
and a crown of twelve stars encircling
her virginal hrow Thus the exile of
Patmos, while wrapt in ecstacy, beheld
Mary. “A great sign appeared in heav-
en,” he writes in his Apocalypse (12. 1.),
*a woman clothed with the sun, and the
moon under her feet, and on her head a
crown of twelve stars.”  Christian art
has copied the picture, and to
gaze on this noble figure to-day,
to consider the great dignity of our
heavenly Queen and Mother, to recall to
mind the advantages that accrue to
Mary's children from her exalted station,
is the happy duty of every Christian
soul.

Our earthball, encompassed hy the
coils of a serpent, that holds an apple in
its mouth—this is the lowest part in the
symbolical picture, its dark and gloomy
side. It represents the fall of the hu-
man race, its cause and consequences,
Man had come forth from the hand of his
Creator innocent and holy. In the
Garden of Eden, Adam and Fve, with
their future ofispring, were to lead a lif2
of undisturbed happiness in close inter-
course and friendship with their God,
And finally, without passing through the
dreary portals of death and the grave,
they would have entered into the eternal
joys of the Heavenly Paradise. But the
envious and hateful Lucifer, to spite the
Almighty, and to wreck man's blessed
state, had planned his ruin. We well
know these plans of the artful fiend, and
how he carried them out. The apple in
the serpent's mouth recalls the whole
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sad story. Our first parents, deccived
by Satan, violated God's law, and ate
the forbidden fruit. Lucifer has con-
quered ; the earth is subject to his ty-
rannical sway; man, from a child of
God, and heir to heaven, falls to the de-
grading depth of a slave to the deviland
misery, suffering and death follow in the
train of such disgraceful captivity. The
creature has raised the standard of re-
bellion against the Creator,and the spir-
it of rebellion pervades all creation. No
Jonger does the beast reverence man as
his king ; the material element in onr na-
ture is in revolt against the spirit, the
appetites and passions of the flesh hattle
against the dictates of the soul ; fierce
combats are raging within our own hos-
om. The fallen race of man is steeped
in sin and iniguity, and every new off-
spring of this race steps upon the plat-
form of this life an enemy of God, with
a soul contaminated and sullied by ori-
ginal sin. Satan rules with an iron rod,

T'his dire result of man's rebellion, this
subjection of our, earth to diabolical
sway, is symbolized in our picture by
the serpent encircling our globe with its
coils,

But, lo ! above this fallen, sinful earth,
above the serpent oppressing it, there
rises a fair and lightful figure, a diadem
of stars is around her brow, her foot is
planted on the dragon’s head.

Mary—for she is this figure—Mary is
represented standing on the terrestrial
globe, for she is not included in the gen-
eral corruption ; the serpent's coils do
not encircle her, for she never was Sat-
an's captive. She was not only born
without sin, as were Jeremias, the pro-
phet, and S. John, the Baptist, but she
was pure and immaculate from her_ very
conception.  This dignity and privilege
only she enjoys, and by virtue of it, she
stands above all men. With her alone,
the Almighty has fade an exception to
the general rule, and why ?  Her foot
on the serpent gives us the answer. Not
through personal merit was she raised ta
such glory, but for the part she was de-
stined by God to act in the great work
of man’s redemption. She was to crush
the serpent's head ; she was to rescue
the world from the slavery of satan. Of
her the Almighty spoke when He promis-
ed a Redeemer to fallen humanity ; when

in the Garden of ¥den he addressed to
the serpent those powerful words: 1
will put enmities between thee and the
woman, and thy seed and her seed ; she
shall crush thy head.” (Gen. 3.15.) Yes,
although enjoving well nigh unlimited
power over this earth, the prince of
darkness had, nevertheless, to tremble
and bend before a woman. This woman
arose when Mary came into existence,
Hostile is her bearing towards the infer-
nal serpent at her Immaculate Concep-
tion, her foot is placed on his head whent
sho becomes the mother of the Redeemer
and she crushes that proud head, when
expiring on the cross her divine Son exs
exclaims : It is consummated.” Yes,
Mary's election to be the Mother of God
is the reason of her Immaculate Concep-
tion. She was to be the tabernacle of
God's only-begotten Son ; in her virgin-
al womb He was to remain for nine
months, and the Son of God would net
have for His mother one, that once had
carried the chains of His declared enemy
one who once had been hateful in His
eyes on account of her sins., His divine
majesty as well as His sanctity demand-
ed a mother pure and spotless and im-
maculate from her entrance into this
world to her departure from it, from her
conception to her death; for dishonor
to a mother is dishonor to the son.
Such, therefore, was Mary ; all holy and
beautiful, the privileged daughter of her
heavenly Father, the beloved mother of
her divine Son, the fair spouse of the
Holy Ghost. As such did she ever ap-
pear to the Christian eye. Everywhere
is the belief strong, vivid and cherished
that Mary is Immaculate, and unceas-
ingly the angelic salutation. “Hail, full
of grace,” ascends from the: Catjiolic
heart to Heaven's Immaculate Queen,
Nor are we Catholics of America second
to others in our veneration to Mary, as
a recent author beautifully remarks, for,
grand and mnoble thought, and happy
omen of our religious destiny, we offset
the prejudice and unbelief of the still
doubting millions by keeping the feast
of the Immaculate Conception as our na-
tional festival.

Mary is immaculate ; our Catholic in-
stinct tells us so, and we would have be-
lieved, had there never been sounded from
the city on the hills, the trumpet note.of
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an infallible decision.  This beauty and
loveliness of Mary, the immaculate
daughter of our race, is symbolized in
our picture by the starry crown on her
head. The crown is the emblem of roy-
alty. Mary, for her purity and holiness
is crowned queen of heaven and earth,
In heaven she is above the choirs of an-
gels, above cherubs and seraphim, next
to the throne of God Himsell. These
celestial spirits are Mary's servants, she
their queen, and while contemplating her
beauty they gladly own her such. To
them, queen she remains, but to us a
something dearer, a something more, for
by the closest ties whose binding is of God
Himself, she is—our mother., Nor will
she forget the occasion, to continue
borrowing from the above mentioned au-
thor, for it was the closing scene in the
deep tragedy of the Sacred Passion,when
our divine Lord, in a supreme effort of
filial love, turned to the beloved disciple
and said : “Son, behold thy nother !
Let us then ¢ongratulate our queen on
her high privilege ; let us rejoice at the

honor to, which our mother has been
raised. . Let us have confidence in ker,
and go to her in all our troubles. With
her aid, and under her protection, we
shall vanquish the infernal foes that bat-
tle against us; we shall conquer those
enemies that often press us so hard ; we
shall come forth victorious from the
fierce combat of life. Mary, with the
sweet ravs of a mother, will lead us,
lead us on to glory and happiness, for
her maternal heart sympathizes with us,
her afllicted, suffering, exiled children,
From her place beside the throne she
intercedes for us, and we well know that
with the scepter of intercessory power,
she rules that sacred realm of all mercy
and all love,—the Sacred Heart of Jesus,

Always call on this powerful and lov-
ing mother in your distress, and to-day
let us join in the mighty cry, which the
earth sends up to heaven: "0, Queen,
conceived without original sin, pray for
us,”

L. D.

Miserere.

As a child T knelt in a house of God
And heard the organ play ;

I heard the singers their voices raise,
To the Ruler of Night and Day,

Te Deums were
Kings,

sung to the King of

And mercy was asked for all,
From the all-sceing One above
Who tempers the sparrows fall,

Miserere, Miserere, Misere Nobis,

I stood as a man in another land,
When the war clouds lowered there,
And heard the self-same hynns of old, e
As the faithiul knelt in prayer,
Oh ! mercy is all the world need seek
At the hands of the Most High ;
Mercy always in health or peace,
And when our final hour is nigh.
Miserere, Miserere, Misere Nobis,
—Stanly.




Grace.

Many are the giits and graces which
God in His goodness bestows upon men
in this lile. None, however excels in
value and xlignil\ that of sanctifying
grace which is conferred upon us in the
hnl\ sacrament of Baptism. By sanctify-
ing grace we become the .\dulmu child-
ren of God and heirs of the kingdom of
Heaven ; we are made friends of the
Most High and partake of all His goods,
We are raised, as if it were, above our-
selves ; we act as God acts, in referring
all our thoughts and actions to His
greater honor and glory. We are ani-
mated b) the desire oi seeing, possessing
and enjoying Him as IHe sees, possesses
and enjoys Himself. We strive to be-
come one with Him, by loving Him
above all things and despising all things
beneath Iim.

Sanctifying grace expels sin and the
devil from our hearts, and makes them
the temple of the Most Blessed Trinity.
Grace and sin cannot co-exist in the
same subject, as little as heat and cold,
light and darkness, lile and death, can
exist together, If God, who is supreme
light, is in the soul, sin, which is sup-
reme darkness, cannot abide in it. When
God reigns in our souls, everything is
sunshine, happiness and joy ; but, let sin
enter, and sunshine will turn into dark-
ness, happin nto misery, and :joy inta
sadness and desolation. It is, therefore,
of the utmost importance, carefully to
guard the great treasure of sanctifying
grace and never expose it to danger,lest
the devil, who never sleeps, take us by

surprise and thrust our souls into sin

and misery,

Sanctifying grace is the fountain and
root from which emanate the three theo-
logical virtues, of faith, hope and char-
ity., These three virtues are infused in-
to onr hearts together with sanctifying
grace in Baptism, as so many previous
gems adorning our souls. All three are
of the highest value, so that without
them salvation were impossible.

By faith our minds are raised to Heav-
en ; we behold all things in the light in
which God beholds them. Reason is ec-
lipsed by the light of faith. We believe
things to be so, not because we see them

but because God says so, who being the
highest truth, cannot deceive or be de-
ceived,  Whatever God says is absolute
truth, There can be no mistake pos-
sible, Hence it is the height of folly for
miserable man to deny any truth of
faith, because it is above his understand-
ing. It would be madness for an ignor-
ant, illiterate farmer to deny the truths
of philosophy, simply because he cannot
understand them.

The second precious gem is hope, by
which we trust that God will supply us
with all the necessary means for work-
ing out our salvation and gaining Ileav-
en, relying chiefly on his goodness,pow-
er, mercy and his willingness to help
us. 5

Charity, the third gem, is the most
perfect and precious of all. By charity,
we become, as it were,, one with God,
because love always tends to unite the
lover and the object beloved. We be-
come, as it were, one spirit with Him,
We understand in the same way as He
understands, and wish what he wishes ;
we love what He loves, and we hate and
reject what He Himsell hates and re-
jects. There is nothing more praise-
worthy than to act always and in all
things, in conformity with the will of
God. We are the sons of God, and as
such, it behooves us to imitate the ac-
tions of our Heavenly Father and His
Son, Jesus Christ, the model and pattern
of all the elect.

Grace renders our works meritorious,
of glory and everlasting happiness. One
degree of grace is worth more than all
the treasures of the world, says St,
Thomas of Aquin, Every action en-
twined by grace is ol almost infinite
virtue,

Nothing can be compared with grace.
The most insignificant actions, which in
themselves appear to he valueless, when
animated by grace and charity become
precious in the sight of God. Hence our
Lord says: “Whosoever shall give a cup
of cold water to the least among you in
my name, shall not lose his reward.” All
our actions performed under the influx
of grace are turned into gold,wherewith
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we are enabled to purchase the Kingdom
of Heaven.

Grace renders the soul beautiful and
amiable in the sight of God. As the
dignity of a spiritual substance is far
greater than that of any corporal sub-
stance, so likewise is the beauty of the
soul in grace far greater than corporal
beauty. It is said in Scripture, of the
soul in charity : ‘“Thou are all fair and
there is no spot in thee.” The soul in
grace is an ohject of complacency to God
and His angels. God chooses such a
soul for the place of His habitation he-
cause it is His joy to be with the child-
renof men. As the gardens of kings
clothed in verdant green, studded with
lofty trees, watered by sparkling foun-
tains, adorned by an infinite variety of
flowers, shrubs and bushes, delight the
eve of the beholder, so does a soul cloth-
ed in the garb of sanctifying grace charm
the eyes of God and His saints. St,
Catherine of Riena, having one day be-
held a soul purified from every stain ol
sin and ornamented with divine grace,

said that the beauty of that soul was
so great, that no one seeing it would
not most willingly lay down his life for
preserving her in that state. For this
reason she was in the habit of kissing
the footprints of persons devoting their
lives to the salvation of souls.

Finally, grace gives life to the soul of
man. Our Lord says: “l came that
thev might have life and might have it
more fully.,” And again, St. Paul says,
in his Epistle to the Romans : “Where
sin - abounded grace did more abound.
That as sin hath reigned to death, so
also grace might reign by justice unto
life everlasting.” Mortal sin destroys the
supernatural life of the soul, but grace
restores  the soul to new life, streagth
and vigor,

Grace is the ticket which at the hour
of death,we have to present to the judge,
il we wish to be admitted into the King-
dom of Heaven, If we try to live in the
state of grace, we will also die in that
state and we will then be admitted into
the mansions of everlasting bliss.

BGhe Magnificat of the Rosary.

* Yet shall it ever be my hymn of praise
When the long twilights close the summer days,
Or the swift winter-night swoops down, to dim
Cold, pallid sunlight, in the narrow days
Brightened alone by thy celestial rays
That stream from radiance of the holy hymn **
—Dr P. A Sheehan, PP,

We have recently endeavored in these
pages to express unqualified admiration

for Dr. Sheehan's beautiful paraphrase .

of the ‘‘Magnificat,”” that sweet summer
psalm, more melodious than well-re-
membered songs of childhood, or cven
those strains of tender devotion breath-
ed by the “Angel of the Schools” in
praise of the Adorable Sacrament: “O
Salutaris,”  “Tantum ergo,” “Lauda
Sion." The stanza quoted above seems
it were, haunted the silent hours of
prayer, murmuring sweet variations of
Mary's ‘“‘Magnificat,”” and suggesting
how beautifully the inspired promidses of
this “Child Prophetess” are fulfilled in
her Holy Rosary. Perhaps our thoughts

may seem fanciful to some, but, by the
blessing of God, awaken in others a re-
sponsive echo. If, happily, this is the
case, how superabundantly shall our la-
bor of love be repaid ! In the Joylul
mysteries  we unite especially with her
magnifying the Lord and rejoicing in
God our Saviour for those great things
He has done for His blessed Handmaid,

*“When her calm ‘Fiat' broke the still
ness sweet,

A little heart began with love and life
to heat."

All generations as they come and glide
away, call her ‘“blessed” in the Holy
Rosary, and, at the same time, bless the
Adorable Name of Jesus, through whose
merits these generations receive mercy.
We will quote a few more exquisite lines
expressive of this idea :

*Rev. M. Russell, S.J.
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“So docs the mercy of our God descend,
So does His Justice in His pity blend;
And as a river hastening to the sea,
Spreads all its strength and sweetness
as it flows,
Until the desert blossom like a rose.
So is the pity of our God to ye."

But it is especially in the joyful mys-
tery of Mary's visitation that we hear
her canticle of grateful praise ; and in
those which follow, the Nativity, Pres-
entation, and Finding Her Beloved Child
surely its sentiments mingle with the
“Gloria" of celestial choirs, and ‘“Nunc-
dimittis' of Simeon. And after she had
thirsted for His Presence in those dark
days when she sought and found him not
resounded in God's temple, unheard, in-
deed, by mortal ears, but sweeter to
Jesus than golden harpstrings vibrating
before the *‘crystal sea.”

Her sorrowful mysteries also have
minor cords, for it was especially at the
foot of the cross the *mighty” evil
spirits were put down, and the serpent’s
head crushed by this “‘valiant woman,"”
And, in the lapse of time, can we not re-
call many new victories over them
through Mary's mediation ?  Lepanto,
and other memorable historic names,
mingle w'th the melodions “Aves;' of
Mary's chaplet, and the pride of Al-
bigensian heresy conld not withstand
God's humble “Handmaid,"

Finally,He exalted Her at the Assump-
tion and made her Queen of Angels and
of men,

“No throne so high as Her's
Beyond a seraph’s flight,
Where gold, like crystal clear,
Is brightest to the sight;
Where thrones most loved hy God
Are bathed in whitest light."*
And all who have loved the holy Ros-

ary and have imitated its glorious Queen
and persevered in Her service, shall be

, filled with “‘good things” of grace in this

life and exalted to eternal glory..
Beautiful ‘‘Magnificat” and Rosary !
May your tones soothe in exile, and be
as the prelude to those celestial canti-
cles in which there is no minor chord of
sadness ; but joy, praise, thanksgiving o

*Rev, Fr. Raines, 0.5.C,

Him who "mueth on the throne:* to
~the Lamb that was slain'"**.and who is
“living for ever and ever.”**®

*Apoc. iv. ten ; **Apoc, v. twelve ; ***
Apoc. i. eighteen.
el
H Brightened World.

The light that shone on Bethlehem
Has never passed away ;

The dawn that gilded Salem’s towers
Shall never turn to grays

When once high Heaven has touched our

earth

"I'is nevermore the same ;

A change has come, a strange new birth
A vivilying flame,

When morn has glimmered out of night
Can it return thereto?

It opes the rose and wonders leap
To life of fire and dew,

The ripened sweets, do they depart,
When summer suns are gone ?

Behold the red pomegranate's heart;
What change has passed thereon ?

Bloom ne'er reverts to budding leaf,
Nor red to green again ;

The years roll on in process sweet,
And nature cries, ‘Amen !’

A motion calm, a progress fair,
Belongs to earth below,

For souls that breathe a heavenly air—
Her lilied gardens know,

The rain of Heav'n o'erbrims the brooks
And on they dance in glee ;

The white foam dashes through the dclls
Where ferns and mosses be.

In larger, deeper, fuller life
They dream of no retreat ;

1'en thus, O world, fnmake thy strife
Press on, with winged feet.

The light that shone om Bethlehem
Lights every soul on earth,

And Mary's rosc-leaf Babe Divine
Brings each a sweet new birth |

A world Redeemed can never be
A world condemned again ;

Ring, Christmas bells, from sea to sea,
“Peace and good will to men !

Caroline D. Swan.
[ G——

When we have not what we love we

must love what we have.




Editorial Notes.

We wish all our readers a Merry
Christmas,

- - - -

The Catholic Home Annual will be
sent free to all who renew their sub-
scription before Feb, 1st, 1903, il they
ask for it,

Cut out the Coupon in the advertising
pages and send it to us with your sub-
scription, )

- - - .

When writing to the firms whose ad-
vertisements appear in the Review, or
whose books we have reviewed, our read-
ers will do us a great favor by mention-
ing the Carmelite Review,

Bound copies of the Review at our of-
fice for $1.50.

- - - -

What a happiness children find in the
beautiful tradition of Santa Claus and
the Christmas tree ! How they look for-
ward to Christmas eve, with what pleas-
ure do they examine their precious gifts,
No one was ever sorry for having be-
lieved these beautiful traditions.  After
all the presents are but a type of the
spiritual givers which the Divine Child
brings to His faithful followers.

- - - -

Monsigr. Falconio is now ahout
to leave Canada to fill his new offiee as
delegate to the United States. The
new Delegate will not be a stranger in
the country, as he spent several years
here as priest, and is an American citi-
zen. The people of Canada will greatly
regret his departure, for during his bhort
stay in this country he has won the re-
spect and love of all without distinction
of creed. The Review wishes him success
in his new field of lahor,

e o & .

During this holy season the Church in-
terrupts her penitential chant for one
day to honor the Queen of Heaven on
the feast of her Immaculate Conception,
Mary, by a special privilege which she
alone enjoys,she was preserved from every
stain of original sin. She was destined
to become the Mother of God, and vur
model. She gave to the world a Sav-
iour, and thus to a certain degree co-

operated in the Redemption of mankind.
To all, and in particnlar to women, she
is the most exalted model of all virtues,
The young virgin, the wife, the mother,
and women of every station of life will
see in her a perfect example for imita-
tion, And il woman has been rchabilat-
¢d, she rahabilitates the child,the family
and man himself to some extent.

- . - -

Advent is here again, n a few
weeks we will celebrate Christmas,  In
the meantime let us enter upon this holy
season in the spirit of Holy Church, ie,,
in the spirit of penance and morti-
fication. TLet us consider how this ten-
der Mother redoubles her solicitude to
form in us those dispositions of penance
and charity which are necessary for a
proper reception of the Babe ol Bethle-
hem During this season she lays aside
her ornaments expressive of jov, and
takes the purple as a sign of penance.
The Gloria in Excelsis is omitted in the
Mass, and the music at the various cere-
monies  assumes a more solemn tone,
But her sadness is sweetened with hope,
Our sorrow, too, must be seasoned with
hope. Like the patriarchs and prophets
of old,we should ardently desire the come
ing of the Saviour, ILike the holy man,
Simeon, all our thoughts should bae di-
rected towards Him, so that when
Christmas comes we may participate in
that peace which He promised to men
of good will,

. " » @

The frequent wonderful cures which
take place at the famous grotto of
Lourdes still continue to baflle the minds
of the French agnostics, Some time ago
a genius called M, Probs thought he had
discovered the secret of all the fraud

practised by those priests. The water,

he said, was brought there by a secret
pipe. The Superior of the Fathers of
that place was so cruel as to challenge
him to a public demonstration of his
new theory. He wanted all to go to the
grotto gnd in the presence of the people
to scarch for the secret pipe. If the pipe
was found the fathers agreed to acknow=
ledge the miraculous cures that had ta-

" (404)

Co o




o -

[

o

" THE CARMELITE REVIEW. o

ken place there as mere frauds, On the
other hand, if no pipe could be found, M,
Probs was to acknowledge all the cures
authentic.  As  could be expected, the
challenge was refused, Now he attempts
ro justify himself by saving that such a
demonstration would be useless, as the
Fathers had time enough aiter the pub-
lication of the challenge to remove the
fraud. *, “1f the Fathers,” remarks the
&t. Louis Review, “have metamorphosed
an artificial fountain into a real one, it
would be as great a wmivacle as those
which M. Probs derided,
- - . -

Some persons are careless in wearing
their scapular. Sometimes they lay it
aside and forget to put it on ;{g(tin', or
when it is torn they neglect to replace
it immediately by a new one, The fol-
lowing incident from the Catholic News
will, we hope, make them more careful,

*On October fifteenth a lineman on the
Third Avenue Elevated, while carrying
some blocks on his shoulder, was struck
by an approaching train and wheeled
around, this time receiving a fatal blow
on the head. He was carried by his fel-
low workmen to the station, and while
he was being examined a Catholic who
was present noticed that the man wore
scapulars. He ran at once to St. Ann's
church for a priest. Meeting one of the
Jathers in the vestibule, he told him of
the occurrence, and in a few minutes the
priest was at the dyving man's side pre-
paring him for his last journeyv. Alter
the last sacraments were administered
the man was placed in an ambulance to
be taken to a hospital, but he died he
fore the hospital was reached, Only for
the scapular this poor soul might ‘have
gone to the judgment without the rites
of the church, as it was only half an
hour from the time he was struck by the
train that its soul took its flight to its
God,

The foregoing occurrence is related by

an old subscriber,, who had it from the.

lips of the man who went for the priest.
The subscriber hopes it may catch the
eve of some careless Catholics who have
discarded the scapulars, or who were neg-
ligent in wearing them. We agree with
our correspondent, who says that Cath-
olics should always carry about with

them some emblem of their holy faith.
The foregoing is but one of many in-
stances of our Blessed Mother's care for
the spiritual welfare of those who honor
her,

- - - -

Christmas is a time when all hearts
throb with joy. And rightly, for it
commemorates, in  the birth of Christ,
the beginning of our redemption. When
the heir to a throne is horn the joyiul
event is proclaimed to all the people.
Ilere, too, the heavenly messengers an-
nounce the birth of their King., They
bring the good tidings not to Herod's
palace, not to the stately residences of
Bethlehem, but to the' poor, despised
shepherds who were keeping watch over
the flocks, because Herod and his follows
ers would not understand him, and he
must have courtiers who will know Him
and love the poverty of His birth,  No-
where does our blessed Saviour solicit
our love more than at His humble birth
in the stable of Bethlehem. e could
have been born, says Cardinal Wiseman
in a magnificent palace, nursed by prin-
cesses, and surrounded by all the com-
fort and splendor of a princely court.
But He would not ; He came not only to
redeem us, but to teach us by His ex-
ample. By His humble birth He wanted
to show us His love of poverty and sim-
plicity. Here in  His poor and rough
bed of straw all His majesty is shrouded
and all His dazzling and consuming
yrightness drawn in, e seems to re-
quire our loving care, to invite our car-
esses, and pure, tender love is the ex-
clusive feeling wherewith we view Him.

We should not gllow these holy days to
pass in vain amusements, but we should
joyfully unite ourselves with the shep-
herds of Bethlehem, to spend at least a
few hours at the humble manger, in de-
vout prayer and meditation on this
great mystery,  The old year will thus
close upon us, and the new one will open
with sentiments worthy of our Christian
vocation,

. s

When the friar question first arose,
there were some among Catholics even,
who believed that the Catholics of the
Philippines were glad to get rid of the
friars. On another page we print a let-
ter from the Centro Filipino, in which
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they express their sentiments on the
friars and the Catholic church in general
in those islands. Mr, Stephen Bonsal,
in the North American, writes in praise
of the friarsi We give here a few ex-
cerpts :

s you travel in the Philippines and
come to a village or a hamlet that is
better built than most, if you ask by
wham it was founded, the natives will
answer that it was built by the Francis.
cans or by the Austin Fathers. In your
walks in the interior or along the coast,
if you ask who built the great church
that crowns the hill, the bridge of mas-
sive masonry that spans the river, who
ballasted the road that is never washed
out during the rains, or who designed
the irrigation works that made thg
plantations possible, the invariable an-
swer is not Colonel A, or General B,
or Don Fulano, the lavman, but Father
A. or Father B., ‘Amay sa culog,' ‘the
father of the souls.' Perhaps, in vour
travels, you mav come to a village or
a district, where nearly every man,
woman and child can speak Spanish
with flitency, and not a few read and
write it, If you have seen the Dutch
in Java and Cochin China under the
French, you will be much astonished at
this fact, unparalleled in the history of
those Asiatic countries, which, accord-
ing to the expression of M Leroy Beau-
lieu, are in process ol renovation by the
colonizing powers of Furope. Much
that is contradictory and confusing has
been said on the question of language
in the islands: I shall here merely reg-
ister my personal experience. T never
entered a village in any of the islands,
including savage Samar, where I did
not find several of the head men speak-
ing  Spanish, and in many instances
good Spanish. I also found that the
fluency and popularity of Spanish were
always in direct proportion to the in-
fluence and the number of the friars in
the district. It was poor policy to teach
the Tagals Spanish ; but the fact that
they did do so to a very remarkable ex-
tent proves that the influence of the
clerical teachers was an uplifting one.
“Of course the highest testimony to
the work of the friars is to be found in
a comparison between the condition of
the islands when they landed and the

state of the country in 1898, when they
were superseded. The first great ob-
stacle to their mission of civilization
was the absolute lack of roads or even
paths of communication.  The islands
were covered with impenetrable forests
and jungles. Almost without mn.cans,
the friars yet devised a system of road
and bridge construction which accom-
plished wonders. Every inhabitant had
to work a certain number of days each
year upon the highways or furnish a
substitute, Since this system was abol-
ished the means of communication
throughout the islands have steadily de-
teriorated., ¢

“The management of the monastic
orders was careful and in some respects
thrifty. They had to be seli-supporting
or their missions would collapse, Rare-
ly a penny reached them from Spain
and their tithes seem to have been paid
largely in chickens and eggs.  Their
property all remained in the Philip-
pines, only an incredibly small sum  be-
ing sent annually to Spain to bear a
part of the expense of the young friars
who were being educated for the Phil-
ippine missions, and to support the in-
valided and superannuated ‘brethren
who had gone back to Spain. For three
hundred years these great corporations
have been exploiting a country of larg
resources, the extent of which is al
known to them, and the valuation
placed upon their estates, their mons-
asteries and all their possessions, by
Judge Taft, is considerably under $io-
which estimate is considered a‘
just if not a generous one, There are
half a dozen forfign firms in Manila
without the knowledge of the people
and the islands which the friars possess,
who have made as much money as this
out of the Philippines within the decade.”

‘At the time of the conquest, agricul-
ture, in so far as it was practiced at all
by the [ugitive inhabitants of the
islands, was in the most rudimentary
stage.  They cultivated in a primitive
way rice and camotes, a kind of potato,
putting the seed in the ground and
leaving the rest to generous nature un-
til harvest time came. They were not

e

000,000,

versed in tillage of any kind, and they
knew mnothing of irrigation, in conse-
quence of which they frequently failed
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to make their rice crops, and famines
ensued which decimated the population
Once the friars had succeeded in induc-
ing the islanders to give up their nomad
life, and take up settled abodes, it be-
came necessary to provide them with a
more certain crop, a more assured sus-
tenance, than rice under Philippine con-
ditions, To this end maize was intro-
duced with wonderful success, the friars
bringing the seed corn from Mexico. For
three centuries this crop has proved the
mainstay of life in the islands. . While
the friars were not scientific cultivators,
it can be said without fear of contradic-
tion that, with the exception of tobacco,
which was introduced by the Spanish
Government, every staple crop that is
now grown in the Philippines and adds
to the wealth of their inhabitants was
either introduced by the friars, or that
its valuable qualities were made known
to them by the natives. Practically cut
off for so many generations from com-
munication with the outside world, and
often involved in the famines which
were in a great measure due to the im-
providence of the islanders, the friars
found it was not sufficient to preach
tropical agriculture from their pulpits ;,
it was necessary to work in a more
practical way. With this purpose lands
were taken up by them and model farms
or plantations established in many dis-
tricts ; and in these schools the natives
learned what they know to-day of till-
ing the soil. This was the genesis of
the monastic estates. They have since
been increased somewhat by purchase,
and largely by bequests ; yet, far from
comprising the greater portion of the
best land in the islands, as has been
asserted, the monastic estates amount
to less than a hundredth part of the
land under cultivation, and less than a
five-thousandth part of the land that
might be cultivated. On these farms the
friars introduced onions, tomatoes and
peppers with varying success; and in
Leyte, the .Jesuits introduced cacao,
which is fast becoming one of the most
valuable crops. Coffee bushes were
growing wild, but it was the Austin
friars who first revealed the virtues of
this plant. It was they also who taught
the cultivation of indigo, also indige-
nous. Indigo soon became a source of

great wealth, especially to the inhabi-
tants of Northern Luzon. It was the
most valuallle asset of the island, un-
til, owing to adulteration by Chinese
merchants, Luzon indigo became dis-
credited in the markets of the world.
Furthermore, it may be said that the
natives did not profit by the five or
six varicties of sugar cane growing in
the islands until they were taught, and
that the wonderful jusi and pina fab-
rics, which are now so much sought
after in the world of fashion, come from
the looms which the friars first estab-
lished in Panay and Cebu."

I believe ‘the work of the friars is re-
corded in the golden book of those who
have labored for their fellow-men, and I
am confident the credit of it, though
dimmed to-day by partisanship and want
of charity, will not escape history."

ema——————

Book Review.

The Little Manual of St. Soseph, by
Very Rev. Dean A. A, Lings. Benziger
Bros., N.Y. Price 25c.

This beautiful little manual contains a
treatise on devotion to St. Joseph, de-
votions for the seven Sundays in honor
of St. Joseph, meditations for his prin-
cipal feasts, and various prayers; to
which is added the Litany of the Sacred
Heart, and common prayers for daily
use.  This book will be a treasure for
the devotees of the great Saint,

. o s w

The Glories of Mary. Benziger Bros.,
N.Y. DPrice, $1.25.
This is a new and revised edition of the
popular manual of St, Alphonsus Lig-
vori. It is divided into three parts. The
first contains the explanation of the
Salve Regina, and a treatise on the vir-
tues of the Blessed Virgin; the second
practices of devotion to the Mother God,
including  meditations on  the Lit-
any, novenas in preparation  of
her various feasts and devotions for the
month of May; and the third, general
prayers for dailv use. It is needless to
say anything in praise of this volume,its
wide circulation speaks for itself. The
new edition has been reduced to a more
convenient shape,
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The Harmony of Religious Life, by
Herman J. Heuser. Benziger Brothers,
$1.25. These conferences first appeared
in the Dolphin over the name of Fra Ar-
minio, The author compares the re-
ligious community to some grand musi-
cal instrument e.g., an organ and the in-
dividual members to the separate keys.
And, as it is required, in order to have
good music, that each key give its pro-
per sound at the proper time, so in a re-
ligious cummunity, the harmony and
perfection depends on the purity of in-
tention and prompt obedience of the in-
dividual members. Moreover, just as a
variety ol sounds when produced in or-
der renders the music harmonious and
beautiful, so in a community the differ-
ent characters and temperments of the
individuals does not destroy, but serves
rather to enhance the harmony and
beauty ol the whole,

Political and Moral Essays, by Rev,
Joseph Rickaby, S. J., B, Sc. Oxao, Bens
ziger Bros., N.Y, Net, $1.50,

This book contains a collection of es-
says by the well known author of Ethics
and Natural Law, now used as a text
book in many Catholic schools. In the
first essay which takes up more than
half of the volume, and was written for
the degree of B.Sc. at Oxford, he shows
the origin of society from history and
defines its extent in relation to other so-
cieties, as the church, ete. The other
subjects discussed are Savages, Cas-
uistry, the Catholic Doctrine of Lying,
and Equivocation, Socialism and Relig-
ious Orders, Morality without free will,
an illustration of the value of sentiment
in Ethics, to which are added some oc-
casional mnotes.  The subjects are ably
treated and exhibit much knowledge and
diligent research on the part of the au-
thor,

[ S—
Petitions Hsked For.

A subscriber requests the prayers of
our readers that she may be cured from
an internal trouble without an operation,
that her brother may obtain a situation
which he expects, and fill it competently,

Our Joady's Own.

Scapular names have been received for
registration at Falls View, Ont., from
Trinity, Nfld.; Mankato, Minn.; St.
Mary's Church, Oswego, N. Y.; Ruth,
Huron Co., Mich.; St, Joseph's Church
Snyder, Ont.; Brooklyn, N.Y.; Shepherd,
Ont.; St, Dominic's Monastery, San
Franscisco, Cal.; St, James' Church,
Kenosha, Wis.; Trinity, Trinity Bay snd.
St. Nicholas Church,Olympia, Wash.; St,
Charles Church, Shoshone, Idaho, Cat-
aldo P.0., Idaho; St, Johns, Nfld.; Brook
village, N.S.; Dickinson's Landing, Ont.;
Big Rapids, Mich.; Bothwell, Ont,

———

A drop of ink may make a million
think.

To love God is not to have a will of
}’Ullr own,

It is easy finding reasons why other
folks should be patient,

The most ferocious natures are soothed
and tamwd by innocence,

God pardons like a mother that kisse
es’ the offense into everlasting forgetful-
ness,

An unkindness has no remedy at law,
let its avoidance be with you a point of
honor,

To rejoice in goodness and be grieved
by its opposite is an essential mark of a
well ordered mind,

As  we grow older we set a greater
price upon fidelity ;  and where is there
such [aithfulnest as in the Cross?

The farther the author holds himself
from the crowd, the more may he hope
to find thought in which are hidden
germs of immortal life,

Let us correct the habit of believing in
men, and of placing our hopes in them ;
let us not correct ourselves of the habit
ol loving them,

He who intelligently attempts what is
beyond his power must leave undone his
own proper work, and thus his time is
wasted, be he ever so closely occupied.

However great the distance, we should
make it with pleasure, in order to have
the happiness of assisting at the Holy
Sacrifice of Mass and the sacred myster-
s,
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Joetters of Bhanksgiving.
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Do you wish to experience a great joy
which  concentrated itsell in your soul,
embalming it for long hours? Do as
much good as possible, as secretly as
possible.

Enclosed please find an offering for a
: High Mass of thanksgiving in honor of
& Our Lady of Mt. Carmel for a favor re-

ceived. Kindly publish in Review, ¥our things are required of a woman—

Mrs. H. S. that virtue should dwell in her heart,
s @ o ® that modesty should shine upon her
brow, that sweetness should flow from

Enfant de Marie desires through the

“Review' to return thanks to Our Bles-

sed Mother for special favors received in

¢ the Rosary month of her intercession,
The Holy Rosary, “‘Memorare' and de- \

voting of “Fifteen Saturdays' have been

such sources of grace that most gladly

her lips, and
her hands.

that labor should employ

SENT ON APPROVAL
To Responsible People.

4 and carnestly we suggest t} eir practice | e
'] e s iy s Laughlm
o _______‘.—__ -
. Fountain
‘i Obituary. P

i

The charitable pravers of our readers
¢ are requested for the repose of the soul
: of John Daley, who died in Middleton,
Conn., on Oct, 16th,

; IS THE PEER OF ALL PENS AND HAS
NO EQUAL ANYWHERE.

FINEST GRADE 14k GOLD PEN.

t Thomas Patrick Weir, who died in To-

' ronto, Ontario, Oct. 27th, 1902 Your

v i MRy WINR. YR A Cholce

3 Alexander Wm. Murdoch, who died in Of these ) L./
,2; Toronto, December, 1901, Two 5 { ['r
I Patrick Boyle, who died in Toronto, Popular ?;'f,“‘:“ [»
w i Styles Address €
i L For only 1@
# Julia Boyle who died in Almonte, Ont. 1”I_
'i_' 1902. . ! ! By Registered Mail 8¢ Extra .
£ KEdward Brady, who died in Toronto, { Superior to Other Makes at $3.00 /{8Ke¥
14 Ontario, 1902, (i

John F. Broderick, who died July 20,
in Cleveland, Ohio,
Mary Brady, who died
Ontario.
Mrs,
Ont,
'Juhn Ahern,

—— e —

Pax Vobiscum.

—

at Port Stanley

Bessio Crowly, of Watertown,

Mark ! sweet rings the music
Of Christmas chimes again,
Like an echo, soft repeating
“Peace on earth to men."
That peace be with you, brothers,
That angels sang of thee
Above the Christ-Child‘'s birthplace,
Long ago in Bethlehem.
Rose C. Conley.

Our Extraordinary Offer,

You may try the pen for a week 1f
f| you like it, remit; it not, return it
Ever read or hear of anything fairer ?

T ughlin Fountain Pen Holder

is made of finest quality hard rubber,
is fitted with highest grade, large size,
14k gold pen; of any desired flexibil
ity, and has the only perfect feeding
device known. Either style, richly
gold mounted, for presentation pur-
poses, $1.00 extra.
Why not order a dozen of these pens
Nl for Christmas Presents for your
friends ? Surely you will not be able
1o secure anything at three times the
ice that will give such continuous |§
sure and serv Everybody ap-
iates a good Fountain Pen, Safety
pocket pen holder sent free of charge
with each pen.
Illustration on left is full size of
ladies' style; on right, gentlemen's j§
style. i

Lay Magazine Down and Write Now

ADDRISS

LAUGHLIN MFG. COM'Y

133 Griswold St, DETROIT, Mich.
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Write Your Name...

AND FULL ADDRESS ON THE
BLANK BELOW. ¢ ¢ o v 0 s a0
CUT OUT THE SAME, AND ..
SEND WITH ¢eveenvevnn

ONE DOLLAR

BEFORE FEBRUARY 1, 1803

o TO et

THE CARMELITE FATHERS,

NIAGARA FALLS, ONT,

-And we will send you the CARMELITE REVIEW for twelve months, together with
* " the beautiful Catholic Home Annual for 1903,

CUT THIS OUT.

The Carmehte Fathcrs, Niagara Falls, Ontario

H' Please send me the Catholic Home Annual ar The Carmelite a’
o Review until.eaeas SERAESADVNEA BV BS O DN . °
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