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PREFACE.

S —

of the little outside testimonies to the benign power wielded by
the Blessed Virgin over the hearts of her Creator’s creatures, 18
the poetry that clings to her very name, and to everything connected
with her. For instance, how often her Rosary turns up in unlikely
quarters! 'When the most poetical of poets wished to describe some
transaction as happening in the forenoon, his phrase is:—* Ere the
hot sun count his dewy rosary on the eglantine,”—that is, touching
bead after bead of dew, and drying it up, as he fingers his beads, as
he counts his rosary. In like manner, we have more than once spoken
of our lengthening chain of volumes as our rosary; and now we have
completed our first decade, our first ten years. The full Rosary con-
sists of fifteen decades; but even our ordinary chaplet of five decades
—how many editors will have handed the beads on from one to another
before that point can be reached, if it is to be reached at all ?

Rochefoucauld says that some people are so fond of making them-
selves the subject of conversation that they will even speak ill of them-
selves rather than be altogether silent on that attractive theme. On
the other hand Dr. Johnson warns us against letting out things to
our own discredit, for our hearers are sure to repeat the disparaging
facts while suppressing all allusion to our candour in telling them
against ourselves. Acting on this principle, we refrain from advert-
ing to certain shortcomings in the volume now completed, which we are
confident of being able to remedy in the new volume beginning with
our next month’s Number.

No greater piece of good fortune has happened to our Magazine
than its being made, during the past year, the vehicle of giving for
the first time to the world documefits which reviews of the highest
pretensions would be proud to publish—the Diary of the great,0’Con-
nell’s early manhood, and many letters of his maturer years. Mr.
Morgan O’Connell’s great kindness is not yet exhausted ; and we have
received additi “0'Connell Papers” from Mr. J. T. Devitt, Mr.
Maaurice Lenihan, and others, to whom we give our sincere thanks.

No item has excited greater interest than the very remarkable auto-
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biographical fragment by the poet James Clarence Mangan. When
chance and the kindness of a friend placed it in our hands, we pro-
cured an attestation of its authenticity, and a licence for its publication,
from the Rev. C. P. Meehan, for whom it had been originally written.
‘We afterwards learned that Father Meehan gave the manuscript many
years ago to Sir Charles Gavan Duffy, who has been good enough to
ratify its fate, and who even allows us to hope for other interesting
documents. Perhaps some of our readers may be able to help us to
trace the course of the Mangan fragment from the custody of Mr.
Cashel Hoey to the kind hands from which we ourselves first received
it.

One of the uses to which each year we devote this otherwise blank
leaf is to ask the prayers of our readers for those who have wielded
their pens for us, and who in the course of the year have laid their
pens aside for ever. At page 662 we pay this tribute of gratitude to
the late Dillon O’Brien. “ A Lost Picture,” at page 245 of our ninth
volume, was the solitary contribution of Charles Kickham, who died
this year ; and “ The Prodigals,” at page 22 of our seventh volume,
seems to us to be a remarkable relic of Mr. Arthur O'Keeffe, a very
young man of talent from Kerry, who died a few months ago, at the
beginning of his career. In this Memento of the Dead we will include
& name to which we are unable to offer elsewhere the homage of our
gratitude, affection, and admiration—the Rev. Dr. Murray of May-
nooth, who did not tarry long behind his friends and colleagues, Dr.
Crolly and Dr. Russell. May they and all the faithful departed
through the mercy of God rest in peace, and may we in our turn, when
we depart, be found among the faithful souls to whom that prayer,
breathed by others when we are gone, will be applicable.
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DEAD BROKE:
A TALE OF THE WESTERN BTATES.

BY DILLON O'BRIEN.
AUTHOR OF ‘ FRANK BLAKE,” ‘‘ WIDOW MELVILLE'S BOARDING-HOUSE,” &o. &c.

CHAPTER L
TWO DEAR FRIENDS.

EFORE Michigan was yet a State, Doctor Robert McGregor emi-

grated from Scotland and settled in the Territory. He was a

widower, and brought with him his only child, a boy bearing his own
name.

‘Whether or not the doctor bore any relationship to [the famous
Rob Roy McGregor, whom the genius of Scott has raised from a High-
1and cattle-lifter into & hero of romance, he certainly in no way re-
sembled him in character, for the doctor was a quiet, honest gentleman
somewhat reserved in manner, and withal a most excellent physician.

Doctor Robert McGregor’s eettling in this out-of-the-way Western
little village was for some time quite a mystery to his pioneer neigh-
bours; for he seemed a man amply provided with means, was past the
period when men are often led by the love of adventure to seek fron-
tier life, and neither in his actions or conversation was there evidence
to denote that there was-any portion of his past he wished to forget or
<onceal.

The greatest mystery Mrs. Grundy—and she lives in the wilderness
as well as the city—can meet with, is, no mystery at all.

The doctor evidently should have had a mystery connected with
him, a skeleton that Mrs. Grundy would unearth, and he had not one.

But when curiosity and conjecture died away, a better and more
lasting feeling took their place; namely, respect.

In truth, his residence among them was a substantial benefit to the
settlers scattered over a wide section of country. His practice soon
became extensive in breadth of territory at least, if not very remune-
Tative, for fully two-thirds of his patients were always on the free list.
Indeed, it was said that the doctor was frequently imposed upon ; but
I do not think so, for in his quiet way he was a keen observer, but
not being a saint by any means himself, he did not look for perfection
in others, and I am inclined to believe that he often lent himself and
became, as it were, a party to what people, who had no earthly busi-
ness to interfere, called imposition.

For instance, a poor settler in the neighbourhood lost his cow, his
-only one ; and his wife, heretofore as healthy a wench as one could
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find in a week’s journey, was very suddenly taken ill, and sent for the
doctor. He went, listened to a recital of the symptoms, during which
the loss of the cow was more than once alluded to, and then spoke to
her kindly and encouragingly. He left without having ordered any
medicine; “but sure,” as the patient remarked afterwards to a neigh-
bour, ¢ his kind voice was worth all the physic in a drug store,” and
the next morning a cow from’ his own yard stogd at the poor settler’s.
door, and the patient was so far recovered, that on the evening of the-
same day she milked the cow.

There was a little man named Solomon Weasel living in the village,
who, during the week, sold quantities of tea, sugar, soap, and candles.
to the villagers—and made the quantities still smaller by giving light
weight—and on Sunday sang psalms through a long nose that started
from its base towards the left, and then suddenly diverged and pointed
to the right. I am thus minute in describing this nose, because I
believe that its peculiar formation was a beautiful design of nature to-
assist holy shakes. Keeping also a stock of simple medicines, he re-
garded himself, as by right, a kind of coadjutor of the doctor’s—a.
claim not at all allowed by the latter, who always avoided intimacy
with him—and hearing of this case, and of the sudden recovery of the
woman, he called on the doctor for the purpose of disclosing to him the-
¢ gross imposition ” that had been practised upon him, and giving
him some friendly warnings for the future, deeming this an excellent
opportunity to ingratiate himself into the doctor's favour. But the
latter’s reception of him was too chilling to make him ever wish to
repeat his visit. .

‘ As a physician, sir,” said the doctor, ‘I must be the best judge
a8 to the reality of the poor woman’s sickness, and as the owner of the
cow, best judge as to how to dispose of my property. °Cast your
bread upon the waters,’ sir; at all events you will allow me to cast.
my crumbs as I please.”

There were three things Dr. McGregor was passionately fond of—
his books, his garden, and hunting—the wild turkey and deer abound-
ing at that time in Michigan, gave him plenty of opportunity to indulge-
in the latter amusement to his heart’s content.

As soon as the winter snow fell, the doctor set off on a tour that
was half-professional and half-hunting; so while oneside of his ample-
saddle-bags contained, with a change of clothing, bullets and powder,
the other side was well-stocked with medicines and surgical instru-
ments. He used to say that all the old women of the country waited
for this time to get sick, and the men to give themselves ugly cuts,
bruises, and broken bones, and as it was the chopping season in the
woods, accidents no doubt were more likely to happen at this period
than at any other.

‘Whether his medical skill was required or not, the doctor’s visits to
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the settlements in the woods were alwayshailed with universal pleasure;
indeed, not a little jealousy was evinced as to who should have the
honour of entertaining him, and those most favoured in this respect
were objects of more orless envy. Of course there were favoured ones,
mostly old hunters, that were in the habit of joining him in his hunt-
ing excursions, when he came into their neighbourhood. Anyone of
those would be willing to swear that he could recognise the crack of
the doctor’s rifle, and indeed it frequently happened that, guided by
the report and the knowledge of the locality, some one of the doctor’s
rough friends would hurry off into the woods to meet him, and assist
to carry home the game; while the good women would tidy up the log
oabin for this honoured guest. Then, mayhap, when the shades of
evening were closing around, the doctor would be seen emerging from .
the forest, his rifle slung on his shoulder, while a few paces behind
came the settler leading the doctor’s stout Canadian pony, across whose
back would be flung the body of a deer, while perchance a turkey
gobbler ornamented its wide antlers.

On an occasion of this kind, the doctor’s arrival would be known in
the settlement within a few hours, and during his stay in the neigh-
bourhood, all his time within doors was occupied in receiving visits
from the well and sick, and prescribing for the latter.

Shortly after his arrival in Michigan, Doctor McGregor built on the
outskirts of the village, a substantial cottage, which he called Inver-
ness Cottage, and to it attached an extensive garden.

This aristocratic weakness, most innocently committed, hurt the
republican feelings of his neighbours very much, and militated against
his popularity; but this feeling was only temporary, and in time the
inhabitants of the village of P—— took quite a pride in showing to
strangers visiting them, Inverness Cottage, and its well-kept garden :
for the owner was a well-skilled botanist, and kept a hired man, whose
principal business it was to attend to this garden, his only other
domestic being a middle-aged, respectable woman, who acted as house-
keeper, and took care of his child while the latter was of an age
requiring such attention.

Besides the purchase of the ground on which the cottage was built,
Doctor McGregor from time to time had bought several lots in the
village, and a tract of wild Government land in the immediate neigh-
bourhood, justly surnnsmg that in time the property secured now at
almost nominal prices would become valuable, if not to himself, at
least to his child.

This boy, when he arrived with his father in the village of P
was a warm-hearted, imaginative little fellow, quick to make fuends
and to believe in them implicitly, and this trust, common to childhood,
he carried with him into maturer years.

There were many circumstances in his bringing up which tended to
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develop all that was romantic in his nature, and to let that shrewdness
and common-sense—for which the Scotch character is proverbial—lie
dormant.

Ho attended the village school and learned rapidly; and when of
& proper age, his father instructed him at home.

Doctor McGregor had brought with him from Scotland a supply of
books quite sufficient to fill one side of his study in the cottage, leaving
room, however, between the top of the bookcase and the ceiling
for the antlered heads of deer, trophies of the chase; while on
the opposite side were ranged rifles and shot-guns; on this side, too,
was a large bay-window looking out upon the garden. This room was
the favourite resort of father and son, both in winter and summer.
Here the doctor, reclining in his large arm-chair—after a morning’s
work among his flowers in the garden—would read some favourite
author, or in the evening hear his son recite his lessons; and here,
during the winter evenings, when his father was off on one of his
hunting expeditions, or attending a professional call, young Robert
might be often seen sitting opposite the wide fire-place—whose huge
back log and crackling faggots gave out a warm blaze—quite absorbed
in one of Sir Walter Scott’s historical romances, Burns’ ballads, or
one of Cowper’s bewitching stories of the sea or forest.

Such hours were, perhaps, the happiest in the boy’s life, but the
most dangerous for his future success in this matter-of-fact Yankee
land ; nor as he sat there was there an uninteresting picture to look in
upon : the large fireplace, the ruddy blaze throwing out its flickering
light and shadow, to dance in grotesque forms along the walls and
curtains, now glancing along the polished gun barrels, or lighting up
with a mockery of life, the glass eyes of the stag’s heads, and the
slight form in the ample, old-fashioned chair with intense interest rest-
ing on every feature of the young face.

Left a good deal to himself, and allowed to spend his hours of re-
creation as his fancy might dictate, with an imaginative mind and
affectionate disposition, there was much in this boy’s surroundings to
‘develop a romantic nature, that loved to fashion out of the realities
around an ideal world of its own.

For him the primeval forest surrounding his home was at his plea=-
sure peopled with brave knights and fair “ladyes;’ along the blazed
path through the wood, he saw the tall form of *‘Le Longue Cara-
bine” advancing, his unerring rifle slung over 'his shoulder; or
watched ¢ Le {Gros Serpent” stretched beneath a giant tree, while
** Uncas,” his dark, sad eyes looking into space, listened to his father's
recital of the departed greatness of the Mohicans.

In truth, young Robert McGregor was in a fair way to become the
veriest dreamer that ever was, but for one healthy influence, the friend-
ship of a boy about his own age, and the very opposite to him in many
traits of character.
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If Robert McGregor gave promise of being one of life’s dreamers,
James Allen, or Jim, as he was known by his friends, was evidently
cut out for one of its workers; there was energy in every nerve of his
Zittle body, as he scampered home after school to do his choree.

His father, John Allen, was the village blacksmith, an honest son
of Vulcan, liked by his neighbours, and earning at his trade a suffi-
-ciency to keep his family respectable and above want. He had lost
several children, and when Doctor McGregor came to reside in the
village, the blacksmith’s home contained but himself, his wife, and
this, his only child.

Allen had a great respect for the doctor, and their intercourse was
-always of the most friendly nature, a state of feeling which may have
had its origin in the fact that the blackemith was of Scotch descent,
but which required no such auxiliary to make it lasting.

Frequently in the fall, returning from a day’s partridge shooting
in the woods, the doctor, late in the afternoon, would drop into the
blacksmith’s shop to have a friendly chat, and there remain sometimes
until the shades of evening fell, carelessly leaning against the wall,
his dog lying at his feet, and his hands resting on his gun, while the
:sturdy blacksmith drew the glowing bar of iron from the fire, and with
lusty strokes sent the red sparks flying around the forge, the cheerful
ring of the hammer making a fitting accompaniment to his loud voice
and merry laugh.

On certain Scotch festivals, too, the doctor always gave him a formal
invitation to take & glass of Scotch toddy with him in his study, but
notwithstanding the exhilarating influence which the toddy might be
-expected to exercise, the honest fellow’s laugh was never half so hearty
-on these occasions as when the doctor visited him in his own smithy or
his own house. Having a general and warm invitation to do so, Allen
in the summer months—when the doctor’s garden was clothed in all
its glory—would bring his wife on Sunday afternoons to visit it,
-Jim in his best clothes, walking with restrained steps by the side of his
mother, while health and half an hour’s application of a coarse towel
made his father's face glow like one of his own heated irons. If the
-doctor was at home, he very likely joined them in the garden, when
-after a little Mrs. Allen would go into the house to pay a visit to the
housekeeper, and the two men would continue their walk up and down
the garden, discussing the news of the day, the growth of the village,
-and the prospect of the crops, now and then stopping to look at a
shrub or flower, while the doctor imparted scraps of botanical know-
ledge to his friend, which was received by the latter with great respect,
-albeit the knowledge thus conveyed passed from his mind as quickly
-a8 water through a sieve.

But there was one who was always on the watch for such visits,
-doubtless having previous intimation of them.
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No sooner had the blacksmith opened the side gate and entered the-
garden with his family, than Robert McGregor would issue from the
house, and go bounding down the walk, when he would be met half
way by Jim, in an equally impetuous manner, making a collision—
sometimes resulting in the shortest possible sojourn in & prickly goose-
berry bush—of frequent occurrence ; then when damages were repaired,.
both boys were off to the woods, the garden being altogether too small
for a display of their youthful energies, and would not again make
their appearance till hunger drove them home.

On occasions of this kind they were met sometimes on the outskirts.
of the forest, by Solomon Weasel, who went there, as he said, “for
sweet meditation,” never, however, venturing beyond the clearings,
for he was a timid little creature, and though his faith was strong,
his fear of bears and catamounts was stronger.

As the boys approached him, leaping over logs, beating the brush
with branches, striking at a snake as he crossed their path, and then
fling his dead body far off into the brush, the little man’s face would
grow several shades more sour, and in a harsh, whining voice, he-
would reprove them for ‘their wilful levity on the Lord’s day,” as if
He who makes the flowers to give forth their fragrance, and the birds
their songs on the Sabbath, did not intend that on this day, above all
others, man, resting from his labours, should rejoice amid the beauties.
of the earthly inheritance his Creator has given him. But Jim, with
a hardened levity, unpardonable in one so young, would interrupt the
pious reproof with a loud Indian war-hoop, and then in several somer-
saults and complicated evolutions, disappear from the good man’s eyes,
followed by Robert.

I have said that in many traits of character these boys were essen-
tially different ; however, they had excellent points in common, which
helped to cement their friendship, both were manly, truthful, and
affectionate, but in appearance there was not the slightest resemblance.
Robert McGregor was tall for his age, with a slight elastic figure. In
fact, he bore a striking likeness to the portrait of his mother, which
hung in his father’s library, a calm face that might grow very sad, yet
whose smooth surface denoted that care had not written on it roughly,
with dark full eyes, an expressive mouth, and an exquisitely chiseled
chin. This was the portrait of a delicate refined woman ; and her son,.
grown up in the woods, habituated to the roughness of western life,
his face browned by the summer’s sun, his features made coarse by
continual and healthful exposure in the open air, bore still a striking
resemblance to it.

James Allen, on the other hand, was short and thick, with the-
shoulders and arms f a young Hercules ; his complexion was what is
called red and white, and although the sun waged a successful war
against his turned-u nose, peeling the skin off several times during:
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the summer, it never succeeded in making his complexion one shade
darker; his eyes were light grey, and he had the most obstinate,
perverse, unmanageable red hair that ever bristled on a boy’s head !
Like Banquo’s ghost, ‘it would not down."”

These two boys, so different in nature and appearance, were fast
friends from the time they first met as children, and each exercised an
improving influence upon the other. The practical energy and shrewd
common sense of Jim—qualities which become so much earlier de-
veloped in the children of poor people than in those of the rich—had a.
salutary effect in checking his friend’s excursions into dreamland, and
dispelling his romantic visions, while the more refined organisation of
Robert McGregor, together with that ease of manner which he had
acquired from close intercourse with his father, had a certain elevat-
ing effect on the mind of the blacksmith’s son, a polishing of the rough
diamond without injuring its value. At school they sat on the same
bench, and fought side by side in the playground. Robert would
never strike his adversary while down, it was unknightly ; but Jim had
no such refined feelings, and pommeled away with his little sledge
hammer fists, whether the enemy was on his feet or his back.

Even Cupid failed to divide these two friends.

Both were warm admirers of Lucy Evans, a little orphan maiden,
who lived with her aunt, a poor woman who had a house full of
younger children of her own to care for, but nevertheless contrived,
her husband being a sober, hard working man, to keep Lucy neatly
dressed. Lucy, indeed, was naturally so tidy a little body that any
kind of dress would look well upon her.

Both boys were her champions at school, Robert assisted her with
her lessons, lent her books to read ; Jim carried off her sleigh to his.
father’s shop, and with some assistance from the latter, shod it. But,
alas! when did cold gratitude compete with warm fancy, without being-
obliged to succurmb ? The very next day when Lucy appeared on the
school-house hill with the newly-shod sleigh, it was Robert she invited
to accompany her, and guide the sleigh.

Down they went, swiftly coasting to the foot of the long, high hill,
then slowly back, dragging the sleigh after them, slipping and laugh-
ing at every step, then down and up again, until the cheeks of the
little maiden shamed the red lining of her hood, and her eyes sparkled
brighter than the diamond hoar frost hanging from the boughs—so
she appeared to Jim who stood watching them.

As they ascended the hill for the fourth or fifth time, Robert look-
ing up, saw Jim standing all alone, and in a moment he remembered
that it was Jim who had shod this very sleigh for Lucy, and that she
had not yet asked him to take a ride on it; so he said : ** Lucy, it is
Jim's turn next, he has not got a ride yet;” she gave a half shrug to
her pretty little shoulders, just as any other spuiled belle, much older,
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‘might have done, at wkich Robert looked cross, and said: ¢ Why, you
Xknow, Lucy, the trouble he took to iron your sleigh.”

 Oh, yes,” said Lucy; *“but I think you steer better.”

“No I don’t;” said Robert; ¢ halloo, Jim, come and steer Lucy,”
-and away he went, to join another party, and away went Jim and Lucy
<down the hill.

That same evening, as Jim was preparing for supper, and looking
in a cracked glass, endeavoured to get the unmanageable red hair to
lie down, he said to himself: *She likes Robert twice as well, and
.she's right.”

‘When Robert was thirteen years of age, although he still continued
1o attend the public school, his father commenced to superintend his
education at home. At the earnest request of his son, the doctor pro-
posed to Allen that James should study with the former, but the
blacksmith, resting his hands on his ponderous sledge, shook his head
-a8 he replied : * Thank you, doctor, but no Latin or Greek for Jim ;
what good would they do the boy? He must work at the anvil,like
his father and grandfather before him, and too_much learning would
make him upsettish-like. In two years or so, I will take him into
the shop to help me; he is handy in it already.”

*“ He is a very good, manly, little fellow,” said the doctor, *“and I
-am very glad he and Robert are such good friends.”

*“ Well, but aren’t they, doctor ?’ replied the blacksmith. ¢ Inever
-saw the beat of it. I wonder how it will be when Robert is a fine
gentleman, and Jim hammering away at the anvil. What are you
going to make of Robert, doctor ?”’

“I will allow him to make his own choice; but first I shall try to
give him as good an education asIcan. Perhaps you are right about
the Latin and Greek, but I have a pretty good stock of books, histories,
-and works on practical science, and Jim is as welcome to their use as
my own son, so I advise you to give him as much time for reading
with Robert as you can.”

“Well, it wouldn’t be very easy to keep them asunder,” replied
the blacksmith, with a jolly laugh. And so it turned out that, while
Robert was engaged in study, according to the system his father had
marked out for him, James was frequently reading some book, selected
by himself, generally a work treating on some branch of practical
science. As for Robert’s highly prized romances, he utterly ignored
them, either from want of taste for such reading, or because Robert,
by oral instruction, and continually spouting passages from his favour-
ite authors, during their rambles in the woods, had given him a
surfeit of this kind of literature.

This reading in the cosy study on winter evenings was pleasant
work. When the doctor was present, absorbed in his book, the boys
would pass from reading to converse in low tones with one another;
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sometimes plans for the future were discussed, without any very defi-
nite conclusions being arrived at, at least as far as Robert was.
concerned. One scrap of conversation will illustrate many similar
ones.

¢ What will you be, Robert, when you are a man ?” asked James.
one evening, while the doctor dozed in his chair, and the boys whispered
in a corner in under tones not to disturb him.

“X don’t know. I'll tell you what, I would like to have been one
of those splendid knights of old, with belted sword and lance, and
pennon gaily flying, riding forth on my fiery steed. But those days.
are all past.”

“¢ Small loss,” said Jim.

“ What would you like to be, Jim ?”’ .

“ A machinest, and I will be one. Father will soon take me into-
the shop, but I'm bound to know something more than blacksmith’s
work. Did you read about the ‘fly wheel,” Robert ?

“No; what fly wheel ?”’

““ What fly-wheel ?” repeated James, indignantly. ¢ Why, the
fly-wheel which regulates all the machinery in one of those big facto-
ries down East. I was reading an account of it when you called me-
over. It's more useful in the world than your crack-brained knights
ever were.”

** But, Jim, if you are a machinest, your face will be always
black.”

“Soap is cheap,” answered Jim, ‘““and I can wash it. I'm not
like you, Robert; my father is a workman, and I'm going to be one.
Your father is a big bug, and I suppose he can make one of you if he
likes.”

T wish, Jim,” said Robert, *‘that you would not call my father
‘a big bug.’”

‘“ Why not?”

¢‘ Because he is a gentleman.”

“ What is the difference ?”’

““ Why, any fellow with montey canbe ‘a big bug,’ but it takes a
gentleman to be a gentleman.”

This very lucid explanation seemed to bother Jim for a moment,
then he asked: * Can a machinest be a gentleman, Robert ?”

¢ Yes, he can,” said his friend.

“ Then see, Mr. Robert, if I won't be a gentleman as well as the
best of you.”

The latter part of this conversation was held considerably above a
whisper, and reached the doctor’s ears. He called Jim over to him,
and the boy, with a flushed face at being overheard by the doctor,
stood before hirn and looked full into his eyes.

The old gentleman laid his hand kindly on the boy's shoulder.
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‘“Be a true man in everything, James,” he said, ‘‘and you will be
a gentleman.”

And in all his after-life, amid rough companions and wild scenes,
these words were never forgotten by him to whom they were addressed.

.

CHAPTER II.
THE MAYOR OF P—,

‘TiMe sped on, making changes in the village of P—— as elsewhere.
Indeed change, growth, and development is the normal state of the
West. No settling down for any length of time out West in a quiet
little village, and being on familiar terms with its one constable,
whose public duties are so light as to allow him to unbend from the
-dignity of official position, and bring to you your weekly or tri-weekly
mail on the arrival of the stage; a condescension which weakens the
.authority of this public functionary with the urchins who crowd
.around the stage on its arrival, deeming it to have come from some
‘very distant country, and looking upon its driver as & very wonderful
‘traveller indeed, whose unbroken vocabulary of oaths excites their
.admiration and emulation. No sooner do you settle in your out-of-the-
way Western little village, escaped, as you foolishly imagine, from
politicians, lawyers, editors, and all the other ills of civilisation, and
hug yourself with the idea that the world may wag on without you,
than it comes wagging right into your retreat. Engineers, without
as much as by your leave, plant their instruments in your flower-beds,
and an unsightly brown three-story elevator goes up in front of your
-cottage, shutting out all view.

A railway director, in your very presence, pointing his finger towards
your house, says, quite coolly, to an engineer: * We must get that out
of the way, Thompson.” The swift-flowing, pure river that you
called, after Bryant’s beautiful poem, ¢ The Green River,” becomes
the dirtiest, noisiest place in the whole neighbourhood, from the mills
built along its banks. Lawyers and insurance agents flock in; law-
suits and fires prevail. Two newspapers continually ‘proclaim to the
world that the human intellect is altogether too limited to comprehend
in the remotest degree the future greatness of Frogtown. And where
you fished for trout speculators fish for gudgeons.

A few years after Doctor McGregor had settled in Michigan it
became a State, and the village of P—— began to grow into the pro-
portions of quite a respectable-sized town. So that after a while his
cottage was no longer in the suburbs but surrounded with brick houses
of far greater pretensions. However, it still had its beautiful garden,
which, despite its red brick neighbours, retained for it its rural
appearance.
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By the time that P—— had fifteen hundred inhabitants—and
-claimed three thousand—it had a fire brigade, a bank, several societies
—the latter of great benefit to numerous saloons, and of great detri-
‘ment to domestic happiness—and two newspapers, The Banner of
Freedom, and The Trumpet of Liberty.

‘Then the ambition of P rose in its majesty, and through its
-member it applied to the Legislature for a city charter.

It was a mere matter of form to obtain such, for I have known a
"W estern city with but one tumble-down shanty in it, nevertheless, on
‘this occasion, the honourable member representing the district in
which P—— was, deemed it due *‘to the glorious state, whose citizen
‘he was, to the republic—the home of freedom, the dread of tyrants—
which has lately added this beauteous gem to its diadem, to the in-
fluential and intelligent constituents who had so honoured him as to
elect him as their representative, an honour altogether unsought by
him » (he had spent & considerable sum in forty-rod whisky, and six
months in electioneering for the nomination) to depict in a speech of
an hour and a half, and replete with bombast, slang, and bad grammar,
the future greatness of P——, as the ¢ emporium of commerce, the
-seat of learning, and the stronghold of republican liberty,” and con-
«cluded with a glowing panegyric on the ‘“American Eagle,” as the
noble bird disappeared in the lofty clouds of the honourable gentle-
1man’s eloquence.

This speech was received in P—— with conflicting opinions, aocord-
ing to the political feeling of its critics.

The editor of the Banner of Fresdom (Republican) pronounced it
¢‘the best effort of our gifted member, the Hon. Columbus Stubbles,
and deemed that without doubt the occasion did much to inspire his
eloquent tongue;” while the editor of Z%e Trumpet of Liberty (Demo-
crat) ‘thought that old Stubbles must have been drunk ,when he
talked such downright balderdash.”

“ As an orater and debater, the Hon. Columbus Stubbles has by
this speech made his mark,” said the Banner of Fresdom.

‘“ He has made a downright ass of himself,” said the Trumpet of
Leborty.

However, P
and city council.

The names of the two editors in P— were whimsically'appropriate.
Dumpling, the editor of the Banner, was exceedingly short and fat,
while Crane, the editor of the Zrumpet, was in an equal degree tall and
thin. These personal characteristics were the objective points that
they generally selected in their perpetual wordy war with each other;
sometimes one or other of them would be able to make an accusation
against his brother editor, more damaging than anything connected
with personal appearance, and such opportunities were eagerly sought

got its charter, and set about electing its mayor
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for, but the leanness or fatness of the party attacked generally
supplied the adjectives of the damaging articles. Crane did not
believe that he would be performing his duty to society by simply.
proving to the world that Dumpling was a ruffian, he must
prove him to be a ‘‘fat ruffian;” while in an article of two
columns’ length, in the Banmer, in which Dumpling conclusively
convicted Crane of arson, murder, bigamy, and petty larceny,
he closed by saying: ‘“We don’t believe that we have left
the lean rascal a hole small enough for him to crawl through.”” In
their more playful sallies, Crane feared that if Dumpling put so much
of his nature (lard) into his articles, they would disagree with his few.
readers, and Dumpling announced in the Banner, under the head of
¢ singular accident,” that the editor of the Trumpet, in rushing down
stairs to meet his only cash contributor, came in contact with the latter,
and nearly cut him in two.

At this time, in the West, country editors were mostly paid by their
subscribers in produce, & cord of wood being deemed an equivalent for
a year’s subscription, butter and vegetables rating according to the
market ; subscribers were artfully enticed into adding to the regular
tariff by presents, which were duly acknowledged by the editor, the
value of the present regulating the length of the notice and the praise
bestowed on the donor. A good-sized crock of butter was deemed
worthy of a leader containing & short biography of ¢ the upright
citizen and valued friend” who presented it, while a dozen or two of
eggs would elicit something like the following: ‘“Our jolly friend,
Farmer Grubs, latd on our table last week a dozen of beautiful turkey
eggs ; thanks, friend Grubs, call again.” Of course, the wonderful
Grubs, quite proud at seeing his name in print, called and /a¢d again.

Dumpling, being of a more genial humour than his rival editor,
presents came into the sanctum of the Banner far oftener than into that
of the Trumpet. 'What a pleasant way Dumpling had, to be sure, of re-
ceiving such presents; anything eatable he would smack his lips over,
rub his hands, smile all over, and punch his patron softly in the
ribs. Then, when the latter had withdrawn, Dumpling would wink,
with one of his fat eyes, over at his solitary compositor, and say :
“I'm the fellow that can tickle them.” But such undignified conduct
was altogether beneath the editor of the Zrumpet of Lisberty. I
advocate principles, sir,” he would say. ¢ The Zrumpet is the
organ of great principles; principles, sir, which you cannot eradicate
from the Zhuwpet, without tearing down the pillars of the Republic;
principles which the Zrumpet cannot abandon for a cord of wood or a
fat turkey,” and he laughed bitterly, thinking of the plump bird he
gaw carried into the office of the Banner the day before.

The first election for city officers was a great event in P——, and
‘uring the local canvass that preceded it, Crane and all the young
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Cranes literally fed on the fat of the land ; for the Democratic candi-
date for mayor, was a butcher of the name of Thompson, and the
editor of T%e Trumpet of Liberty had for the time being unlimited
credit at his shop.

Bolomon Weasel had secured the Whig nomination, and in the
words of Dumpling, ‘‘The country, with bated breath, awaited the
issue.”

Had the management of the contest been left between the two
candidates, Thompson would undoubtedly have beaten Solomon
‘Weasel out of sight, for the former was a free-hearted fellow, and
treated liberally ; but the politicians of P—— sided with the latter,
and having denounced Thompson for attempting to corrupt the people
with drink, they went to work and saved a good many of the voters
from such degradation, by buying them over to vote for their candi-
date. Solomon Weasel was elected mayor of the city of P——, and
three others, among whom was John Allen, the blacksmith, aldermen.

The great contest was over, the world moved on, the country again
drew its breath in a natural way, the editor of the Banner was jubi-
lant, and the editor of the Trumpet returned to vegetable diet.

‘Mean, little souls never forget a supposed insult or slight, and his
honour, the Mayor of P——, was no exception to this. He had never
forgotten the cold reception he met with when he called upon Doctor
McGregor, or how the latter always avoided any familiarity with him,
and he had scarcely been installed in office when he began debating in
his own mind if it was not possible, in his official capacity, to ¢ get
even” with the man he so thoroughly hated. It was not long until &
plan occurred to him, one which he firmly believed would annoy the

doctor so much, that the very contemplation of it brought a warm
glow to his pinched face. It was nothing more or less than getting
the council to pass an ordinance for the opening of a new street, which
would run through the doctor’s garden, cutting it right in two.

“ Inverness Cottage, to be sure,” he said; ‘‘see if I don’t come
even with you, you old Scotch aristocrat.” He waited for about a
month to mature his plan, in the meantime discussing with the citizens
the necessity of opening new streets; and then, not without some
wholesome dread of John Allen, submitted it to the three aldermen in
council, having previously secured the support of the other two.

The mayor was right in fearing John Allen’s opposition. When
the honest blacksmith had studied the diagram prepared by Solomon
ho exclaimed in tones of surprise and indignation; ‘“ Why, Mr. Mayor,
this new street would go right through Dr. McGregor’s garden.”
“ Well what of that ?” replied one of the aldermen; ‘‘I guess public

ements can’t be stopped by any man’s garden.”

“ That’s what I say,” said Sims, the other alderman.

“ That's the very view to take, gentlemen,” said the mayor, mov-

Vou x., No. 103. 3
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ing away until he placed one of the aldermen between himself and
Allen, for the latter, as he perceived how matters stood, was beginning
to look dangerous; ‘I shall leave the whole matter in your hands;
public duty, and the interests of our growing city, were my only
motives for bringing it before you.”

“You lie, S8olomon Weasel,” said the blackemith, jumping up, and
totally forgetful in his rage of the respect due to the august body of
which he was a member, and to themayor. * You lie; you are doing
this through spite, because Dr. McGregor always knew you to be a
sneaking hypocrite and thief, and treated you as you deserved.”

¢ Order, order,” said one of the aldermen, vainly looking around
to see if assistance was at hand.

¢ Oh, Mr. Allen, Mr. Allen,” exclaimed 8ims, pale with fright.

‘Weak as his honour, the mayor's limbs were with fear, he would
have made for the door, but that the burly form of the smith was
between him and it, and the windows were too high to leap from.

¢Order be ——,” continued the smith. ¢ Why, this garden is
the pride of P——, and the old man loves it; have you spoken to him
about this new street ?”

¢No,” replied the mayor.

¢ Ah, that’s like you, and shows your motive,” said Allen.

¢I think we had better adjourn,” said 8ims. ¢ I will call on Dr.
McGregor myself about the matter, before we take any furthersteps.”

‘While the motion to adjourn was being put and carried, Solomon
‘Weasel effected his escape from the council-room. *I’ll be even with
him yet,” said he, as he hastened home ; then, when he was under the
protection of his own roof, his courage returned, and he fairly swelled
with rage as he thought of the indignity with which the blacksmith
had treated the Mayor of P——. I will have the rascal arrested,”
he said. “I will take an action against him for libel; I will have
him prosecuted for assault and battery; I will have him expelled the
council ; I will have him bound over to keep the peace; I will be even
with him and that old stuck-up doctor yet; I'll have two constables
in the room the next time the question of opening the new street
comes up; see if I don’t get even with them all yet.”” But

¢ The beet 1aid schemes of mice and men,
Gang aft aglee.”

Doctor McGregor attended the next meeting of the council, and not
alone consented to the opening of the street, but actually advocated it
a8 a necessary improvement. ‘I have perceived for some time back,”
he said, “as our town grew, that my cottage was no longer in the
suburbs, and that it would be necessary to curtail the size of my

arden. That portion of it which will be taken for the new street, I
eerfully donate to the city, and ” (taking up his hat and bowing
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politely to the aldermen), ‘“you shall have the deed of it, gentle-
men, any time you please.”

““Well,” said Alderman Sims, when the doctor had withdrawn,
“the doctor is a gentleman, and a good citizen, every inch of
him.”

“Yes,” replied John Allen, looking over to where Weasel sat,
flanked by two constables, and looking quite dumbfounded at the
turn events had taken. ¢ Yes, you won’t find many like him; but it's
a thousand pities to cut up that beautiful garden. Many a pleasant
hour I spent in it with the doctor;” and the scowl with which he had
regarded the mayor a moment before, passed away from his face, and
gave place to a soft, thoughtful look,

The new street was opened, and, the lower portion of Doctor
McGregor’s garden which it cut off from his cottage, he had divided
into building lots; these were quickly disposed of, and the doctor rea-
lised a considerable sum out of the sales, while the shrunk garden
looked, if possible, tidier and more blooming than ever, and certainly
more in conformity with the size of the cottage.

Thus Solomon Weasel, his honour! the Mayor of P——, got even
with the doctor ; and it would be well if every malicious rascal could
get even with others the same way.

Somehow the whole story got abroad, with many additions. Solo-
mon Weasel’s threats to get even with the doctor had been frequently
heard by his cronies, who, of course, retailed them, and as American
boys neither fear God nor the devil, much less a mayor, Solomon’s
dignity was often sorely hurt by urchins, bawling from the corners of
streets: ¢ Say, Weasel, how did you get even with Doctor
McGregor

Indeed, after a few years, it became the popular belief of P—,
that Weasel had made Doctor McGregor’s fortune; until hearing it
said so often, the ex-mayor came to believe it himself, which so
worried him, that he took to drink and died, not in the odour of
sanctity, but of bad whiskey,
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QUIS COGNOVIT?
BY SISTER MARY AGNES.

“Thy knowledge is become too wonderful for me. It is strong and high, and B
cannot attain to it.”—Ps. cxxxviii.

THOU knowest all things, Lord, and we

The wisest of us but a part

Of all the deep, mysterious things
Laid up within thy Sacred Heart.

‘Wergrasp so little at a time,
Earth-light blinds even saintly eyes;

But all things are by Thee beheld
‘Without dissemblance or disguise.

As, when we climh earth’s loftiest point,
To gaze upon the scene below,
"Tis but a fraction of the whole
O’er which our feeble sight can go:
So when we look on thy decrees
Ev’n from the heights of sanctity,
Their confines are beyond our reach
Stretching into infinity.

As when at noon the summer sun
Bathes half the world with golden light,
The other half remaineth hid
‘Within the sombre clouds of night :
So we, though lighted by the rays
Of thy great Revelation’s sun,
See but a few and scattered threads
From which thy vast designs are spun.

The eagle, borne on pinions strong,
Highest of feathered creatures flies,
Yot judged by measurements of space
Seems hardly from the earth to rise;
And e’en those souls that nearest soar
Unto thy dread Divinity,
Adore thy counsels’ mysteries
But search not their sublimity.

Thus with thy workings in our hearts,
And thy designs upon each soul,

Thou knewest all ere we were born
And holdest all in thy control :
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But we, although we dimly see
Tky guidings as each day is done,
Reading thy writing on our souls,
Spell out the letters one by one.

Then, since we feel our weakness, Lord,
Make us upon thy strength to rest,
Confiding blindly in thy care,
Knowing thy ways are ever best.
And, since a creature’s bliss is found
Fulfilling all thy Will commands,
Make us in absolute content
Leave past and future in thy hands.

AN OLD STONE.

BY F. 8. D, AMES,
AUTHOR OF ‘' MARION MOWARD,"” &c.

LTHOUGH the Euglish people have been taught to abhor relics,
A they have been permitted to cultivate a taste for lions, and day
after day groups of persons gather round a certain old stone, that
stands in 8t. Edward’s chapel in Westminster Abbey, and regard
it as a very great lion indeed. Not that its leonine qualities
appear by any means on the surface. It is only a very ordinary
looking stone, twenty-six inches long, sixteen broad, and ten and
8 half deep, somewhat worn away, yet bearing marks, in the
opinion of many, of having at some time been chiselled. Even
when described at the fullest it is only ‘‘of a& dull reddish or
purplish sandstone, with a few embedded pebbles, one of which is
quartz, and two others of a dark material, which may be Lydian stone.
The rock is calcareous, and is of the kind masons would call freestone.”
8o that, including what it positively is—pebbles and all-—and some-
thing of what it possibly may be, the man of science sums it up in
three or four lines.

Yet, all unpretending as our old stone is, the crowd gazes at it with
reverential awe, as well as at the wooden chair, to which it forms a
clumsy, uncomfortable seat. ‘‘In this chair and on this stone,” has
just said the conducting verger, ‘every English sovereign, from
Edward I. to Victoria, has been crowned.” And so the crowd wears
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an admiring look, for the English public dearly loves a king. It will
stand in the rain for half a day at a time to see the royal carriages go
by, and will consent to hustling and stifling for an hour to obtain a
passing glance at the crown jewels. Hardly a man so lowly but he
has seen the state apartments at Windsor, rarely a man so poor but
he has paid his shilling to see Madame Tussaud's waxen dynasty.
Poor John Bull! Alas! for the heresy that has left his really rever-
ential heart little else to reverence but su ch things as these !

And so that ugly old chair is the Coronation Chair of England, and,
what is far more interesting to us, that still uglier stone beneath it is
the Coronation 8tone. Far more interesting, too, we opine, to the
man of science and the antiquary, as well as to the Irishman, the
Scot, or the Israelite, should anysuch chance to be standing in the crowd.
Tothat geologist, forinstance, to whom pillar, arch, and sculptured stone
are only so many good specimens spoiled, and who has hitherto gazed
around him with an indifferent eye. In this stone, however, heis per-
sonally interested, since his science has been invoked to aid in silenc-
ing the contention of ages concerning its origin. 8o he stands, and
with folded arms, scans it with a professional eye, until thousands and
tens of thousands of years are annihilated, and he flashes back to that
old Devonian period to which he traces its birth. The abbey, the
chapel, the chair all disappear, and he finds himself in imagination
amid the magnificent but dreary scenery of that era when the waters.
had just been ¢ gathered together,” and the ‘‘dry land” appeared.
Instead of the marble floor of the abbey, he sees an island just re-
deemed from the sea, the moist soil of which is decked with a carpet
of richest verdure, while forests of tree-mosses rear their weird-looking
forms around him, spreading their wiry air-roots far and wide. The
angry ocean, boiling and roaring beneath a tempest such as has never
been witnessed since those primeval days, seems to rejoice over the
monsters beginning to teem in its bosom ; while the sun pours down
on the steaming earth, with a fervour that would scorch any mass less
saturated. Such is the world to which our geologist wanders in his
reveries, and from which the chatter of the verger fails to arouse him.
‘What are the Plantagenets and Tudors to a man, for whom the kings.
of Nineveh and Babylon are only things of to-day, ‘‘ animals of the
alluvium ?”

If again, as we have just said, there should chance to be a son of
Israel among the bystanders, he, too, will have his associations with
our stone, and those of no common order. For one of the old legends.
concerning it relates (and the name of such legends is legion), that
it was the identical stone that formed the pillow of the patriarch
Jacob, at Bethel, and which he afterwards set up as a pillar, and
arointed with oil. A Jewish tradition relates that it was afterwards
placed in the sacred temple of Jerusalem, and used as a pedestal to
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support the Ark of the Covenant. Singular as this legend is, there
are, nevertheless, a goodly number of a new sect who profess to see in
the presence of Jacob’s pillar in Westminster Abbey, a proof that the
English nation is composed of the lost ten tribes of Israel. What
their reason is for such an hypothesis we do not know, nor are we
likely to find out, since it is contained in certain hieroglyphies on the
great pyramid, which these wiseacres read in their own fashion, and
which they have recently discovered to be u key to the history of the
world, past, present, and future. Whatever benefits, however, they
anticipate from the discovery—and ome is that the English are to
migrate to Jerusalem—the Irishman is rigorously to be excluded from
all participation in them. On inquiring of an enthusiastic believer,
a short time since, what part or lot was to fall to the Irishman in the
general rush eastward, the writer was curtly informed, ‘nothing at
all, the Irish having been proved to be descended from the Canaanites.”
Surely of all the vagaries of this nineteenth century this new doctrine
is not the least absurd.

But, strange to say, the Irishman is the very man whom the old.
legend next proceeds to introduce; for, according to the late Dean of
Westminster, one version of the story (that disclaims the Jewish
legend concerning the sacred temple), continues: * The stony pillar
on which Jacob slept at Bethel, was by his countrymen transported to
Egypt. Thither came Gathelus, son of Cecrops, King of Athens, and
married Scota, daughter of Pharoah. Gathelus and his Egyptian wife,
alarmed at the fame of Moses, fled with the stone to Sicily or Spain.
From Brigantia, in Spain, it was carried off by Simon Breck, the favour-
ite son of Milo the Scot, to Ireland. It was thrown on the sea-shore
as an anchor, or (for the legend varies at this point), an anchor, which
'was cast out in consequence of a rising storm, pulled up the stone from
the bottom of the sea. On the sacred hill of Tara it became ¢Lia
Fail,’ the Stone of Destiny. On it the kings of Ireland were placed.
If the chief were a true successor, the stone was silent; if a pretender,
it groaned aloud with thunder.” At this point when the legend hegins
to pass into history, the voice of national discord begins to make itself
heard. The Irish antiquarians maintain that the true stone long re-
mained on the Hill of Tara. Others, however, consider that although
the Coronation stone was probably at one time on the sacred hill, it
was not the same as the stone of destiny. The true Lia Fail, they
contend,” remains there still, in the rude pillar that surmounts the
green mound, known as the ‘‘ coronation chair,” and which has been
made a monument to the memory of those heroic ¢ United Irishmen "
who fell in the battle of Tara, on the 26th of May, 1798.

Another legend, disclaiming Milo, Tara, and everything else of the

¢ Seo Note at the end of this paper.
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sort, gives a much more pious and proper origin to our stonme, by
asserting it to be the altar-stone of Bonifacius or Curitan, a missionary
bishop, supposed to have been sent from the Irish Church to certain
wilful Picts, who persisted in preferring their own will in various
matters of discipline, to that of the Pope. He is said to have been
related to St. Peter himself, and a native of Bethlehem—how he came
to be made an Irish bishop is not very clear, and we must let the
question pass. With regard to his altar, ‘ we find,” says Mr. Skene,
¢ that the principal Irish missionaries frequently carried about with
them & slab or block of stone, which they used as an altar for the cele~
bration of the Eucharist, and which was termed a stone-altar. In
places where it had been used by any celebrated saint, and remained
.there, it was the object of much veneration among the people, and is
the subject of many of the miracles recorded in the acts of the saint.
8t. Patrick’s stone altar is frequently mentioned in his acts, and in the
only strictly analogous case to the Coronation Stone of the Scottish
kings—that of the kings of Munster, who were crowned sitting upon a
similar stone—the belief was that this Coronation Stone had been the
stone altar of St. Patrick, on which he had first celebrated the Eucha-
rist, after the conversion and baptiem of the King of Cashel. Itis
therefore, not impossible that the Coronation stone of Scone may have
had the same origin, and been the stone altar on which Bonifacius
first celebrated the Eucharist, after he had first brought over the king
of the Picts and his people from the usages of the Columban church to
conformity with those of the Roman church.”

But while certain learned Irish antiquarians come to a stand on the
hill of Tara, and others get lost in the wilds of Pictavia, the generality
of them agree that onr old stone was the original Coronation Stone of
Ireland. That it wak brought over to Scotland about the end of the
fifth century, when the three sons of Erc, went thither with their fol-
lowers to found the little kingdom, which in honour of their native
country they called Dalriada. Some say that Fergus Mac Erc placed it
in Dunstaffnage, the capital of the new realm; others maintain that
he carried it to Iona, perhaps with a sort of presentiment of the future
sacredness of that island. With reference to Iona, legends are not

" wanting in which our old stone figures in the life of St. Columba him-
self.

The authentic history of the Coronation Stone only commences at
Scone, whither it was carried by Kenneth M‘Alpin, when he made
that beautiful city the capital of his new kingdom. Upon it, as in
Dalriada, every monarch was crowned. As, however, the successors of
Kenneth gathered into their hands the reins of the four old kingdoms,
after a while the men crowned upon it were no longer the kinglets of
a province, but the sovereign lords of all Scotland. It remained at

Scone until 1291, when Edward I. of England, whose cruelty and in-
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Justice his admirers have vainly tried to cloak under his domestic
virtues and crusading fame, tore it from its resting-place ;and amid
the tears and execration of the Scottish nation, carried it to London.

That Kenneth Mac Alpin regarded his Coronation Stone as the
-authentic Lia Fail, is evidenced by the fact that he caused these two
Latin verses to be inscribed on it :—

““Ni fallat fatum, Scoti quocumque locatum
Invenient lapidem, regnare tenentur ibidem.”

No trace of them now remains, though on the lower side of the stone
:h grove still exists, which Dean Stanley thought might have contained
em.

And, doubtless, even in these days, many a Scotchman may be-
found who still believes the Coronation Stone of Scone to be con-
nected in some mysterious way with the fate and fortune of his native
land. If to the Englishman the Coronation Stone be a lion, to him it
is something nearer and dearer far. One of his own penates, in fact,
ravished from his home and heart by a fortunate spoiler, centuries
-ago, but none the less his own peculiar property, representing to him
all that was grand and independent in his native history ere it stood
incorporated with that of the southern kingdom. And it is, to say the
least of it, very wonderful how the old prophecy was fulfilled, when
James, the direct heir of M‘Alpine the Scot, was crowned on that
very stone in 1603. :

Fordun, the old chronicler, has left us an account of the coronatio:
of the boy-king, Alexander ITI., the last legitimate sovereign crowned
upon the Stone of Destiny before its removal. We say legitimate,
since the unfortunate Scots were compelled to witness that of the
pitiful sub-king, John Baliol, whom Edward I. forced upon them.
“Fordun’s description is so graphic,” remarks Mr. Skene, *that we
-can almost picture the scene. A Scottish July day, the cross in the
cimeterium ; before it the fatal stone, covered with gold-embroidered
cloths; at his side the two bishops and the Abbot of Scone; before him
the great barons of Scotland, kneeling before the ancient symbol of
BScottish sovereignty; the aged Highland sennachy pressing forward
to utter his barbarous Celtic gutturals; in the background the Mount
of Belief covered with a crowd of people gazing on the solemn scene,
-and in the distance the blue range of the Grampians broken only by
the pass through which the Tay emerges to pass before them on the
west.” If any of the actors of this scene were still surviving when,
forty-three years afterwards, Baliol, after his coronation, knelt in sub-
jection at the feet of the English king, with what bitter feelings they
must have recalled it!

Edward I., having brought his treasure home in safety, caused it
to be encased in the wooden chair with which we are all familiar, after
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which he placed it in the chapel of 8t. Edward the Confessor, in West-
minster Abbey. ‘It would seem,” remarks the late Dean, ‘‘as if
Edward’s chief intention had been to present it as a trophy of his
oonquest to the Confessor’s shrine. On it the priest was to sit while
ocelebrating Mass at the altar of St. Edward ”—meaning, we presume,
that it was to serve as a sedile during High Mass—** the chair doubt-
less standing where it now stands, but facing, as it naturally would,
westward, was then visible down the whole church, like the metro-
political See at Canterbury, in its original position. When the Abbot
sat there on high festivals, it was for him a seat grander than any
episcopal throne. The abbey thus acquired the one feature needed to.
make it equal to a cathedral—a sacred chair or cathedra.” How far
such an offering was acceptable to the soul of England’s great law-
maker we shall never know in this world.

Only once since Edward Plantagenet placed it there has the chair
ever been moved out of the abbey. The occasion was a remarkable
one, for it was carried into Westminster Hall, in order that in it
Oliver Cromwell might be installed Lord Protector of the kingdom.
Did the old stone beneath remain silent? or was it that the thunder of
its groans was unheard amid the clamorous rejoicings of the Round-
heads? The fact of its being used on this occasion proves, perhaps,
more than any other single event since its capture, the importance:
attached to it by the rulers and people of England. So at least says
Dean Stanley, and we quite agree with him.

‘We must bid adieu to our old stone. The afternoon service is about
to commence, and all loiterers in the aisles and chapels and around
¢ the poets’ corner” are warned that they must either attend it, or
depart. So we turn away, wearily asking ourselves in our] dis-
satisfaction, what Catholics ask every day, will things be always as.
they are now? For beautiful as the abbey is, glorious as are the-
associations that cling around its every stone, all there is cheerless,
cold, dead. Will it be always so? May not, perhaps, our children
see a day when the Sancfus bell shall again re-echo through those
noble arches, and the Angelus peal from those grand old towers; and
when all that now is dimmed and dreary shall be revivified by the rays

-of & Glorious Presence that shall flood it from east to west? Patience!
Time, the great revealer, alone can show.
[The view referred to at page 19 is supported in a learned article contributed by:

Canon O'Rourke, P.P. of Maynooth, to the September Number (1880) of the Jfrish
Ecclesiastical Record, page 441 of Volume I. of the New Series,—Ep. 1. X.]
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MARY STUART'S LAST PRAYER.

IN his newest tragedy, * Mary Stuart,” Mr. Algernon Swinburne
begins the Fifth Act, by introducing the hapless queen singing
the following little hymn in her chamber in Fotheringay Castle :—
0 Lord, my God,
I have trusted in Thee ;
O Jesu, my deareet one,
Now set me free.
In prison’s oppressior,
In sorrow’s obsession,
I weary for Thee.
With sighing and crying
Bowed down in dying,
I adore Thee, I implore Thee, set me free."’

To understand one of the poet’s substantives, some will recur to
the distinction between being ¢ possessed by the devil”” and that more
external influence which is called ¢ obsession.” Mr. Swinburne takes
for granted that his readers will know that he is merely translating
some Latin rhymes written by Mary, in her prayer-book a few hours.
before her execution, 8th of February, 1587. ¢ It is not improbable,”
says Mr. Denis Florence MacCarthy, * that she herself was the author
of this exquisite lyrical prayer.”

¢ O Domine Deus,

Speravi in te,

O care mi Jesu,
Nunc libera me!

In dura catena

In misera pena
Desidero te;

Languendo, gemendo,

Et genuflectendo,

Adoro, imploro,
O libera me !

In the Hessongor of the Sacred Heart for July, 1870, a version was
given without any name. In pitting it against the version now pub-
lished by Mr. Swinburne ten years later, we venture to assign it to the
Irish poet whom we have just quoted. Both the translators use the
archaic form of the Holy Name which in Greek and Latin drops the
final s in the vocative :—

¢¢ Lord God, all my hope is
In Thee, only Thee!
O Jesu, my Saviour,
Now liberute me!
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In chains that have bound me,
In pains that surround me,
8till longing for Thee:

Here kneeling, appealing,
My misery feeling,
Adoring, imploring,

Oh, liberate me!”

“To set free is better than * to liberate;” yet if the Editor of
‘the Weekly Freeman had made the poor queen’s tiny lyric the * bone of
contention ” among his poets and if he had made me his assessor in
the perilous task of adjudication, I should allot the prize to Mr.
MacCarthy, leaving the author of ‘ Atalanta in Calydon” out in the

<old.
M. R.

THE MONK’S PROPHECY.
A TALE,

BY ATTIE 0’BRIEN.

CHAPTER I.
AN INDIAN TELEGRAM.

N the second of June, at Ely-place, the wife of Captain Ormsby of a

daughtor.

““Does it not sound pretty, nurse?”’ said the mother, with a low
laugh. ‘Look, baby, we are going to send that to papa.”

““He will be proud to ge} it, ma’am. Will I tie it up for you ?”
eaid the nurse, as she stood by the bed of a fair woman, about thirty
years old, who held in her arms her first living baby, aged two days.

““Baby will send it te papa.”’ The mother put the folded paper
into the pink, wrinkled, little hand. * Papa’s little treasure! ah, you
small mite, you do not know how much love is in store for you. Give
me the pen, nurse.” With a trembling hand she directed the paper to
a station in the Bombay Presidency, and then lay back again. ¢ The
doctor says she is very strong, nurse,” she continued ; I can hardly
believe she will be left to me.”

* There is no fear of her, ma’am, please God ; I never saw a finer
child, God bless her. Wait until you see her in a week’s time what a
size she will be.”
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¢¢ Ah, nurse, it used to be so dreadful every other time: all born
dead ; five mute little things. I used to weep my heart away about:
them. Then when this little blossom was coming he said he would.
bring me home. It was miserable having him go back without me;.
still I felt so different in the bracing air here, that I tried to be con-
tent ; and how happy I am now, thank God, and how happy he was.
to get the telegram.”

“No doubt of that, ma’am. Quick enough he sent one back.”

¢ And I shall get a letter soon ; perhaps I would be able to write:
to him to-morrow. We must have her baptised quickly, nurse. I
won’t be entirely comfortable until then.”

‘ What name will you call her, ma’am ?”

“1'l call her Sydney Mary,” said the mother. ¢ His name is
Herbert Sydney; ’tis a family name.”

“ And a very pretty one,” said the nurse.

The next day baby Sydney was presented at the baptismal font,
and the nurse brought back minute descriptions of the manner in
which she conducted herself : how she opened her eyes; and how the
priest remarked the power of her lungs—a fact she had made fully
evident by vigorous and prolonged screaming when the sacred waters
were poured on her head. She appeared warm and healthy when she
was unwound out of an old Indian shawl, and nestled to her mother’s
breast with a little note of content, while the moiher bent over her
with unspeakable love, watching the flitting likeness to various
members of her family that passod shadow-like over her face, those
evanescont traits that stamp the undeveloped creature as belonging to a
certain race. ‘I think she hasa look of you, aunty, when she smiles,”
the mother wrote to her only relation, Mrs. MacMahon of Castleishen.

Mrs. MacMahon was not her aunt, but her cousin, and one that
had been a mother to her in her youth; for the wife of Captain
Ormsby was an orphan, and had no near kindred. = She had been
educated in a convent, where she remained until she was nineteen
years old, simply because she had no home in the outside world. The
nuns made theirs so happy & one for her, that possibly in some time
she might have decided on remaining with them always, and become a
postulant, but Mrs. MacMahon wrote to her, on her return from Paris,
where she and her family had been residing for some years, asking
her to come to Castleishen for a few months. The nuns advised her
to accept the invitation, and see a little of that world she was thinking-
of renouncing ; it was wiser to test her vocation, they said, and if she
returned like the wandering dove, they were ready to receive her with
open arms.

8o it was decided: Helen Lindsay went to Castleishen. She was
very lovely, very gentle, and in a short time became of such indispen-
sable necessity in the household, that the wonder was it did so long
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without her. She was beloved by the children, two boys and two girls.
There were barracks in the village of Lisduff, usually occupied by a
company of soldiers, their captain, and a couple of subalterns. Lieu-
‘tenant Ormsby thought wooing a wife in the green lanes of the country
the best and most agreeable way of utilising his time. The course of
true love, in this instance, ran smooth: there was nothing to prevent
their union. Helen had a few hundred pounds which enabled him to
purchase his step, and provided them with an Indian outfit when they
were ordered abroad. They were both very popular, and all things
went well with them; but they, too, had their hidden griefs. One
after another their babies were born dead. She made dainty little
robes, lingering with maternal love and longing over each article in
the tiny wardrobe, only to weep afterwards with unutterable sorrow
over the dead joy that required but a little winding-sheet, and was
laid away in the brown earth beneath some tropical flower. At length
‘the regimental doctor said the strain was too great on the childless
mother, and that her strength might not bear another disappointment.
“He ordered her back to her native air, and four months after she
parted from her husband who had to return to his regiment, Mrs.
Ormsby gave birth to the little lady whose acquaintance we have made.

“I must go out as soon as possible, nurse,” said Mrs. Ormsby.
“ may be able to travel in October; there is a part of the regiment
going out then. Sergeant Dillon’s wife would mind baby ;—she is a
nice little woman, and has no children of her own. The sergeant was
to see me just before I got ilL”

“There will be nothing to prevent you, ma’am, please God. Miss
Baby will let you do as you like. Look how she curls her little toes.”

It was evening; the fire was lighted, and baby lay on the nurse’s
lap, enjoying the heat, stretching out her small feet, curling and un-
curling her tiny toes; opening and shutting her big blue eyes, that
stared at something beyond mortal view and smiling at the angels.
They had just come in from a drive, and the lovely colour of renewed
health was on the mother’s cheeks as she took the baby in her arms.

¢ Watch the postman, nurse,” she said; ‘‘the mail is in. I’ll
surely get a letter. Ah, baby, when will you be getting a love-letter ?
Papa will write to us to-night, and we shall soon go to him;—shan’t
we, baby !

The postman’s rat-tat echoed through the house, and in a moment
the servant entered with a few letters. She knew Captain Ormsby’s
handwriting, and had placed his uppermost. The mother tore it open,
and her eyes filled with happy tears as she read the warm words of affec-
tion with which he greeted the birth of his little daughter, and his loving
eagerness to have them out with him; but warning her at the same
time to run no risk, and to remain at home until she and baby were
quite equal for foreign campaignes.
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¢“ And we shall be strong enough for anything in October, shan’t
we, nurse! Here is an official document. I wonder what is it about.”
She opened it, and as she read it she became ghastly pale. She read
it again, and then perused the enclosure. *O God,” she cried,
“0 God!”

“My dear lady, what is it ?" said the frightened nurse, catching
. the baby which was falling out of the mother’s arms.

*“He is dead, dead—my husband I””—and she fell back insensible.

It was too true; he was lying at that moment in the grave where
their last baby was buried. The tropical sun heated the white stone
above him, but would never again meet the living eyes of Captain
Ormsby. Strangers would read the inscription on the headstone, and
pass thoughtlessly on, unconscious of the desolation, the wreck of
human happiness, connected with those recording words.

Pale and cold Mrs. Ormsby lay in her bed ; she turned her face to
the wall and remained so still and passive that the nurse tried to waken
her into more demonstrative grief. She gave her the baby.

“ Poor little orphan,” said the mother, quietly; ‘‘poor unfortunate!
what will :become of her? It would be well for her to die, nugse,”
she moaned; it would be better for her to follow him.’’

“ She will live to comfort you, dear lady.”

““ There is no more comfort for me; no more comfort in this world,
I was too happy with my darling. It could not last.”

The priest came to her when he heard from the nurse of her be-
reavement, and at last the apathy of despair gave way before his
‘words of holy consolation. ‘'Was she to shrink from carrying the cross
which her dear Lord carried before her, and died on for her sake ?
Did she want to leave Him all the suffering, and keep joy for her
own portion ? 'Would she go to Thabor willingly, and leave Him alone
on Calvary? He took her husband from her; but whither did He
take him ? was it not to Himself ? and was she in the selfishness of
earthly love to mourn as one without hope, because God saw fit to
consummate his happiness and lessen hers. For the short time she
had to live here she should be patient.

The tears rolled slowly down the widow’s cheeks. ¢ The will of
God be done,” she said. ‘Pray for me, Father, that I may always
say it.”

Day succeeded day in the blank monotony of grief. 'Whatshe had
to do she did mechanically. Letters came from his brother officers
and their wives, expressing deepest regret and truest friendship. She
smiled sadly as she read them ; what was the use of itnow ? She was
severed for ever from them ; and the best friendship dies out without
association. She realised all the minor losses her one great loss in-
cluded. No more for her was the pleasant barrack-life, the light-
hearted chat in the verandahs, when the crimson sun was setting, the
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bugle call to mark their hours, and the boom of the cannon that
heralded a day full of happy duties and pleasures.

What was she to do? That was the thought that worked upper-
most in her mind. How would she manage to live? S8he would have
the pension of a captain’s widow ; Sydney would have ten pounds a
year, until she was twenty-one; and that was all. She had been
accustomed to luxury all her life-—attendants, rich dreeses, choice food.
She had exchanged the exquisite refinement of the convent in which
she was educated, for the luxurious home of a country magnate, and
left Oastleishen for the love of Herbert Ormsby, and a beautiful wild
free life in Asia. She. was paying for her servant and lodgings in
Dublin more than she had now to live on. 'What was she to do ?

CHAPTER II.
THE MAC MAHONS OF CASTLEISHEN.

“At Indula, a station in the Himalaya, of jungle fever, Herbert Sydney
Ormsby, Captain sn the ——th regiment ; deeply regrotted.”

. “Good heavens, William|! Helen Lindsay’s husband is dead!” said
Mrs. Mac Mahon, as she sat at the breakfast-table at Castleishen.

“Nomnsense, my dear. Had you not a letter from her a few days
ago ?”

“Yes, but it must be true. Oh, isn’t it awful ?—and her baby but
a fow days old ;—and she was so happy. The poor thing, how will she
bear it ?

“I can’t believe it at all,”” said Mr. Mac Mahon, taking up the

¢ It seems impossible there should be such a break-up.”

“Bhe would be the more likely to lose him because they were so
happy,’”’ said a girl with a beautiful colour and fair hair. ** Disagree-
able people never die. How I used to envy her such a gay life!
‘Won’t she be badly off now ?”

*“ You ought to ask her down for a few months, mother,” said
another girl. * Nellie would mind the baby.”

* Right you are, Minnie,” said her father;—** the very thing. Ask
her down, the poor thing; she ought not to be alone in such trouble.’”

¢ Oh, babies are so cross,” said the far girl; “and if Helen be
crym’;g, as I suppose she will, the place will be more melancholy than
ever.

“Don't be selfich, Carrie, my dear,” said her mother; *we
should all try to lighten her sorrow; she must be desolate in Dublin.
Poor thing ! even in her last letter she said I should let one of you up
to her very soon. I'll write to her to-day.”
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There had been perceptible changes in the MacMahon family since
Helen Lindsay had left them. Mr. MacMahon was greatly crippled
by that plague of moist places—rheumatism. Mrs. MacMahon, who
was considerably his junior, had not lost her comely appearance : there
were some silver threads in her smooth, brown hair, but the face was
soft and fair. The eldest girl, Winifred, was slight and tall, with
gentle dark eyes and nut-brown hair; she was about twenty-two years
old. The second girl had a lovely, fair face, in which the roses went
and came. There was a shade of discontent about the red mouth, and
occasionally the whole expression was unpleasant. In so young and
pretty a face one might call the expression a petulant, or wilful one;
an observer would say she was pettish or pouting; but in an elderly
and plainer one more likely the judgment would be, that she had a
temper not altogether agreeable. A handsome young person can
be, and do, many things unpardonable in advanced and unlovely
womanhood. Youth covers a multitude of sins.

The room in which the MacMahons sat bore unmistakable signs
that money was a consideration. The costly carpet was worn nearly
threadbare, showing bright colours where the chairs and tables saved
it; everything was old, but in good preservation ; the walls were hung
with family portraits; a large bow-window looked out over a silver
bay glittering in the sunlight. Great oaks, mingled with copper
beeches and lime-trees, stood in the lawn; and here and there bare
stamps bore significant witness to the fact that the axe had been in
requisition.

There was a leak in the family in the person of the eldest son, who
had a happy facility for spending money. He was in a dragoon regi-
ment ; his father allowed him a few hundreds a year, and he contrived
to live at the rate of a few thousands. For some time it was hoped
that his handsome face and gallant bearing would subjugate the heart
of some tender English heiress, whose fortune would clear away the
accumulating mortgages and restore Castleishen to its olden glory; but
the young heir was more inclined to follow the counsels of hie heart
than his head ; he married a portionless girl, to whom sealskin jackets,
jewels, and laces were items rendered necessary by custom.

Mr. MacMahon was bitterly disappointed by his son’s early and
imprudent marriage. In answer. to his request for an increased
allowance, he wrote him a plain statement of their circumstances,
which the young man might have easily known if he only took the
trouble of thinking. He was somewhat startled when he saw in plain
figures the amount of his father’s rent-roll and the numerous claims

- upon it—a good many of them caused by his own extravagance. There
was an insurance of three thousand pounds for the younger children,
and as Mr. MacMahon had effected it late in life, the policy was a
heavy one. It is not a good time to put economic laws in force when

Vor. x.. No. 103, 4
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young girls are grown up. There is something suspicious in their
necessity, and to worldly men, men of substance and wisdom, embar-
rassments sound slightly disreputable. Wealth has an influence even
on the least mercenary of mortals. A young man may not have the
least inclination to marry the young lady with ten thousand pounds;
yet having her as a partner is quite stimulating, and unconsciously
he is on his best behaviour. He is rarely dsstras¢ in his conversation,
he is quick to offer attentions, and is usually more deferential, and
desirous to please, than when he is dancing with a girl whose father
is on the verge of bankruptey. A young man may fall in love with a
girl, and marry her without a penuy, when he meets her in a refined,
comfortable house, where there is no lack of means; yet he mxght not
do so if her surroundings were different; if she were not placed in the
pleasant atmosphere of easy circumstances; if the ugly signs of poverty
had left their mark on clothes and furniture ; if the dinner were bad,
the wine cheap, and the general effect were shabbiness. There is a
certain antagonism between people who have no money troubles and
people who have, and a mutual inclination to make lxttle of each
other.

However, at Castleishen there was quite sufficient means for living
comfortably, and for making a respectable appearance at social gather-
ings. Winifred, when she returned from school, had been very gay, and
fond of amusement, the first in every pleasant plan for party or picnie.
Lisduff continued to be a military station for some years after she
came home, and the officers, naturally enough, took advantage of the
permission accorded them, and spent many agreeable hours at Castle-
ishen. The front entrance opened on the road just near the barracks,
and it was quite refreshing to turn in from the dusty highway and
wander under the great trees by the avenue on the sunny summer
days, or lounge in the drawingroom for five o’'clock tea. Captain
‘White seemed to enjoy it all very thoroughly, lingering by Winifred’s
gide, singing duets at the piano, reading poetry under the spreading
oak, sketching, walking, riding. Caroline had come home lately, and
enjoyed it also, until the higher powers put an end to such summer
idyls. The station was broken up in Lisduff, the soldiers were
removed, and the barracks were deserted. Carry bemoaned her
bereavement bitterly and openly. Winifred gave expreesion to mo
particular regret, but she grew strangely quiet.

“ Perhaps it is better they left before you grew older, Carry,” she
said, in reply to a piteous lament of her sister’s.
“Lest I should fall in love with one of them?” said Carry. “I
-suppose I'm as susceptible now as ever I'll be ; and I'm not very soft.
But I hate this horrible dulness. Whatever you say, I don’t believe
but you miss Captain White. 'Why, he used to be always here before
he went ; don't pretend that you did not miss him.”
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“I suppose I did,” answered Winifred, quietly; ‘* but it seems he
did not miss us.”

‘“Thatis true; he never wrote,” said Oarry, yawning. ¢ But ’tis
well for you you don’t care who comes or goes. You have no heart,
and are always oontent. ’Tisn’t the people I care about, either. I
shouldn’t mind who went, suppose someone as nice came.”

Soon after Winifred became delicate, and had to be taken away
for change of air—a happy circumstance over which Carry rejoiced.
They returned again after a few months, and fell into the old quiet
routine. The next year Captain Ormsby died,—and our story begins.

Mrs. MacMahon’s kind letter asking her to the home of her happy
girlhood was balm to the widow’s bruised heart, and she gladly accepted
the invitation. It would give her time to think, for as yet she had not
recovered from the crushing blow that had fallen on her, and thoughts
of the uncertain future only waked more vividly recollections of all
she had lost. It would be blessed to rest for a few months, without
having to calculate about money matters. Every day she spent in her
expensive lodgings was a positive terror to her, now that her income
had become so limited.

One warm July evening she and her baby got out of the train at
Killford, the railway station nearest to Castleishen, and getting into
the trap waiting for her, drove along the old familiar road that wound
for a few miles along the brink of the gilver Shannon. She looked
curiously at all the landmarks she so well remembered: the wide, deep
waters, so quiet and empty, save for an occasional yacht floating by
with sunlit sails ; the salmon weir; the wooded hills of Limerick ; the
gray old ruins; the noisy water-courses, bringing their tribute to swell
the current of the river flowing onward to the sea. How much happi-
ness had been crowded into the seven years in which she had been
away ; how different a person she seemed to be now, returning a widow
to the place she had left a bride, her husband who had remained her
lover, her means, her bright cheerful life, all passed away like a dream,
and nothing left her but a wee blue-eyed baby! She preesed it closer
to her heart, and thanked God for her one ewe lamb. Yes, Father
Charles was right ; she should be patient. Perhaps such happiness as
hers had been was not best fitted for her soul. Had she not thought
more of earth than heaven ¥—had she been working out her salvation
with fear and trembling ?—was not eternity an abstraction that lay
away in remote ages, and death but a vague possibility? Were not
all her affections, her desires, her earnest thoughts given to her
husband and the things of this world ? Had not life become the end,
and not the means, to the end? God gave her great happiness for
thirty years. After all, were there many equally fortunate? Some
lives seemed full of care, from the cradle to the grave. Did she not
know women herself whose married career was one long martyrdom
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without a hope of peace at this side of the grave? Was she to mur-
mur because the cup of bliss was not held for ever to her lips? No;
she would be patient, and take the bitter with the sweet. She would
oarry her cross after her Master; she would devote the remainder of
her days to Herbert’s little girl, and put her trust in God.

The tears gathered slowly in her eyes when she came to the
barrack ; she was glad she would hear no more the bugle-call that
thrilled her heartin the days of her young love. The gates were open;
she drove up the broad avenue. The years had given fuller foliage to
its overhanging trees, and the drooping ash, beneath whose shade
Herbert had once constructed a rustic seat, had stretched upwards to
the heavens, and swept the velvet sward with its tender green boughs.

Her friends waited for her on the steps, and gave her a cordial

ing. She found the little girls she had left, grown into
lovely womanhood, and Eustace, born while she was abroad, a bright
little fellow, most anxious to see the baby. Mrs. MacMahon took her
at once to her own room and told Winifred to call Nellie, and to bring
up some refreshment. ¢ No tears, Helen, my darling,” said she ;
‘“we won't talk of the past yet. I am eo glad to have you here with
me; Ilove to have a baby in the house; and the country will be so
good for her. You see I have put you in the room next the nursery; I
knew you would like it best ; Eustace sleeps in a little bed in my own
room; so Nellie and baby will have undisputed possession of their
domain.”

Nellie Clancy, having a very kind heart, and a large supply of the
maternal instinet, was only too glad to get babySydney into her charge.
She was alightly disabled by an accident, which eccurred while she
was working at a flax-mill : her arm had caughtin the machinery, and
been 8o badly broken that fears were entertained of the neceesity of
amputation. However, it was somehow pierced together, and after
spending many months in the hospital, she was discharged quite
cured. The arm was a little shorter and weaker than the other one,
but fortunately it was the left one; so she managed to make it very
useful. She said herself the only thing it incapacitated her from doing
was milking a second cow, and as she did a great many other works,
and did them well, she succeeded in earning her livelihood. 8he was
a tall, good-looking woman, about forty years old, she had never
married, as she would be useless as a poor farmer’s wife. One year,
after various disappointments in obtaining employment, she applied to
Mrxs. MacMahon who engaged her to mind fowl. Her worth was soon
discovered : she was a good needlewoman, she could wash and make
up muslins and laces skilfully, she was willing and obliging, and
henceforth became a most useful member of the Castleishen establish-
ment.

Mrs. Ormsby fell quietly into the ways of the house ; if she wept
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no one saw her tears; she bore her losses gently and unrepiningly, and
the baby grew fat and rosy in the bracing country air. Captain
Ormsby s effects had been sold, and the money sent home. It was not
very much—an officer’s wardrobe and camp furniture are not pro-
ductive of money—but to poor people even a little is & consideration.

The present absence of care could not banish thouglts of the future
from the widow’s mind. Sixty pounds a year was a meagre sum to
pay for lodgings, food, and clothes ; she had no savings, no valuables.
The future seemed gloomy, indeed.

CHAPTER II1.
‘“‘THE HUT.”

Axoxa the most frequent visitors at Castleishen was Father Moran, the
parish priest. He had been educated for the priesthood in Franoe,
and in his early days spoke French like a native. He took a great
interest in the MacMahons; nothing of importance was done in the
family without consulting him, and he was very fond of putting the
young peoplo through their French exercises. He it was who had
married Helen Lindsay; she had been a great favourite of his in her
girlhood, and it gave him sincere and earnest trouble to see her again
thrown upon the world, poor and widowed. He thought so much, and
spoke so much about it, that at length his ideas began to take tangible
shape.

‘¢ 8he never could live in Dublin,” he said, emphatically; ¢ she
would starve there ; wouldn’t lodgings run away with half of what she
has to live on? Better for her get some place down here, where we
could all help her. Why, all the old women in the parish bring me
more chickens and eggs than I can use, and with vegetables from your
garden, and g0 on, she would be somehow comfortable.”

“ I quite agree with you,” said Mr. MacMahon; ‘ but where
would she get lodgings? 'They are wretched in Lisduff.”

¢ Pooh, my dear sir, poor people must have poor weddings; better
to have a small place, and be able to pay for it; a narrow house is
better than an empty stomach. I have no fancy for the village myself,
if she could do better.”

1 wonder could the little cottage Boyle left be made habitable ¥’
said Mrs. MacMahon, thoughtfully.

¢ Is it the house by the waterfall ?”’ asked the priest.

““ Yes; it is out of repair I know, but it was very pretty.

“ The very thing, my dear lady,” said the priest, decisively, ¢ the
very thing. I wonder I didn’t think of it myself. Why, that can be
made fit for a queen; a couple of pounds will put it in order. A
bit of paint and paper,—and she will be near us all.”
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“ Quite right,” said Mr. MacMahon ; ‘‘ there is a nice little garden
at the back; and she could have the grass of a little Kerry that would
give her nnlk.”

¢ It would be a great change for her,” said Mrs. MacMahon ; ‘ but
she is 80 good and gentle she puts up with anything, and I feel sure
she would be happier there than anywhere else at present.”

¢ My dear lady, there is nowhere else would suit her as well,” said
Father Moran, ‘‘she will be twice as happy as if she stayed on even
here. Independence is very sweet.”

“8he has spoken already of leaving,” said Mrs. MacMahon, ‘but
I insisted on her remaining for another month.”

‘¢ Ah, poor thing,” said the priest; ¢ she, that never had the.spirit
of pride in her, is become proud now because she is poor. A rich
- person thinks she is doing you a favour by paying you a few months’
visit ; a poor one will fear she is a burden, though ’tis likely you will
lose more by the first than the last if you tot up your accounts.”

“If we could arrange this plan, it would be a great relief to my
mind,” said Mrs, MacMahon. ‘It was a real trouble to me to think
of her going away, not knowing how she would manage.”

“We will arrange it, see if we don’t,” replied the priest; ‘ you
and I will have that house in apple-pie order before one fortnight, or
my name is not Moran.”

“No doubt,” said Mr. MacMahon, smiling; ‘ when you and she
work in concert it would be hard to stop you. And, indeed, I should
be very pleased if the poor thing were settled comfortably.”

¢ Comfortable she will be,” answered the priest. ‘ You'll have the
happiness of seeing that you brightened the lives of the widow and
orphan. And that's a sweet little spot; that cracked photographer
took a picture of it last summer. A very sweet little spot.”

¢ Let you speak of it to her, Father Moran,”’ said Mrs. MacMahon;
‘‘you are the best to explain everything.”

After some time, Father Moran joined Mrs. Ormsby, who sat under
a spreading oak, nursing the baby. She was looking out towards the
quiet waters, with a vague, hopeless expression on her pale face.
‘“Won’t you make room for me, Helen,” he said, ‘‘till we have a
comfortable chat, as we used to have in the old times. In those days
it used to be arguments,” he continued, taking a place on the seat
beside her—* arguments about novels, and dancing, and ball-going,
and so forth.”

“I was a foolish girl then, Father,” she said, with a sad smile;
 you had great patience with me.”

‘¢ Anyone that loves gardening, my dear, is satisfied to wait until
the bud breaks into blossom,” answered the priest; ¢ he is patient as
long as it looks healthy, and he won’t force it. You were not a very
disobedient child in those days ; you always were guided by my advice;
and I’'m not done advising you yet, remember.”
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‘““ And I require it as much as ever, Father,” she said; “ I am
a helpless kind of woman ; there isn’t a bit of good in me.”

‘ Tut, nonsense, my dear. What do you want to do but mind your
child ? is not that good work for you ?—and you are comfortable here,
and among your best friends.”

“I know all that,” she replied ; ‘ but, dear Father, I can’t stay
here much longer. 1’'m ashamed of being here so long. George and
his wife are coming, and though I know they are as sorry as I am.
’tis not right I should remain.”

* Oh, as for that, child, there’s room for as many more in Castle-
isheen ; still I know a person, who has had her own house for so
many years, naturally wishes to have a corner for herself again. 'Tis
quite right, and we have just been talking about it.”

¢ Talking about me ?”

*Yes; the mistress was saying that she had to insist on your re-
maining another month. I said I wished you could get a place near
us, and it suddenly occured to her that if Boyle’s cottage, near
the waterfall, were done up, you might be content in it, and stay in
the middle of us all. Mr. MacMahon said you might have the grass
of a little Kerry cow. We’ll paper and paint up the little house, and
help you in every way, and you’ll get along as nicely as possible, and
give us our tea of an evening,” and the priest laughed jovially.

The widow was silent a moment, and then burst out crying. * Oh,
Father,” she said, “I did not know on earth what to do with myself
and my child, and I am not a bit of good to live.”

‘ Nonsense, woman, you’ll have lots to do, housekeeping. You'll
have the nicest little house in the parish, and be as comfortable as
possible ; so if you take my advice you'll put every other scheme out
of your head ; ’tis just the thing that suits you at present.”

‘* Buits me ! she said; *‘ the very idea has taken a load off my
heart. And you know I can pay for the cottage,” she added, quickly.

¢ Of course, of course, my dear. A couple of pounds is as much as
it is worth; a few pounds more will buy you a little Kerry; and there
you are, the head of a house again, making a nest cosy for the little
one.”

It was a new hope infused into the widow’s desolate heart. With
deep thankfulness she received the key from Mr. MacMahon, and,
accompanied by the whole family, including Father Moran, went to
inspect the premises.

The little house was separated from theroad by a garden, sheltered
by a low hedge of hawthorn-trees. The windows looked out on the
Shannon, shining in the distance. There was a hill on one side, down
the side of which a beautiful waterfall dashed musically, then fell into
a stream, which flowing under a bridge about fifty yards off, went on to
the great river. The woods of Castleishen lay at the back, and fine
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horsechestnut trees stood about the entrance. The house was but the
usual simple cottage—two rooms at the end, a large kitchen, and
another inner ‘room of good size, which had been floored and ceiled ;
a step-ladder led up to a loft, which was lighted by an end window
opening on hinges. There was a back door to the kitchen, leading into
a small yard, containing a cow-house and pig-stye. Mrs. MacMahon
had sent a couple of workmen in the morning, who were clearing away
rubbish, and gave a pleasant look of life and labour to the place.

The improvements were soon planned : a hall was to be boarded
off the kitchen, the two rooms at one side boarded and papered, and
the one at the other converted into the sitting-room. ‘I must have
an end window here, to give us a view of the waterfall,”” said Father
Moran. “I couldn’t take my tea anywhere else, and as it is an
ssthetic fancy of mine, I must be permitted to put it in myself. ['ll
. send Micky Joyce and Pat Mere to-morrow ; they owe me dues, I may
as well take work from them as money, and they’ll like it the better
of the two.”

In a few days ‘The Hut,” as they agreed to call it, was in posses-
sion of the carpenters, who worked steadily under the superintendence
of the priest and the Castleishen folk. In a wonderfully short time
the whole place was changed. The end window satisfied Father
Moran’s wildest desires. The walls were papered, the wood-work
painted, the garden in front cleared up, aud a tiny pleasure-ground
arranged. Father Moran and Mr. MacMahon would not listen to
Mrs. Ormsby’s petitions to be allowed to pay for the improvements.
8he got a lease of the cottage for her own and the baby’s life at a
yearly rent of a few pounds—the priest said this would make her feel
more independent—and on the first of November the widow moved
into her little home.  The sittingroom looked very pretty; she
bought a few articles of furniture, and the store rooms of Castleishen
supplied her with many odds and ends, which, covered with pretty
chintg, looked very well indeed. Father Moran sent a comfortable
arm-chair for himself, and a little tea-table for the end window. Every-
one wished to help her. Her larder was quite full with the amount of
butter and eggs the countrywomen had placed there. One brought
her a cinnamon turkey, another a goose of the best breed; there was
a duck and drake quacking in the yard; and a fine robust cock made
his presence evident by many a prolonged crow. A cattle-jobber had
bought a handsome Kerry cow for her at the most moderate price, and
a nice little pig was sleeping luxuriously in its tidy sty.

Tears of joy and gratitude were in Mrs. Ormsby’s eyes as she lay
down to rest that night beneath her own roof. No more thinking of
the future; no more terrified pondering over ways and means: only
endless peace and rest, away from the hurrying world, near to the few
who loved her, and pleasant daily occupations, and tender duties
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minding her baby-treasure, who looked at ker with the clear blue eyes
of her father.

Nellie had come with her, and was perfectly radiant with satis-
faction. She loved her nurseling as dearly as if ;it were her own, and
parting with it had been contemplated with the bitterest regret. Now
all was changed, and not alone was baby still under her sway, but she
was constituted mistress of a kitchen, where she was to reign supreme.
She had her dairy, her pig, her fowl, a whole establishment to manage ;
in fact, she was in the position for which she was just fitted, and as a
natural consequence was never go happy in all her life,

Mrs. Ormsby’s luggage came from Dublin, and a box containing
her husband’s swords, a foew tin cases filled with papers—old
letters, his commission, &c. &c. Amongst them wae a small case,
battered from much knocking about. A card was pasted on the top
on which was written: * Papers given me by Lieutenant ——* the
remaining word was obliterated. She showed it to her friends, who
advised her to put it by carefully. If it contained anything of import-
anoce it would be claimed by the owner, who knew, of course, where
to look for it. She therefore corded it, Father Moran affixed a
seal, and she put it on the loft, which she had converted into her store-
room.

ST. AGNES.
(218¢ January.)

HILD in thy years and in guileless air,

Yet more than woman in thy dauntless heart!

‘Spouse of the Lamb, and lamb in name—thou art
The saint of saints, {o those bright few who wear
The mystic robe unstain’d. Thou couldst not bear

In thy young soul—and live—the glowing dart

Of Love Divine, but longedst for the smart
Of steel, to waft thee to His palace fair.

Oh! bhadst thou faltered when the voice of home
And mortal love had fain alluréd thee,
- Where now had been thy living world-wide fame ?
One matron more the high-born runks of Rome
Had swell’d ; but Heaven’s virgin galaxy,
Agnes, had never known thy winning name.
C. M. O'H.
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JOTTINGS IN LANCASHIRE.*
BY ROSA MULHOLLAND.
L

IT may be said that no part of England is so closely connected with
Ireland as Lancashire ; that there is no place where so many of our
countrymen have found employment, encouragement, not to say
fortune and fame. A great deal of the hard work done in its big
cities is done by Irish hands, and many of our poor people who were
starving at home have sat down thankfully at a comfortable fireside in
Lancashire. When one walks the streets of Liverpool, Irish faces and
Irish voices are all around us, and we are forced to feel a friendly
warmth towards the English people, who have received us so freely
amongst them, and given us so liberally to eat of their bread. And
another reason for indulging a kindly feeling towards Lancashire can-
not but arise in our minds; for here the old religion has been more
boldly fought for, more steadfastly adhered to, and more affectionately
cherished than in any other county of all England.

For the Catholic who loves to hear tales of the storms weathered by
the Church in by-gone days, for the antiquarian or lover of the
picturesque, who delights in old halls, with quaint gables and rare
windows, with a resident ghost, a weird legend, and a secret hiding-
place; or, again, for the busy mind that has a keen relish for stories
of commercial enterprise and success : for all these Lancashire has
fascinations of its own ; as it is most true that the romance of history
and the romance of trade walk ever arm-in-arm in good fellowship
along its flat and sandy shores, and over the footpaths of its great
fields and morasses.

In ancient days, when knights and squires got grants of so many
‘““bovates,” or * carucates,” of land for services rendered by greater
men, and thus founded important families, itis possible that Lanca-
shire was not looked on as one of the richest counties in the king-
dom. It hardly ranked, as it does now, first in point of population.
The nature of the soil is so inferior, that it never could take more than
a secondary place as an agricultural county, and no one could have
imagined that it was to become one of the greatest centres of wealth
and commercial power in the world. 1t cannot be called a beautiful
country, though it is fine in parts. Lonsdale, north of the Sands,

¢ “Tllustrated Itinerary of the County of Lancaster.” ¢ Harland’s Legends,
Traditions, Sports, &c. of the County of Lancashire.” * Lydiate Hall and its Associa-
tions. By the Rev. T. Ellison Gibson.”
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reminds one of Westmorsland or Cumberland. with its steep mountains
hollow glens, narrow lakes, and lonesome wilds. On the eastern border
there is some fine scenery, and about Blackburne and Rochdale the
wayfarer is surprised by lovely landscapes; but the western parts of
Lancashire are flat and uninteresting ; even the sea having created no
beauty of its own, for neither rocks nor cliffs are to be seen. Savage
moors, wastes unsheltered by a tree, and sterile, monotonous stretches
of sand seem almost all that has been here provided by Nature for the
sustenance of man. Above its great beds of rocksalt, above the sand-
stone formation which shows redly in all directions, vast mosses
spread far and wide, notably Chat Moss (over which Stephenson suc-
cessfully and wonderfully carried the railway from Manchester to
Liverpool), and tracts of clay and marle. The mosses have been to &
great extent cultivated, and huge timber trees, black as ink, are
constantly dug up out of the great beds, relics, like our own bog-oak,
of the great forests that covered these countries in primeval days ;
and, as if to make up by one surprising gift for barrenness and lack
of beauty, Nature has stored up under the ungenerous sandstone sur-
face the illimitable treasures of the coal mines, that mysterious hoard
of imprisoned sunshine, of condensed and portable light and heat,
which is the princely inheritance of the county of Lancashire.

The Duchy of Lancaster was given at the Conquest to Roger de
Poiton, but was afterwards forfeited to the Crown. Henry III.
appointed his youngest son Earl of Lancaster, and later the Duchy,
with its estates, was vested in Edward IV. as Duke of Lancaster,
being settled by Act of Parliament on him and his heirs for ever.
Large additions were made to it by Henry VIIL., out of estates seized
at the dissolution of monasteries; but succeeding kings, on the contrary,
deteriorated the property by the granting of leases, &. The Duchy
is a county palatine, with royal privileges, and has a court of chancery,
founded by Edward IV., with an equity jurisdiction within the
palatinate.

In the early days, when Roger de Poiton got possession, his first
care was to make grants of land to other men who became his feuda-
tories, enabling him to fulfil the conditions of suit and service under
which he held his own grant from the Conqueror; and thus sprang
up the founders of the great old families in the county, the builders of
those fine old halls, with their walls of timber hard as irom, their
peaked gables and fantastic escutcheons, and the beautiful old windows,
with their mullions and lattices, which require no vast sheets of stur-
ing glass’to fill in their apertures of quaint and varied shape.

At that time there were great woods all over the country, roads were
few and bad ; it was probably difficult to carry stones from a distance,
and the builders wisely hewed down the giant oaks, and made them
the guardians of their hearths.
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How much more beautiful are these old timbered, or half-timbered,
mansions than the ponderous stone edifices of modern days one need
only ramble a little through Lancashire to discover. Of these old halls,
standing for many hundreds of years, some have been deserted by the
descendants of those who planned and raised them for more convenient,
perhaps, but less beautiful dwellings, and are now used as farm-houses,
their painted scutcheons defaced, their quaint inscriptions and carven
legends almost obliterated, their ornamental devices disfigured and
destroyed. Perhaps the oldest and most interesting wing of the
mansion has been pulled down, and stables and out-houses built for
the farmer out of the materials its ruin has supplied. One cannot
help wondering that it should be so ; that such interesting relics of a
by-gone day are not lovingly preserved and even restored by their
owners; or, if all who had a special claim on them should by chance have
passed away, then why does the State not step in to take care of them?

‘When many of these old halls were enjoying their palmy days, no
one dreamed of the Manchester or Liverpool of to-day. It is true
that the people of Lancashire early applied themselves to manufac-
tures ; probably because of the poorness of the land, which drove
their industry to seek for other materials to work upon. In
Elizabeth’s reign woollen goods, called * coatings,” or cottons, and
fustians were produced in the neighbourbood of Manchester; even
then Lancashire was celebrated for its weavers; and linen yarn was
imported from Ireland, and sent back woven into cloth. It is thought
that cotton wool may have been brought into England by the Flemings
who took refuge there from the tyranny of the Duke of Alva, and
many of whom settled in and about Manchester.

The story of the development of the cotton trade is highlyinteresting.
For a long time no cotton goods were made without linen warps, and
great quantities of yarn were brought to England from Ireland,
Scotland, and Northern Germany, while the cotton weft was generally
spun in Lancashire by the family and neighbours of the weavers. This
state of things was found to be satisfactory enough, till about the year
1760, up to which date nothing but coarse materials, such as fustians
and dimities had been produced ; but after this the demand for these
things began to exceed the supply, and the weaver chafed at finding
himself so inconveniently dependent on the, spinner, who could not
furnish him quickly enough with weft for his work.

At this time weavers or factors were wont to travel about from
cottage to cottage with pack-horses to collect yarn from the spinsters,
and often the yarn was at so high a premium as to rob the weaver of
the profit of his work. It was just then that the terrible system of
infant labour sprang up—a system which achieved its worst results
before such a thing as a factory was heard of. 8o profitable was
spinning, that every cottage child was obliged to take its part in the
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general toil. The little creatures picked the cotton, wound the yarn,
and arranged the card-ends. It frequently happened that the father
was & weaver and the mother a spinster, and then, indeed, were the
children’s tasks severe. An old Lancashire man, alive in 1842, was
often heard to declare that he could never think of the days of his in-
fancy without a shudder.

The era of great changes and improvements in manufactures was
begun when John Kay of Bury invented the fly-shuttle; and when,
Iater, his son, Robert Kay, produced his invention of the ‘ drop-box,”
enabling a weaver to use either of three shuttles, each containing a
weft of a different colour, a great impulse was given to the weaving
trade, and the spinsters with their one-thread wheels utterly failed to
supply the clamour for weft. Inventive brains went to work, and the
machinists of England pondered the knotty problem of how to facilitate
the production of yarn. In 1738, John Wyatt of Birmingham had
taken out a patent for an invention for lengthening out the carded
rolls of wool and cotton, but it was not of any use in regulating the
evenness of the “roving” (or thread), merely elongating the thread
without improving the regularity of the fibres. The arranging of
spindles and bobbins in a frame, and turning of the same by distinct
wheels, had already been invented by the Italian ¢ silk-throwsters,”
and had been introduced by 8ir T. Lombe into his great mill at Derby;
but the difficulty to be overcome in mechanical cotton-spinning was
not the twisting of the yarn, but was to get a ‘ roving" evenly attenu-
ated, ready to receive the twist that converted it into yarn. In 1767,
Thomas Highs, a reed-maker of Leigh, invented an improved machine,
and got John Kay, a clock-maker, of Qlasgow, to construct for him a
more delicate model of the same. Kay confided the secret of Highs to
the famous Arkwright, who saw at a glance the importance of the in-
vention, and immediately set to work to develop and complete it.

A question as to the rival claims of Highs and Arkwright as bene-
factors of the cotton-trade has been eagerly disputed. Highs, it is
said, only set on foot a project which oould have come to nothing in
his hands, as he was in possession of more available means for bringing
it to perfection than was Arkwright. He had some reputation as a
machinist, and was a reed-maker, already known to the manufacturers.
In 1772, he had won two hundred guineas from the manufacturers of
Manchester for the invention of a spinning machine; and had he been
fully aware of all that was capable of being developed out of his new
project, he had every facility for making the most of his knowledge.
Arkwright, on the contrary, was a barber at Bolton, who, in following
the lead of his mechanical genius, had neglected his business and
injured his fortunes. He undoubtedly gained from Kay the idea of
spinning by rollers, but it is equally certain that the conception of the
entire process of giving effect to that principle is solely his own.
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Persevering against every obstacle, he set up his first spinning-machine
in the parlour of the Free Grammar School at Preston. Ultimately
he left Lancashire, where he had suffered much persecution, and took
his spinning to Nottingham, applying his mind to every process used
in the preparation of cotton, and introducing improvements into all.
He may be said to be the founder of the factory system, for he so
multiplied processes and established continuous action among them as
to render it necessary to have all in one building.

A terrible war against the promoters of machinery raged in Lanca-
shire—a result of the panic of the people, who thought to be deprived
of their bread by the new and extraordinary state of things; and a
story is told of Arkwright at this period, which, if true, shows that
even his domestic happiness was sacrificed to his genius for invention.
He had just finished and perfected one of his most valuable pieces of
machinery, and a mob surrounded his house, threatening his life, and
the lives of his wife and children. His wife, driven wild by fear,
was seized with a horror of the infernal machine which was the cause
of all their danger and misery, and going behind her husband’s back
smashed with her own hands the perfected result of all his genius and
toil. Thesequelis sad, for Arkwright, finding his idol broken, and by
the one person from whom he had a right to expect sympathy, walked
out of his home and never would see the woman who had so wronged

James Hargreaves, a weaver of Blackburn, also invented a spinning
machine (in 1764), which had no connection in principle with that of
Arkwright, but has been united with it in the most successful manner.
He had a wife and seven young children, and felt very keenly the
difficulty of obtaining weft, with enough of which the toils of his entire
family were quite unable to supply him. It happened that a one-
thread spinning-wheel was overturned by accident on his cottage-floor,
and as the wheel and spindle went on revolving, the idea occurred to
him that it would be an excellent plan to place spindles perpendicularly
instead of horizontally, leading him to conclude that he mjght make
several spindles, thus placed in a row, revolve by the turning of a
single wheel. And thus he got at the principle of spinning several
threads at once.

Hargreaves’ machine was called the spinning-jenny, perhape, because
“jenny” was the familiar name among the spinners for their old
hand-wheel, and the spinning-jenny was merely a maultiple of the
hand-machine, not establishing, like Arkwright's or Wyatt's inven-
tions, any new principle, but solely applying itself to facilitating
the last stage of the process—the turning of the * roving” into yarn.
For some time Hargreaves kept his own secret, using his ‘“jenny” to
supply his own loom; but he, too, was betrayed by his wife, whose
vanity could not endure that the neighbours should be kept,in ignorance
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of her husband’s achievement. An alarm spread at once, and a mob
assembled, his machinery was broken, and he was threatened withdeath.
Escaping to Nottingham, he took out a patent; but too late for the suc-
cess of his own fortunes. Havingsold some of his machines, to procure
clothing for his children, his patent was useless to him, and he lost the
profit of his useful discovery. He had, however, the satisfaction of
seeing his ‘jenny,” which was a domestic implement, soon introduced
into every cottage in Lancashire: the fact having been proved to the
satisfaction of all poor toilers that, by the aid of the new machine, one
woman could spin as much yarn as sixteen or twenty persons formerly
produced with the old familiar hand-wheel; and thus had been re-
medied, at one stroke, the old-standing grievance of the deficiency of
weft. Hargreaves does not appear to have been as unrelenting as
Arkwright towards the woman who had played him false, for we are
told that, though deprived of his patent, he was able by. his industry
to earn a sufficient competence, and left a decent provision for his wife
and children.

One mile from Bolton stands a curious old house, one of those
ancient mansions we have spoken of, called ‘ Hall-in-the-Wood,”
formerly the seat of the Starkie family, and at present used asa farm-
house and cottages. It is a good specimen of the Elizabethan style of
architecture, and has often been taken as a model for buildings of
that school. In a note on this old Hall, which we have met with
lately, we are shown a picturesque glimpse of another hard-working
inventor, Crompton, who lived and toiled in part of the noble old dwell-
ing in its decadence. The passage is worth quoting; and the Hall is
thus described :

¢ Standing on a bold piece of rocky ground, the position is admir-
able, and the approach to it very picturesque. After following a green,
shady lane for about a mile, we descended a steep hill, at the bottom
of which is an avenue of trees, on the right a wide stream of water,
and on the left broken ground, covered with trees and fern. The
stream is crossed by a long wooden bridge, just wide enough for a
horse to pass. The principal feature in the house, from this point, is
a large bow-window, with mouldings, balls, and other ornaments, of a
later date than the house itself. The Hall is & superior specimen of
the half-timbered style. The road up to the house appears to have been
cut from the solid rock, and is very steep and circuitous ; but we were
rewarded for our trouble. The oldest part of the edifice seems to have
never suffered by improvements of any kind ; no square sash windows
in apertures which should contain leaded lights, although the square
entrance, with its stone-mullioned windows, has evidently been built
since the original erection of the house itself. There is here a shaft
of chimneys, consisting of three square shafts placed lozenge-ways,
with a bold moulding at the top. A very wide window, with twenty-
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four lights, is called Crompton’s window, where his bench stood. In
that room one of the greatest improvements was devised and effected
in the spinning of cotton. Samuel Crompton, residing in this old part
of Hall-in-the-Wood, there invented the mule, a machine so called
from its combining the principles of the spinning-jenny and the water-
frame. That window and that room cannot be regarded without a
deep interest. Of how many human beings did the lives and fortunes
hang in suspense as the thoughts and expedients of Crompton’s mind
there came, went, trembled, and grew firm, and finally were carried
into effect. We regard the spot as one far more interesting than the
sanguinary battle-field on which our fellow-creatures have been so
immolated, wives widowed, children orphaned, the resources of nations
destroyed, to gratify the caprice of demented rulers, or serve the pur-
poses of individual ambition.”*

Notwithstanding the persevering efforts of devoted men who
strained their talents to the utmost and risked their all to advance the
manufactures of their country, it is curious to hear of the bitter oppo-
sition with which they were met, not only by the hungry millions of
the poor, who feared to see the bread snatched from their children’s
mouths, but by people in high places, and notably by merchants and
members of Parliament. Ireland is not the only land where the State
did, in the past, set its irresistible machinery to work to crush the
home.industries which brought bread to the multitude. In the reign
of George I. an act was passed prohibiting the use of printed and
dyed calicoes, then imported from India, and this was done with a view
to protecting the silk and woollen trades at home.. When Arkwright,
therefore, sent forth his plain calicoes the excise refused to let them
pass unless the same rate of duty was paid for them as that charged
for Indian goods. He was forbidden under the heaviest penalties to
produce printed calicos at all; and when an appeal was made to Parlia-
ment asking to have English calico placed on a legislative equality with
other domestic manufactures the appeal was opposed by all the cotton
manufactures of Lancashire.

Hostility to machinery was manifested not alone by the operatives
who dreaded that it would lessen the demand for labour, but by people
of every class. Evenin 1799, when wages were high and work plenty
furious mobs scoured the country round Blackburn, destroyed every
“jenny” that worked more than twenty spindles, demolished carding-
machines, water-frames, and every machine worked by horses or
other power. How completely time and experience have shown the
fallacy of such.fears it is useless to tell; for everyone knows how
machinery has increased the demand for labour, and how in Lanca-
shire the heightened value of land, required for building, has swelled

¢ “Tllustrated Ttinerary of the County of Luncaster *
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the rental of the landholders. ~Gradually the opposition disappeared,
the educated became ashamed of their shortsightedness, and the opera-
tives acknowledged that good times had come, for their labour wasat a
premium. In some instances the great manufacturers became the
liberal benefactors of numbers of poor people, and the * cotton lords”
bad often as much power over, and as much influence with, their
dependents as ever had those other |lords of by-gone feudal days.
That they often made the best use of their power, while amassing
riches for themselves, is undoubted, as in the case of the Messrs.
Grant, of Ramsbottom, whom Dickens has immortalised as the
Cheeryble Brothers. In a flat valley for which Halcombe Hill makes
a bold background, stood Grant’s Cotton Mills, Grant’s church, and a
great quadrangular building which is the printing establishment.
Many stories are told, not only of the benevolence of these good men,
but of the delicate and thoughtful manner in which their benefits were
conferred on their less fortunate fellow-creatures. One anecdote will
suffice as an illustration :

Mr. Grant became interested in a poor young man, who was a
student, but who, being threatened with consumption, was unable to
proceed with his work. A warm climate was recommended by the
doctors, but the youth was quite too poor to be able to follow such
advice. Mr. Grant contrived to make his acquaintance, and said to him:
*¢ We have a vessel about to sail, which is to touch at M——. It will
be a kindness to the captain if you give him your company so far; and
when you arrive our correspondent will see about getting you a lodg-
ing at a moderate cost.”

The youth was overjoyed, and a few days before he sailed Mr.
Grant informed him that he was sending a messenger out to his agent,
by the same ship, adding : * I hope you will be able to pay him some
attention on the voyage.” The fellow-traveller thus recommended to
him, was in reality despatched with him to act as his nurse! On his
arrival he was invited to the house of Mr. Grant’s agent, till such time
as a lodging could be procured for him,

Day followed day, and no lodging could be found. Many apologies
were made to the student, and at last the agent said: *“ Will you do
me a particular favour, and remain with me? It is such a pleasure to
have an Englishman to talk to.”

Of course all this was done by Mr. Grant’s directions; and though
the consumptive student’s life could not be saved, yet his last days
were made tranquil by the kindness of his generous benefactor, who
was heard to say, while regretting his untimely fate, * Zhank God, the
poor fellow never found out how we managed for him "’

(Zo s continued.)

Vor. x. No. 1. 5
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THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD.*
BY F. PENTRILL.

THE Lord and King stands at the door,

And knocks, and says, ‘ Friend, let me in,
For I am weary and footsore.”—

Alas! the gate is barred by sin.

His royal head is pierced with thorns,
And stained with blood his kingly hands.
.Ah canst thou sleep while thus He mourns ?
And canst thou rest while thus He stands ?

He bears no weapon—only light,
‘Wherewith to flood thy darkened heart ;
Then open quick—and all the night
Of sin and sorrow will depart.

But if, hearing, thou wilt not rise,
Perchance his voice may sound no more:
He'll turn away with saddened eyes,
And ne'er again knock at thy door.

Yet locks and bars at last must yield

‘When Death’s cold hands upon them lie :
Then there will be nor hope nor shield

For him whose Saviour hath passed by,

ANOTHER SONNET TO ST. AGNES.
BY HELENA CALLANAN.
WITHZ modest courage, eyes undimmed by tears,
She stood before the tyrant in his might,

Her martyr’s soul prepared for that high flight
‘Which soars above all earthy craven fears ;
A fair child crown’d with thirteen golden years—
Her rapt gaze fixed, as on the vision bright
Of her Love’s glory breaking on her sight.
Bhe heard above the Roman’s savage jeers
The Bridegroom’s tender mystic whisperings,
So sad though sweet, as if from Calvary’s height
The shadow of the Cross touched her soul’s wings,
And in her virgin-wreath she longed to twine
The crimson passion-flower with lilies white
And shining roses for her Spouse Divine.

* Suggested by Holman Hunt’s famous picture, which now hangs in the Library
of Keble College, Oxford,
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SOME PRACTICAL HINTS ON THE EDUCATION OF
CHILDREN. '

YOU have asked me, dear friend, to give you some ideas upon the
management and government of the frail little creatures who
Jook up in your face and call you ¢ Mother.”

‘We hear very much about the duties of children towards their
parents, and, alas! so very little upon the other side of the question.

Accept it as a truth that no woman can govern others, unless she
can first control herself, unless she has learned the hard lesson of self-
restraint.

Of course there are plenty of women who have children, and their
responsibility seems to end with bringing them into the world; the
little ones know no training, and no real motherly care. But we aim
higher than this merely animal existence. 'We want our children to
rise up, and * call us blessed.”

Think for one moment what it means to be a mother. It means to
call into existence a new soul, to bear the burdens and cares of this
world; and yet we, rashly, ignorantly, take upon ourselves the prero-
gative of the Creator, and summon forth the little being from chaos
into life.

The first part of our children’s lives should be spent like that of
other young animals, principally in eating and sleeping. Go to that
grand old nurse, Mother Nature, and learn & lesson from the way she
cares for her babies. Given plenty of good air and sunshine, slowly
but surely you will see the tiny being develop, and seem to become
oonscious of its existence. Now, the little mind, hitherto lying dor-
mant, awakens, and at last, to your surprise, you find that, instead of
baving a plaything—a live one, in place of your dead dolls—you are
confronted by a human being, small, I grant you, but the personality is
distinct : there, in miniature, you have all the passions, as love, hate,
and remorse, flit in rapid succession through the baby mind.

I consider this time the most important in your child’s life. You
can now mould and form the plastic material into what shape you will.
Given the right bias, the pliant twig will grow into a glorious tree, the
pride of the forest, a shelter for the weary traveller from the scorching
noonday heat, a refuge from the storm; but cramp and cripple the
tender shoot, and you produce a stunted, dwarfed monstrosity, good
far nothing, cumbering the earth,

Break your child’s will, simply because your will is to have it de-
velop in another way, and you are employing brute force, exciting in
the little heart evil feeling of revenge, a thirst for power, and longing




48  Some Practical Hinls on the Education of Childyen.

to be big enough to strike back. In a word, you are preventing the
natural growth, the privilege of everything on God’s earth.

Let your children understand that you represent the Aighest law, and
that when they are old enough, and wise enough, they can govern
themselves ; but until then they must obey you, as you obey God.

‘When you punish let it be with great pity and tenderness, because
it is your duty, and you dare not neglect it. Do this, and after the
punishment, keep your child beside you, with your Joving arm around
it, and you have wrought a never-to-be-forgotten lesson of the justice
and kindness of God. Strike your child once in anger, and the effect
upon the sensitive brganisation and the damage done to the shrinking
nerves may never be repaired ; but wise, judicious control you must
have. Hold the reins firmly, but gently. Never be teased into giving
up what you have once decided must be done. Such yielding is des-
tructive of all authority.

Now, another point. You want to have your children modest,
truthful, and pure. As Emerson says ‘ if you want your neighbour to
love Jesus Christ, let him see how much you love Him.” So, I say,
let your children see the * beauty of holiness’ in your life, show
them that you are modest, and scorn a pretence even as a lie. The
little critics have sharp eyes, and understand very clearly the difference
between preaching and practising. ¢ But,” perhaps you will exclaim,
*¢ you expect me to revolutionise my whole life because I have children
to bring up?” SoI do; for real motherhood (and we don't care for
the imitation), means just Ass, an utter self-abnegation, and a concen-
tration of every thought and feeling on the work before you, of train-
ing souls for the kingdom of heaven.

You cannot over-estimate the importance of surroundings upon the
physical and mental condition of your children. So I urge you to
choose for them a large, sunny room, well lighted, and in winter
well warmed; here collect the treasures that delight children, and
hang your walls with pictures, scenes from the good old fairy stories,
that go down from generation to gemeration. Try to get games that
mean something ; animals to take to pieces, and put together again,
horses to be harnessed into carts, &c. &c. Have it laid down as a
nursery axiom that broken things do not mend themselves, and that
wilful destruction of property is followed by going without. In this
way you can check recklessness. Have meum and tuum respected. The
small inhabitants of your * earthly paradise” may borrow courteously
from each other, but must never violate the laws of property.

Make your children pick up their toys, and wait on themselves.
when possible; and absolutely forbid their making their nurse a slave,
in this way they will learn to be self-helpful and self-reliant.

‘Win your children’s confidence, by proving yourself a sympathiser
in every joy and sorrow. 8o few of us, older omnes, realise how all
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absorbing the affairs of the present are to our little ones, and how
easily the tender feelings are wounded by even the implied suggestion
that you don't care.

Answer all questions truthfully, and spare no pains to make your
meaning understood.

As to the great stumbling-block in 80 many parents’ way, namely,
physiological questions, there is but one rule to be given. What you
don’t tell will be found out in some way ; so, simply say: ¢ Wait until
you are old enough, and I will explain everything that I can, but until
then promisethat you will not question anyone else.”” Ten to one, the pro-
mise will be loyally kept, and you will have the satisfaction of instruct-
ing your children in a proper way, instead of them getting all sorts of
ideas on those matters, from servants and their companions. Re-
member that sgnorance does not necessarily imply pursty, but that
purity means a knowledge of good and evil acquired under such
auspices, that the whole bent of the child’s nature is directed towards
the higher and not lower aspirations. The days have gone by *‘ when
the lions would turn and flee from & maid in the strength of her
purity.” No; the lions of the present time must be met and van-
quished by a purity based on. & sound, practical knowledge of things
as they are, not as we fancy them. Never stoop to be untruthful on
these matters, for falsehoods serve merely as a stimulus to improper
curiosity : and, have your children detect you in & lie, and their confi-
dence in your statements ceases to exist.

As to education, I think far more of what is learned at home than
at school. For all children do not want to be run into the same
mould, like tallow candles. Your dreamy, sentimental child wants a
different training from the robust, practical sister. Cultivate any special
tastes, but beware of exciting the emotional nature, for that develops
rapidly enough if left alone. Train the muscles to endure fatigue.

If you must send your children to school, let it not be before they
are ten years old. School life is intended to teach habits of industry,
application, and observation; not to cram the little brains, but to
train the children to use their faculties, to educate themselves after the
allotted period devoted to study has passed.

Do not subject your children, especially your girls, to an atnros-
phere of flattery and praise. Let them accept their beauty, if they
have any, simply as an additional gift from God, for which a strict
account must be rendered at the great Judgment Day. Do not feel
afraid to have your children know that they are pretty ; if itis & fact, and
accepted as such, it will do the possessor no more harm than the state-
ment that he or she has a pair of legs.

I have said very little about direct religious teaching, because I
take it for granted that you are actuated by principle, and not caprice,
in yourlife’s work. Let your children see you kneel night and morning
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to beg & blessing on yourself, and on those you hold most dear. Set
the example, it is sure to be followed by the little imitators. Earnest-
ness and sincerity will stamp an abiding impression on the tender souls
that no time nor circumstance can efface. In olden times, even sacred
manuscripts were sometimes taken, the writing erased, and the faith-
ful, patient work of years covered with infamous stories ; but the first
text was never really eradicated, only buried. 8o on your children’s
minds, as they advance in age, and pass from under your immediate
control, the world may scribble, we know not what strange records on
the fair, white pages; but, believe me, underneath, ready to start out
some day in legible characters, will remain the everlasting impression
of the lessons learned beside your knee.

‘What more, dear friend, can I say to you? Nothing, except that
you strive in every way to have your children healthy and strong.
And, as a logical sequence, they will be cheerful and happy.

Study the great fundamental laws of hygiene, and impress on your
children the solemn truth, that every broken law, whether of our spiri-
tual or physical nature, brings its own certain punishment, from which
‘there can be no escape.

Educate your children in the highest sense of the word, and you
have put into their hands a lever, far more powerful than that of
Archimedes ; one powerful enough to raise the dense mass of ignorance
and sin. There is wickedness and misery enough in the world, but
endeavour to make your corner of it brighter and better, and your far-
reaching influence will tell on generations yet unborn. Understand
that on the wise, skilful training of the souls committed to your charge
hangs a momentous issue, a tremendous power for good or ill.

H.D. T

NEW BOOKS.

L. Bractn. A Tale of 1812. By the Rev. W. H. ANpEepoN, S.J.
(London: Burns & Oates. 1882.)

Axore our Catholic writers who seek to provide edification and amuse-
ment for some classes of readers in this novel-reading age, Father
Anderdon is one of the most successful, if we go by that very practical
test—the number of editions that his books run to. In the closely-
printed page at the end of this volume, which gives a list of works
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¢ By the Rev. W. H. Anderdon,” we notice that his ‘* Adventures of
Owen Evans” has reached a seventh edition; so has his * Tales of St.
Bernard,” otherwise called ‘‘In the Snow;” while his ‘ Afternoons
with the Saints” is in the Ninth Edition. His new book, ‘‘ Bracton,”
is in many respects his best. He has taken a broader canvas and laid
on his colours with a bolder yet more careful hand. His descriptions
of scenery, both home and foreign, although very wisely given only in
mere incidental snatches, are very good indeed. A good part of the story
is told in letters passing to and fro between the various ¢ persons of the
drama.”” Many of these letters are admirable asletters; but we question
if this new experiment will upset the general verdict against correspon-
dence as a vehicle for story-telling. However, in book-form the letters
tell their story in a very clear and sprightly way ; and our objection lies
chiefly against the effectiveness of the original arrangement as carried
out through many monthly issues of & certain periodical. The readers
of that periodical will find * Bracton’ as an independent volume to be
very pleasant and wholesome reading, fit to gratify the insatiable appe-
tite which too often falls on food not quite so safe as is here served up
for the story-reading public. We expect that the Christmas season,
which will be raging when this notice appears, will drive ‘‘Bracton”
very far towards a second edition, and that it will in time overtake the
most popular in that long list of Father Anderdon’s works to which we
mede allusion at the beginning. Almost nothing of all Cardinal
Wiseman’s writings is now read except his one beautiful story,
“Fabiola.” We perceive with pleasure that the Atheneum of De-
cember 10 describes ‘ Bracton” as ‘‘a thoroughly moral story, yet a
story full of exciting and sensational chapters,” and says that ‘ the
plot is well sustained to the last.”

II. ZTwenty Essays of Elia. Edited by J. J. Dorerry, LL.B. (Dublin:
M. H. Gill & Son. 1881.)

We trust the “Intermediate’” lads will study this book with as much
care and as much delight as the present reviewer. Of course almost
every one of these *Selections from Charles Lamb” was familiar to
us already ; but the schoolboy notes of this edition enhance our pleasure
considerably in reading poor Elia’s quaint and beautiful conceits.
Mr. Doherty prefixes a brief, tasteful sketch of Lamb’s life and
works ; and seventy pages at the end are devoted to very minute and
satisfactory notes on the many hard allusions in the essays. The reader
ought to be helped more in finding out the expressions which are
cleared up in the notes, and also to be referred from the notes back to
the essay which they illustrate. Ought not Mr. Doherty obey the
prophecy of the Magnificat and call the singer thereof the Blsssed Virgin
Mary? He has done his editorial task remarkably well.
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II0. Music of Ireland. Collected, Edited, and Harmonized for the
Pianoforte. By the late GeoraE PETRIE, LL.D., M.R.I.A. (Dublin:
M. H. Gill & Son. 1882.)

‘Wirs the help of Dr. Stokes’ full and sympathetic biography we must
soon make our readers acquainted with this warm-hearted Irishman
who is already almost forgotten by his countrymen. One exercise of
his patriotic zeal was the preservation of old Irish music. At the very
moderate price of eighteenpence Messrs. Gill furnishes us with a col-
lection of thirty-four Irish tunes, with the history of each air, and the
Irish words, with a literal translation. The paper used is of the largest
music size.
IV. Instructions for Particular States and Conditions of Life. By the
Rev. Jounx Gorrer. Edited by the Rev. M. ComerForp. (Dublin:
M. H. Gill & Son. 1882.)
Tae zealous pastor of Monasterevan ought to have made his very brief
introduction a little longer by giving any particulars that can be ascer-
tained about his venerable author, whose pious instructions would im-
press us more if we knew the circumstances in which they must have
been written in the worst times of the English penal laws. No ordi-
nary courage and zeal were needed to compose and publish works of
calm and solid spirituality in the midst of such surroundings. God
grant that our better opportunities may in due proportion be turned
to as good account as amongst the priests and Catholic people of those
days in England, Scotland, and Ireland. Towovrwy €o7e mpoyovwr, says
some one in Xenophon’s Anabasis. ¢ Of such fathers are ye !”

V. Principles of Catholic Education. A Sermon. BytheRev. WiLLnam
Havpexn, 8.J. (Dublin: M. H. Gill & Son, 1882.)

TaE principle of St. Ignatius’s method of the Particular Examen is
applied by the world to a great many things. * One thing at a time.”
Pluribus intentus minor fit ad singula sensus. At present the public
is concentrating all its attention on the single question of * Land!
Land!” But “ not in bread alone doth man live.” This word of our
Divine Lord is the text and keynote of Father Hayden’s discourse on
education, the greater part of which would be more accurately described
by some such title as “The Dignity of a Soul.” But indeed it is the
soul’s dignity and eternal destinies which give to the Church her right
to watch zealously over the training of her children, and it is on these
that the ¢ principles of Catholic education ” are based.

VI. Credo; or, Justin's Martyrdom. A Story for Children. By the
Rev. Fraxcis Drew. (London: R. Washbourne. 1882.)

Farrer DREW is quite too humble in calling this ‘a story for children.”

It is much more than that. Children could not understand the clever-

ness of the nomenclature under which the Oxford Colleges are dis-
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guised. It is a story for young men like the students who lunch and
talk together so pleasantly in the first two chapters. It was there—at
page 14—that we laid aside the liitle book to take up our pen. And
now we lay aside our pen to make ourselves further acquainted with
the book—which is more than every reviewer would do. * * * After
finishing the story (it is very short and the type is very readable) we
pronounce it a very well-written * tale of conscience.” Father Drew
evidently knows what he is talking about : else we should accuse him
-of outrageous exaggeration in making the Anglican Abbess not only
-say her Rosary but finish the five decades before leaving the chapel
which she was showing to some visitors!

VIL Eason’s Almanac for Ireland for the Year 1882. (Dublin: W. H.
Smith & Son.)

"THE ninth yearly issue of this most laboriously and carefully-compiled

:summary of Irish social facts. Amongst the additions to the matter

-contained in previous issues the most important is the very full and

-exact information furnished about the working of the new Land Com-

mission, the judicial rent in every case yet decided being given side by

side with the former rent, &. A supplement of later decisions will be
given hereafter for a halfpenny stamp by the publishers of Kason's

Almanac.

VIII. Mary Askenkead : her Life, her Work, and her Friends. QGiving a
History of the Foundation of the Congregation of the Irish Sisters of
Charity. By S. A. Second Edition, revised. (Dublin : M. H. Gill
& Son, 1882.)

Many will prefer the form, and all will prefer the price, of this new

-edition of the admirable Life of the Foundress of the Irish Sisters of

Charity. A year sufficed to exhaust a large impression of the original

magnificent library edition of the Work, one of the finest volumes ever

issued from the Irish Press. This popular issue forms still a portly
tome with thick binding and ample octavo page. Some notes have
been added, and nothing has been {aken away except a few errors and

-one or two photographs. We are glad that the frontispiece, the

portrait of Mrs. Aikenhead, has been retained with the fac-simile of her

handwriting, which many ladies and gentlemen would do well to
imitate. Our renewed study of this model biography has increased

-our admiration of the amazing industry which has gathered together so

much information of all kinds that could illustrate the subject. Its

great merit has been acknowledged not only by Irish, but by English
journals so impartial as the Saturday Review, the Spectator, hd the

Guardian. Indeed we wish that space had been secured in thissecond

edition for extracts from the reviews of the first edition, such as will

be found on one of the first of our own advertisement pages. No
portion of the work’ seems to have given greater satisfaction than
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the introductory essay on the penal days in Ireland. We can refer to
no abler sketch of a sadly interesting period of Irish history. It is
not easy to move a vote of thanks to a pair of initials; and we trust
that on the title page of the third edition 8. A.” will give her name
in full. We need not change the construction of this last sentence so
as to avoid the feminine pronoun, for to our readers, at least, those
two capitals form no meaningless symbol.

On second thoughts we have decided to make the ‘ Opinions of
the Press,” just referred to, not merely an adjunct but an integral
portion of our present Number. Like many advertisements, they will
interest several readers more than what sometimes goes by the name
of original matter. Here is what the Reviewers say of the ‘ Life of
Mrs. Aikenhead »:—

““To those who have the grace to appreciate the story of a life dedicated with
heroic courage and holy zeal to the cause of philanthropy this book will prove delight-
fully interesting. . . . The grace, spirit, and facility of the author’s style give additional
fascination to matter intrinsically attractive. The book is no dry record of dates
and facts, but a bright and animated narrative, abounding in striking portraits,
picturesque descriptions of scenery, and vivid delineations of life and manners in am
age which, though not very distant, was strangely unlike our own.”’— The Morning
Post, August 25, 1879.

“The bright, firm, and genial character of Mary Aikenhead has been _admirably
drawn. . . . The book tells us a great deal more than the simple life of Mary Aiken-
head. It gives a lively and most interesting picture of Cork and Dublin in the days
to which it refers; and very few of the celebrities of the time do not find in it some
mention. But the fault ison the right side, and we cannot quarrel with a volume,
every page of which has its own interest . . . Her letters are certainly among
the most valuable of its multifarious contents.”— 7"he Month, September, 1879.

It describes an interesting and important experiment in the treatment of Irish
human nature, English administrators of Ireland might learn perhaps even more
from it than the admirers of the benevolent ladies for whose edification we may
presume it to have been compiled.”—The Saturday Review, September 6, 1879.

“This really enthralling biography hardly requires s recommendation. The
story of Mary Aikenhead is one that cannot but appeal to the best sympathies.
of every reader. . . . To understand in. some faint degree the vast importance of
the work undertaken and gloriously accomplished by the fragile hands of Mary
Aikenhead, it is necessary to know something of the period in which her lot was cast,
and this information is very bountifully supplied by the biographer. . . .a truly
charming and effective style, a keen appreciation of character, great care and discri-
mination in the collecting and dealing with facts, and a happy facility in placing be-
fore the reader a life-like representation of the scenes and personages.”— The Weekly
Register, September 27, 1879,

“This large book—for it is a royal octavo of 512 pp. of thick paper—bespeaks
our interest on first opening it, by the exceeding beauty of tie portrait on the frontis-
piece, which is full of sweetness and piety; yet beneath the hood and veil there isa
certain archness that shows us that while becoming a reverend mother, the owner of
that face had not censed 1o be an lrishwoman, *Did you think we lost our heart
when we took the bulit?’ said Mary Aikenbeud to u person who wondered to see-
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her giving way to natural grief, and she certainly never lost her strong characteristio
whether of heart, humour, or, what is more rare, of strong common sense. . . .
The book is lengthy and thoroughly Irish; but we have read it with much enjoyment,
and recommend it to all interested in the like work in our own Church.”— Tke
Guardian, December 10, 1879,

“ This memoir, although too voluminous for most resders, is interesting from
more than one point of view. Itgives not merely a graphic portraiture of a charac-
ter which deserves to be studied, but also many lively sketches of Irish society in the
closing days of the last and the early part of the present century, presented in an
aspect which differs from that which we generally meet with. . . . A great many
telling anecdotes are given of Mrs. Aikenhead in her out-door as well as in her
convent life, and much that is interesting is also told of her friends and her sup-
porters, us well as of the works carried on in the twenty foundations of the nobly
self-sacrificing Irish Order. It would take too long to indicate a tithe of the points
of mterest in the volume, but we must draw the reader’s attention to the charming
paseages which describe the life of the little girl, first on Eason's Hill, where, under the
care of her foster-parents, John and Mary Rorke, she passed ber six earliest years:
and afterwards in the house of her futber, to which she was accompanied by tbe
faithful nurse and her husband. . . . {Whoever may be the ‘8. A. to whom we
are indebted for the biography of Mary Aikenhead, she has presented us with a
work of considerable interest, although at thesame time, as we hinted at starting,
it would have been none the worse, or rather we may say, considerably the better,
for a little judicious condensation.””—7The Spectator, February 21, 1880.

¢ Those who wish to see convents inspected and are curious to know what goes.
on within their walls ought to read it, for minute particulars are given as to
many things not generally known, and a broad light is thrown on the daily life,
trials, diffculties, and successes of a hard-working community of women. . . . Where
history is touched upon, so far from finding the subject tiresome, as some of us
are wont to find the history of our sister island, we turn back and re-read the
passage to try and discover wherein the charm may lie. Nothing is stated rashly ;
copious notes and references bear witness to the writer'’s industry and conscientiousness,
and it is worth obeerving that all historical statements made here agree very re-
markably with those of Mr. Lecky, though S. A. has sought information from rare
memoirs, books of travel now not easily found, antiquated ‘tours’ made by English
men, Frenchmen, and Italians, who visited Ireland in the days of her trouble and
gave their impressions to the world; while the author of the ¢ History of England in
the Eighteenth Century’ has gone for his facts to the state papers and public records
lately made acceesible to the world. For all who enjoy a brilliant and picturesque bit
of historical writing where much that is interesting is condeneed into small space, we-
recommend the perusal of the Introductory sketch which, with a backward glance
over times just gone by, leads up to the moving cause of Mary Aikenhead’s charitable
work.”— The Pen, May 29, 1880.

“This is decidedly s remarkable book, one which must attract a good deal of
attention, atleast in Ireland. . . . From the nature of the subject it obviously does
not come immediately within our scope; but a meritorious effort in Irish literature is
really so scarce a thing amongst us, that we willingly go a little out of our way to
notice the present publication. . . . It is the style, in fact, which the general reader
cannot fail to admire. Light, graceful, simple, familiar, often picturesque, always
natural and free from affectation, the language is really charming, and the book reads
like a novel but for the realities which it constantly places before us. . ..”—Ths Dublin
Evening Mail, July 4, 1879.

“The great mass of materials to which the author has hnd access have been
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-arranged in a clear and masterly manner ; the work is elegantly written throughout,

and illustrated by every literary adjunct consistent with the subject in a style which
renders the pages extremely interesting to general readers ; while by the Catholic
community, to whom it is specially addressed, it will henceforth undoubtedly be
treasured among the classic compositions of Irish religious Literature. . . . The
Introductory Essay treats of the Penal Days in Ireland, and presents a retrospective
survey of our history from the earliest days, but derives its prominent aud particular
importance from the account it gives of the progress of the Catholic faith in this
island, of the successive foundations of the numerous religious establishments origi-
nated by the sacred heroism of its ministers during a long series of ages, and of the
oenefits thus conferred on our population. We have never met with an essay on
this subject which, within the limits of some sixty pages, is 8o copious in the variety of
interesting information it affords, and presents that information to the reader in
‘s manner and style so succinct and elegant. "—Ths Irishman, July 19, 1879.

“ Few will expect to find in the large volume, with its broad page and clear type,
not only the record jof the life of a noble woman, but also a masterly sketch of the
history of our own country in and after the penal days; ... a most interesting
gallery of speaking portraits of remarkable men and women now passed away ; and
-a mirror-like reflection of events succeeding each other in our country, between the
years 1787 and 1858. . . . Yet on such wide lines has the work befure us been con-
structed, furnishing such pleasant, amusing, instructive, and edifying reading as is
seldom met with, even in this age of biographies. . . . The pictures of Cork society,
Catholic and Protestant, as it was at the time when Mary was grown up, will be
read with the utmost interest, Great names are linked together, and the outlines of
famous characters and faces traced, as many brilliant or interesting forms cross the
-stage. . .. We feel that we have given no adequate idea of the sterling value of this
work, neither of the deep interest evoked by the subject nor of the charm of the
style of the baok, which is vigorous and impressive, simple and clear, and brightened
by a humour which sparkles delightfully on every page.—" The Irish Monthly, August,
1879.

¢It would be hard to find a task better fulfilled than is this Life of Mrs. Aiken-
bead. . . . The book as it stands is a splendid evidence of the wealth of intellectual
-and mechanical care, skill, and attention lavished on its production by its author and
by its publisher,” — The Freeman's Journal, August 1, 1879.

“ Without being diffuse and wordy, this biography is long, and enters into an
unusual amount of particulars. The author has learned eome leesons from the prince
of biographers, and, like Boswell, relies on details as the best means of interesting the
readers. The consequence is that the ‘Life of Mary Aikenhead’ will find its place in
many a family and religious house where the books are few ; but the owners are anxious
that these few should be good ones, books that may be read by old and young once and
again, often referred to, and regarded as a treasure-house of information, edification,
and amusement. It will not be long before every Sister of Charity in the world who
is conversant with the English language will be more or less acquainted with this
-singularly valuable life. Quotations would be endless if we were to quote half that
deserves to be quoted. Besides the acts and sayings of the central figures, we have
numerous letters of men and women who have left behind them memories affection-
ately cherished by the more serious portion of Irish Catholic society. Thus ‘numerous
letters of Archbishop Murray are preserved, which, but for this memoir, would never
have seen the light. The character and lives of minor actors in the piece are
skillfully portrayed, and no evidence is wanting of careful composition.”— The Tublet,
-July 26, 1879.

*¢ Lives and labours like those of Mrs. Aikenhead not merely illustrate the character
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and fortunes of the Irish people, but serve to mould them ; they are influences which.
are in a beneficent operation every day and every bour, aud some acquaintance with
them is essential to a correct appreciation of the present condition and the probable-
future of this country. We heartily commend this elegant and interesting volume to
readers of all ranks and classes.” —T#&e Nation, August 9, 1879.

““«Mary Aikenhead’ is the lifv of a nun, the career of the woman who founded
the Irish Order of Charity. In less masterly hands the undoubted interest of such
a record would yet be somewhat dry, and attractive mainly to a section of the public. .
- - We have not read anything more skilfully condensed and gracefully woven than the
introductory essay. It ranges over the whole period of the national agony, dis-
playing rather the happy freedom of the story-teller than the methodical treatment
of the ordinary historian. . . . The book is full of sceres, incidents, and personal
portraits, culled from history little known outside its pages. We find Lord Edward
Fitzgerald dining, in the garb of a quaker, with Dr. Aikenhead, and having to fly from
the house to escape the soldiers who were pursuing him. . . . We have views of post-
Union Dublin, when the city was like a desert, bereft of trade, society, and hope—
when gloom and despair had settled down upon it—as a consequence of the eternally
infamous feat of corruption and robbery accomplished by Pitt and Castlereagh We
are introduced to Dr. Moylan, Bisnop of Cork, a most lovable prelate; the Abbé
Rdgeworth, fresh from the horrors of the French Revolution; Dr. Murray, ever-to
be-lamented Archbishop of Dublin, and guide, philosopher, and friend,’ to Miss
Aikenhead. Mrs. O'Brien, the still remembered Dublin beauty, has her memory
fragrantly revived. . . . Poor Gerald Griffin flits in and out, and we are reminded
of his poem on the Sisters of Charity, inspired by Rev. Mother Aikenhead and the
holy sisters who laboured with her ... Williams and Mangan were not the only poets
whom the sisters knew. .., Immortal Moore paid them a visit, . . . We cannot ex-
haust the list; the reader must know that. The perusal of the volume has been to
us, a8 it must prove to others, a perfect feast. It is fortunate for the memory of Mrs.
Aikenhead that her historian should be one who knows so well how to render the
biography of a religious as varied and entertaining as the finest romance.”—7'he

Catholic T¥mes, August 8, 1879.

FLOWERS FOR THE ALTAR.
BY F. PENTRILL.

T has become almost common-place to say that Ireland stands, and has
stood for centuries, a model to the rest'of the Catholic world, show-
ing what faith and piety really are; and how true this is, one never
realises more forcibly than when, on Sunday mornings, one sees the
erowds gathering at the doors of some country chapel. Labourers
who have toiled all the week, old men and women bent with age,
little children scarce able to walk—they all have come to Mass—many
walking miles and miles in spite of summer sun and winter snow ;
and, when they enter the House of God, one feels at once that they
have come to pray and worship, not to meet each other or to gossip.
One thing alone strikes the stranger painfully, and that’ is the
want of ornament in the chapels, the lack of flowers on the altars. It
will be said that thisis a trifling fault when more important duties are
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g0 well fulfilled; and, no doubt, that is true. Yet one cannot but
regret that those who make such heroic sacrifices, and endure so many
hardships for the Faith, should thus neglect the smaller tokens of their
piety and zeal. We all know that the hard-worked priests of country
parishes have no time to spare; but the young girls living near the
church might easily form a kind of little guild, each in turn taking
charge of the altars for a month or more, and all bringing their con-
tributions of flowers and fresh leaves. This would be no arduous
duty; for twenty minutes, once a week, would do all that is needed,
and change the desolate, neglected look of many a country church.

In the north of France, where faith and piety still live, such an
arrangement exists ; and, as soon as a child has made her first Com-
munion, her great ambition is to be given the care of the altar. The
peasant women there work much harder than ours; yet they always
find time for the adorning of the altars; and on Saturdays, or early
Sunday mornings, you meet them hurrying to church, laden with
flowers, and eager to begin their pious work.

It will be objected that Irish girls would not know how to set
about it, and that foreigners have so much more skill in such matters ;
but the loving hearts of our women would soon teach them what to
do. I think there is no greater mistake than to suppose that every
Froenchwoman is born with a keen sense of the beautiful. On the
.contrary, Jeanne and Marie are often quite wanting in taste, have never
dreamt of the harmony of tints, and see no difference between primary
and tertiary colours ; the decorations are always stiff, and often gaudy ;
but even so, there is in them a charm to which the highest art could
never attain. )

Then, again, it will be said that in the country parishes of Ireland
there are no flowers, and no hands to cultivate them. But in the
French peasant’s gardens the flowers for the altar grow among the
lettuces and cabbages. A few hardy blossoms once planted would
require very little care. Besides, we may feel certain that the little
children running about the farm-yards would enter heart and soul
into the work, if they knew that their flowers would grace the altar of
their dear Mother in heaven. In'summer there would also be the pop-
pies and wild lilies and ferns; while for the winter, are there not red-
berries in the hedges, and fir branches, and ivy ?

I cannot but think that such simple offerings would have a special
fitness on the altars of the humble Jesus, who choose to spend his life
among the holy and common things of this world; and they would be
most acceptable in the eyes of Him whose triumphal road was not
adorned with costly draperies and rare exotics, but with the worn and
shabby garment of the people, with branches cut from wayside trees,
and with flowers gathered by the children of the poor.
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DEAD BROKE:
A TALE OF THE WESTERN STATES.

BY DILLON O’BRIEN.
AUTHO OF ‘‘FRANK BLAKE,” ‘‘WIDOW MELVILLE'S BOARDING-ROUBE,” &o. &c.

CHAPTER II1.
INDIAN DICK’S FURS.

WaiLE these changes were taking place in P——, some of the charac-
ters in this sketch were becoming old, while others of them were ad-
vancing to that glorious period of life, when, with hearts and limbs
fresh and strong, we long to emter life’s battle, and never dream of
defeat.

The sturdy blacksmith’s step had become somewhat slow, although
his lusty blows on the anvil still rang out as cheerfully as ever ; and
the doctor’s hunting excursions were now less frequent, and generally
confined to the near neighbourhood.

The two boys had left school—James Allen to work in his father’s
shop—while month after month Dr. McGregor put off sending Robert
to college, and the longer he deferred it, the more difficult he found it
to make up his mind to part with him.

Robert perceived the struggle in his father’s mind, and said to him
one day : ‘“ Why should it be necessary, father, for me to leave you ?
I am sure I can learn just as much here with you as in college.”

“ Very well, my boy,” said his father, brightening up, ““we will
commence & regular course of reading to-morrow, and in a year or two
hence you can choose some profession or business, I am not very un-
easy about you, Robert, for we have a sufficiency to last both our lives,
and more than this is a burden and a curse.”

Lucy Evans, too, was now a beautiful, bewitching little fairy, enter-
ing her sixteenth year, who had already driven half a dozen dry goods
clerks to the verge of distraction, their reason being only preserved by
oopious discharges of doggerel verses, which would have the very
opposite effect on any unfortunate person compelled to read them.

In this country we are apt to think that interest, regardless of per-
sonal merit, can secure any appointment, from the lowest to the
highest, and doubtless, in the main, this is true; but there is in the
American character 8 generous sympathy, a manly wish to help the
weak, not found, to the same extent, in any other nationality. A
deserving young person is never without friends in America; a whole
community will acknowledge the claims of such, cheerfully give a
helping hand, and rejoice in his or her after-success. There are many
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causes for the development of this disinterested sympathy. In this
country, to which hundreds of thousands of poor strangers come every
year, seeking homes, to give & helping hand has become habitual, and
there is great satisfaction in glving & fellow a push ahead when we know
that he is likely to keep going on. In Europe, where the crowds are
so great, and the passages to success so narrow, people undertake the
work more reluctantly, from a conviction that they may have to keep
pushing all the time.

‘When a vacancy for a teacher oocurred in the primary deparhnent
of the public school of P——, Lucy Evans, at the suggestion of the
principal teacher, of whom she was a great pet, applied for the place ;
and notwithstanding that there were many other applicants, some of
whose parents were persons of influence, Lucy was unanimously ap-
pointed by the school-board.

“‘8he is an orphan, a good little girl, and a great help to her poor
aunt, I am told,” said a good-natured member of the board, “we
must give her a chance.”

«“Of course, of course,” said the others. So the matter was set-
tled, and Lucy duly installed in office.

It was a pleasant thing to drop inte the schoolroom, and look at
the little madam sitting at her raised desk and keeping order among
her youthful subjects—the child-face calm and grave from the respon-
sibility of authority; and then when some hardened reprobate of six
years’ old wilfully broke the rules, to mark the contrast between the
natural mirth of the young eyes and the attempted stern look of the
other features. At first she found it somewhat difficult to walk home
demurely, when school was out, instead of racing away with the other
girls, and swinging her bonnet by its long strings; but on the whole
she adapted herself to her new position admirably. To the two boys,
whose favourite she was at school, she appeared to have grown about
five years older than either of them; she told Robert that she expected
soon to hear of his going to college, and ‘‘knocked James all of &
heap” by the matronly manner in which she expressed her pleasure at
his commencing to assist his father in the shop, and *‘ hoped to hear
of his being a good boy.”

When James Allen began to work in his father’s smithy, he had
some misgivings as to his friend, Robert McGregor ; how would Robert,
he thought, who was always well dressed, take to the leather apron
and black face? There were plenty of weoll-dressed young fellows
anxious enough to be on friendly terms with the doctor’s son, and James
clearly saw that from henceforth the difference in their positions
might make the future relations of himself and Robert very different
from what they had been when both were children.

In debating questions of this kind, we are very apt to be unjust,
and to take a gloomy eatisfaction in fully anticipating the supposed
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slight or injury, and being prepared to resent it. James had wrought
himself into this gloomy state of mind, as on the second day after he
had commenced regular work, he stood at the door of the smithy and
saw his friend coming down the opposite side of the street, with two
young gentlemen who had been staying for some time at the hotel in
P——, and were just come back with Robert from a fishing excursion.

“No, T'll not stir from the door,” said James to himself; ¢ if he
wishes to pass with his fine friends; let him, the street is wide enough ;”
and he stuck his hands into his trousers pockets, under his leather apron,
widened out his legs, and squared his shoulders, to meet with becom-
ing independence the supposed coldness, that for a moment his morbid
fancy led him to expect from his friend. But how thoroughly ashamed
did the result make him feel! The moment Robert caught sight of
James, standing at the door, his whole face lighted up with pleasure,
and leaving his friends to follow more alowly after, he rushed acroes
tho street, and taking the young smith’s hands in his, shook them
warmly, then turning him round about, surveying him from head to
foot, and laughing all the time, told him he never was so proud of him
before, he looked so manly in his smith’s dresa.

By this time the two young fishermen had croesed over the street
and joined them, whereupon Robert introduced them to his friend,
¢ Mr. James Allen.”

‘¢ Where is your father, James P’ he continued ; “these gentlemen
are going to spend the rest of the day with me at the cottage, and I
eannot do without you; ah!—here comes Mr. Allen, and I will ask him
for the loan of his apprentice.”

‘¢ Not to-day, Robert,” said Jim, hurriedly.

“ Why, what's the matter with the fellow?” queried Robert.
‘ Perbaps, sir, you've grown too proud to know a ‘ne’er-do-weal’
idler like me P’

“Well, Robert, I will follow you up after a little; go, now, and
don’t keep your friends waiting.”

“ All right,”” said the other, passing on; then turning round, he
called out: “ mind, old boy, if you are not up soon I will comse for

”

James turned into the shop, thoroughly ashamed of the wrong he
had done his friend, in thought. * What a nice fellow I was, to be
sure,” he said to himself, ‘‘to doubt Robert.”

Doctor McGregor was a philosopher in his way ; he believed in the
sentiment which the poet who wrote it did not :

¢¢ Man wants but little here below,
Nor wants that little long.”
He was not soured against the world, nor weary of it, but weary of its
ambitions and oceaseless struggles for the beyond, which, when
reached, lost all the charm that distance lent to it.
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In his youth he had fought life’s battle and won, and then without
regret, retired from the field—without caring to gather the spoils—to
spend the remainder of his life in comparative solitude, happy in his
daily communings with nature, and in doing good to those amongst
whom he had cast his lot. As his voluntary retirement from the
busy world, before its toil had worn him out, and left him unfitted for
tranquil enjoyment, had brought him happiness, it would not be easy
to prove a want of wisdom on his part in the step he had taken. But
in imparting his peculiar views of life to his son, he forgot that he was
influencing the latter to begin where he himself had left off, and that
the philosophy which taught him to lay aside his armour and retire
from the fight might work very disastrously in the case of Robert, if
it induced him to neglect proper preparation for the strife, that, though
unbidden, or unsought, might come to him. Yet, such was the ten-
dency of Doctor McGregor’s influence and teaching on the mind of his
son.
If his lot was cast in smooth waters, Robert thought, why should
he seek the stormy sea beyond ? Sometimes, indeed, he felt ashamed
of this aimlessness when he conversed with his friend Jim, and listened
to the busy plans of the latter; how, ‘‘he was to become a master
mechanic, make inventions, take out patents, be presented to the
President, receive the thanks of Congress,” and then Jim would laugh
his boisterous laugh, making Robert feel that work had its bright
side too, and for the time he would resolve to be a worker among men.

A happier home than Dr. McGregor's could not be found in all this
broad land. Peace, content, and love dwelt in it all the year round,
with the exception of one short period during the summer, when a
brother of the doctor’s paid him an annual visit. Those visits became
wholly discontinued from a cause to be hereafter stated.

Two beings could not be more dissimilar in disposition than Doctor
McGregor and his brother William. The latter, who was some years
the elder, resided in New York, where he amassed a large fortune by
speculations, principally in real estate. By nature a miser, years and
‘the acquisition of wealth had increased his ruling passion to a mania;
how to make money, and how to save it, were his two absorbing ideas,
-and his annual visits to Michigan were not caused by any fraternal
feeling, but for the sole reason that he would be at no expense while
taking the one month’s rest, out of twelve, which his doctor told him
was necessary for him.

To be a whole month away from business had a very damaging
effect on his crabbed temper, and from his arrival to his departure he
visited his ill-humour on the head of his unoffending brother, and tried
the latter’s patience sorely. The good doctor had to be continually
saying to himself, ‘“ Well, he is my brother, a guest in my house, and
he will soon be leaving.” This last thought always brought with it a
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sigh of relief. ‘ You were always a fool, Robert,” he would remark.
‘‘Here you've buried yourself in this out-of-the-way place, when, if
You had set up in New York, you could have made a fortune.”

‘ What good would that do me P’ asked the doctor, one day, after
listening to this indictment for at least the hundredth time.

“ What good would it do him ? the fool asks; what good does it
do anyone P’

*Not as much as people suppose ; I think, William, you have been
racing after money all your life, and caught it, too, yet you do not seem
perticularly happy.” This was a home-thrust, and the miser writhed
under it. His beloved money was assailed, and his barren, withered
life did not afford one argument in its defence ! He lost all self-control.
nk;:LWlmt are you going to make of that cub of yours ?” he savagely

The doctor’s face flushed. ¢ This is a little too much, William,”
he said ;—* do you speak of my son Robert "’

*‘Yes, of that young gentleman, if you like the term better.”

¢ Well, then, I intend that he shall be a gentleman.”

‘“A nice way you are setting about it, allowing him to have for a
companion an ignorant blacksmith’s son.”

¢ Perhaps, William, your reading of the term gentleman and mine
do not agree; I mean by it an honest, truthful, generous-hearted
man ; you would search for a long time among your dandified young
gentlemen in New York, before you would find one among them pos-
sessing in a greater degree those qualities than this blacksmith’s son.
James is a fine fellow ; I am glad he and Robert are such fast friends.”

““8o it would seem ; he makes as free in this house as if it was his
own ; but I am mistaken if this young gentleman don’t turn up some
day in the penitentiary ;—he has the regular gallows look.”

This prophecy struck the doctor as being so ridiculous that he took
a hearty fit of laughter, which restored him quite to a good humour,
and taking up a book, he strolled out to the garden.

As the above conversation was carried on in_ rather high tones, the
two boys, who were in an adjoining room, unintentionally overheard
the most part of it.

“You must not mind what that crabbed old uncle of mine says,”
said Robert : Jim’s face was flushed, Robert thought, with anger.

*“ Mind him,” said Jim, *not I; but, Robert, did you hear what
your father said ? Oh, Robert, he is like one of those old knights you
read about, only ever so much better.”

¢ It is too bad that this old miser from New York should come
here to torment him,” said Robert.

“8o it is,” replied Jim. ‘ Let's try and get even with the old
fellow, Robert.”

¢« How ¥
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“T don’t know; but if I hit on a way, will you back me up P”

¢ You may bet I will,” replied Robert.

By the next day Jim had a plan devised to get even with the old
miser, for his favourable opinion of him, and imparted it to Robert at
school, who entered into it with the greatest glee.

‘¢ He spent all last evening trying to make my father miserable,”
said Robert, “and I won’t stand it. If we succeed, Jim, in fooling
him, he will pack off to New York, and never return, I hope.”

The plan was a very simple one, yet it had features which Jim
shrewdly surmised would be attractive for Mr. William McGregor. The
latter had frequently regretted that he had no opportunity, during his
visits West, to buy any furs from Indians or trappers, all such sales
taking place in the spring, before his arrival. ¢ It would be so plea-
sant,”’ he said, ‘to make a little money, and not be idle during a
whole month.”

Jim generously proposed to befriend him. He should have an op-
portunity to buy furs.

There was at this time, in the neighbourhood of P——, a vagrant
Indian, who might be seen almost any day lounging round the streets,
who, retaining all the instincts of the savage, had engrafted on the
original stock the civilised habits of drinking and swearing. The boys
of P—— had abbreviated his long Indian name into Indian Dick.
Jim and Robert knew that, for a few plugs of tobacco, Indian Dick
oould be got to do anything except honest labour ; so they informed
Robert’s uncle that they knew of an Indian from whom he could pur-
chase a stock of furs. The miser caught at the bait, almost smiled at
the boys, and told them that if he made a good purchase he might give
them a York shilling.

The next move was to find Indian Dick, which they had no diffi-
culty in doing; and on the presentation of some tobacco, and the pro-
mise of more, together with a silver dollar, the Indian agreed to play
‘““ Big Hunter.” Acoordingly, bright and early next morning the two
boys had him in the woods, outside the town. Jim, with exquisite relish
and taste, painted his dirty face, and stuck goose feathers all over his
head, while Robert rolled up, in innumerable thick wrappers, half a
dozen rabbit skins, until quite a large-sired pack was made, which
Indian Dick, with artistic taste, tied with deer sinews, Telling him to
remain where he was until their return, and that all he should have to
do would be to grunt and unfold the pack when told to do so, the boys
almost weak from excessive laughter, set off for the house.

Had Doctor McGregor been at home, perhaps his very presence
would have warned them to give up their wild prank ; but he had left
in the morning, and was not to return till the following day.

Within an hour-and-a-half after they reached the house, Mr,
William McGregor was anxiously watching Indian Dick as he leisurely
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opened the big pack containing the valuablefurs, and grunted in answer
to the numerous questions the former put to him. At length the furs
were reached, the boys moved to a little distance as Indian Dick, with
stolid face and satisfied grunt, spread out the six rabbit skins before
the eyes of the intending purchaser. A fearful change came to the
face of the latter. A silent agony of rage, before which the boys
quailed—making them wish undone that which they had done—trans-
fixed him, and left him for a few moments powerless to move or with-
draw his gaze from the pack; then he raised his eyes, and without
regarding Jim or the Indian in the least, he gave Robert one long,
concentrated, diabolical look of hatred, and walked silently away.

¢ Ugh,” said Indian Dick, ‘ him damn mad.”

I regret that truth compels me to state the exact words of Indian
Dick on this occasion; I know that there are a great many people
who would expect this noble red man to say, ‘“ He is as fierce as the
north wind rushing through the leafless forest,” or something similar;
but Dick was a civilised Indian. Many good people had taken great
pains to divilise him, and this was the depressing result. He said :
“ Him damn mad.”

The two boys looked blankly at each other; Jim was the first to
partially recover from the actual terror which this exhibition of down-
right terrible anger, witnessed for the first time, had inspired him
with.

‘ What shall we do, Robert ?’’ he asked.

1 don’t know,” replied Robert; ‘I suppose there is nothing to
be done now; we have done too much already; my father is not at
home, either, and I am afraid to meet that man alone. Did you see
how he looked at me ?"

“DidI? I thought his eyes would burn through you.”

¢ Ugh! Him damn mad,” repeated Indian Dick; ‘give Indian
the dollar.”

Robert handed him a dollar, glad to get rid of him, and Dick
hurried off to get satisfactorily drunk.

¢ My father will be terribly annoyed with us, Jim,” said Robert.

“ I'm afraid so,” replied the other; * and that frets me more than
anything else; who would have thought that the old fellow would
get 8o mad at a joke? Well, he deserved what he got for the way he
has been speaking of us, and tormenting your father all the time. If
I was the doctor, I would have turned him out of the house long

”

‘When the boys reached the cottage, which they did not do for
several hours, they skirmished around it for a long time, and then
cautiously entered at the rear. But William MoGregor was not there ;
from the woods he had gone direct to the hotel, and sent a man for
his baggage, giving him a letter for Doctor MoGregor, to be handed
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to the latter on his arrival home. Early the next morning the out-
witted miser was on his way to New York.

It would have been an easy matter for Robert to have thrown this
letter into the fire, and given his own version of the affair; but so
mean a thought never entered his mind; on the contrary, he deter-
mined to hand it himself to his father, Jim insisting on being present
to bear his part of the blame.

Doctor McGregor was greatly agitated when he read this letter, it
was couched in such bitter, cutting, insulting language, that it lessened
in & degree the fault of the boys (in his eyes. After all, what was it
but a foolish boy’s trick : for at the time neither Robert nor Jim was
much more than thirteen years of age. Nevertheless, he was serioualy
angry with them, and reproved them severely, while he could not but
admire the way each strove to take the greater portion of the blame
upon himself.

“It was all my fault,” said Jim, “I proposed it to Robert.”

“ Jim never would have gone on with it, only for me,” said Robert;
‘ and, father, neither of us saw the harm of it until it was done.”

“ I believe you, Robert,” replied the doctor, ¢ but, my son, yours
has been by far the greatest fault, for you committed a breach of
hospitality, and insulted a near relative. Now, go away, and let me
consider this matter over.”

The next day he called Robert into his study, and dictated an
apology, which he enclosed to his brother, in a letter of his own ; but
the latter was returned unopened, and from that time all intercourse
between those ill-matched brothers ceased, a fact which could not have
fretted Doctor McGregor much, although he doubtless wished that the
estrangement had taken place in some less objectionable way.

To Jim’s great delight, he found himself as welcome a visitor to
the cottage, and as great a favourite with its owner as ever; but he
never met Indian Dick without calling up to mind the look which
Robert’s uncle had given his nephew in the woods, and the recollection
of the incidents of that day, so funny in anticipation, never brought
a smile to the faces of the principal actors, and all reference to the
subject was studiously avoided.

In long years afterwards, when least expected, it was brought to
Robert’s mind with painful and vivid distinctness.

CHAPTER IV.

PARTINGS.

It was one of those delicious days in the American autumn, so
bright and exhilarating, so fragrant with ,balmy air, so beautiful in
the clear heavens above, and in the variegated foliage beneath, that
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the mere consciousness of life seems happiness enough. It was the
morning of such a day when James Allen entered the room where Dr.
McGregor and his son were at breakfast. James was dressed in his
holiday clothes, his face was all aglow with excitement, and the un-
manageable hair showed that all that could be done to subdue it had
been done.

¢ What's up, James?” said the doctor ;—* going to be married ?”

*No, sir; but my father is going to send me to New York, to learn
the trade of a machinest.”

“T am very glad to hear it,” said the doctor; * sit down, James,
and tell us all about it, while you take a cup of tea.”

But Jim was too excited to eat or drink anything; however, he
sat down and entered into the explanation the doctor asked for, while
Robert listened, as the saying is, ‘ with both eyes and ears.”

T never spoke of it to father, though I often told you, Robert, I
would be a machinest one of these days,” said James, laughing. “I
had just completed a nice piece of work, and father said to me: ‘Jim,
1 can’t teach you any more ; you must go where you can learn to be a
better tradesman than your father;’ soat home, last night, mother and
he settled that I should go to New York. I'm so glad that I never
teased father about going, though I longed to do so so much; and
now it has all come from himself.”

 You seem pretty glad to be leaving us, Jim ?’ said Robert in a
somewhat reproachful tone.

“No,” replied the other, in a cheerful voice. ‘ Sorry enough for
home ; but it is about coming back a good tradesman that I am thinking.
You see, sir,” he continued, turning to the doctor, ‘¢ there are so many
improvements going on in machinery that there are branches now in
the blacksmith’s trade that were not known when my father learned
it, and there would be no sense in remaining a common blacksmith,
when one can be something much better.”

¢ Just so,” said the doctor.

““ When do you go, Jim ?* asked Robert ;—‘in a month "’

¢In a month!” exclaimed James. ‘‘No, in three days; and now
finish your breakfast, Robert, and come out; we must spend the day
together, in rambling over old haunts.”

“If you do not intend to return before eveming, bring a lunch
with you,” said the doctor ;—*‘ and mind, James, you will take supper
with us.”

In a short time both young friends were out of the house. They
were at that happy period of life when the dreams of boyhood still
mingle with the hopes, ambitions, and desires of young manhood, and
their near parting made them more fully conscious of the change that
had taken place in themselves—that they were no longer boys. The
sorrow, too, at parting with his friend, which quickly succeeded James’
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first burst of joyous excitement, made him more capable of sympathis-
ing with the more romantic nature of the former. And in this mood,
the familiar scenes around him seemed to wear a new beauty in his
eyes.

Leaving the town behind them, they entered the woods by the well-
beaten path. The fall frost had changed the uniform green of the
summer foliage into an endless variety of hues—here was the gorgeous
sumach with its blood-coloured leaves, the delicate pink and pale gold
of the maple, the quivering, yellow leaf of the poplar; nay, a thousand
varieties of autumn shades, contrasting with the green foliage of tree
and shrub that still retained their summer dress, while the leaves
already fallen and browned rustled along the path, telling that all this
beauty was but the premonition of decay.

¢ We will keep on to Prince Charles’ tree, Robert,” said James.

This was a magnificent elm-tree which Robert had named after the
ocelebrated oak in England, within whose branches, tradition says, that
Charles the Second once found refuge. Years before, when quite
little fellows, Robart and James had grubbed and cleared the ground,
sowing grass-seed, so that there was now a nice green sward of tame
grass beneath. Beneath this tree—in whose bark the irrepreesible
American jack-knife had cut in several places the names of ‘‘ Robert
McGregor,” ¢ James Allen,” and ¢ Lucy Evans’—the young men
sat down to talk over the intended departure of James. They scarcely
had done 8o, when several squirrels came running down the tree, and
coming quite close, raised themselves on their hind legs, their bushy
tails resting on their backs, while their brown eyes watched eagerly
for recognition. This was a chosen spot for lunching in the woods,
and the habit made the squirrels quite tame, so that they had come to
look upon the fragments as their just perquisites.

‘“ Here are our little friends, Jim,” said Robert, ‘come to say to
you good-bye.” Then the two friends talked long and earnestly of the
future.

“You are making the first break, Jim,” said Robert; ¢ and whe
knows where or to what it may lead ? at all events, I feel that the old
days are over.”

““But not the old friendship, Robert,” replied Jim. ¢ As you say,
old days or young days, whichever you may wish to call them, are
gone by; we are no longer boys. But give me your hand, old fellow ;
and now, Robert, let us pledge each other that through life we will
always remain the same warm, true, loving friends that we have
been.”

“To the death,” replied Robert, as his eyes filled with tears.
‘“ And here is the seal to the contract,” he continued, as he kissed
James’ cheek.

¢ And mine,” said James, performing the same ceremony.
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How well this pledge was kept will be seen hereafter.

The evening was closing in when the friends returned to the house ;
and three days afterwards, James Allen was on his way to New York.
Soon a letter came, announcing his safe arrival, and then Robert and
he became regular correspondents. He also wrote frequently to his
father, who always showed (with great pride) his son’s letters to Doctor
McGregor.

It had been settled before he left that he was to remain away for
two years, and when six months of the time had expired, a letter to
his father came from James’ boss, speaking in the highest terms of
his good conduct and smartness. ‘‘I will send you badk,” the letter
concluded, * as good a mechanic as ever went West.”

But before a year had fully gone by, James was recalled home on
account of the dangerous illness of his mother, and to his great grief
arrived too late, she having died before his arrival.

The death of his wife was a great shock to the sturdy blacksmith.
The strong frame and hearty laugh that had so long and so well with-
stood the assaults of time, sorrow conquered with one blow. Who
could have thought there was so gentle and loving a heart beneath
that rough exterior?

James, who had made up his mind on no account to leave his father
at this time, did almost all the work in the shop; and for months after
his wife’s death, it was pitiful to see the old man, on his return to his
home in the evening, looking around unfamiliarly, yet with the loneli-
nees death had brought to it.

¢ Oan’t you do anything for my father, doctor ?”” said James Allen
to Doctor McGregor; ‘‘ he mopes about all day, and he scarcely takes
any sleep ; he dves not go to bed till near morning, thinking, I know,
of poor mother. Oh! he’s so changed, doctor. 1s there no medicine
that would do him good ?”’

“I have no faith in medicine, James, in his caee,” replied the
doctor, ‘‘ but much in kind attention and love. I know, my good boy,
you are doing and will do all you can to help him and cheer him.
Try and get him to work, and back to his old habits as much as
possible. I will see him as often as I can, as a friend, and do my best
to cheer him ; poor fellow I did not know that he was a man of such
deep feeling ; but we are all mysteries to each other, yes, even to our-
selves, I believe.”

“Imiss my Martha, dootor,” said John Allen, in a subsequent
conversation with Doctor McGregor, ‘ more and more every day ; she
was no great talker for a woman, but for thirty years she never failed
to meet me, when I returned home from the shop, with a pleasant
smile and a loving word."”

Two or three months after his wife’s death, John Allen spoke to
his son about the latter’s returning to New York, but James would
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not hear of it. ‘“He had learned as much of his trade as he
needed,” he said. He now seemed as anxious to stop at home as he
was before to leave, and his father, guessing the cause, endeavoured
to respond to his son’s filial affection by wrestling with his grief and
trying to be himself again; but it was only acting, after all. He
worked in the shop, but the hearty laugh that used to accompany the
ring of the hammer was never heard : to him that ring had lost its
music. Amid the flying sparks he saw an empty seat, a lonely home,
and the six o’clock bell, once so welcome and cheery in its tones,
sounded more like a dismal knell.

And so, when the spring had passed and come again, the old man,
without any positive sickness, took to his bed, turned his face to the
wall, and followed his wife. The day before his death he called James
to his bedside. “1I will never rise, James,” he said, * from this bed,
and it is all the better, my boy. When our work is done here, God
calls us. I have had a happy life, and I am thankful for it. The
neighbours are so good and attentive, Jim, that they leave us seldom
alone; but we are so now; kneel down, Jim, until you get your
father’s blessing. I am, to be sure, but an ignorant man, but it seems
to me a deal of knowledge comes to one when dying. I know, my
boy, that the blessing I give you now will follow you through life. I
dreamed last night, Jim, that your mother said to me: ¢ Bless our
child’ Wasita dream? Who knows?”

‘While speaking he had, witheut any seeming effort, raised himself
up in bed, and now, with hands extended over the bowed head of his
sobbing child, he said, in slow, solemn tones: I bless you, God bless
you, and He will.”

Happy is it for the child who thus receives a dying parent’s bless-
ing, and deserves it.

After his father’s death, James received a most warm invitation
from Doctor McGregor, to take up his residence at the cottage, until
he had settled on his future course, and to this invitation Robert’s
entreaties were added, but he could not be induced to leave the house
that had been his home for so many years.

“Thank you all the same, Robert,” he said; “you and your
father must not be vexed at my refusal ; but I will stop in my father’s
house until I leave it for ever. To leave it right off would look like
turning my back upon it, and the past; and I don’t want to do that.”

This was in the year of 1848; and a few weeks after John Allen's
death, the whole country became electrified at the news of rich
gold discoveries in California. Every mail brought to the town of
P—— new and wonderful stories, and confirmation of former ones.
The truth was, indeed, wonderful enough, but exaggeration added
such a colouring to it, that people got crazy in thinking of it. Follow-
ing in hot haste, the news of the discovery of the gold, came reports
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from every side of parties organising and starting for the gold-fields
—some by sea, and others by the overland route.

One of such an active, energetic temperament as James Allen
could not escape the gold fever. Here was a field of adventure, a
road to fortune open to him. But how to get there was the difficulty.
His father had never laid up any money, and after selling out his good-
will in the shop, paying some small debts, and collecting those due,
James found himself master of about one hundred dollars, quite suffi-
cient to bring him to New York, where he intended to go to finish
himself as a machinist. He would require at least three hundred
dollars to enable him to join any one of the numerousjparties now
daily preparing to set off for the land of promise by the overland route.
Of eo self-reliant and independent a mnature, the thought of getting a
pecuniary loan from Doctor M‘Gregor or Robert never for a moment
oocurred to him, and when, with a flushed face and excited manner,
he read to the latter some late accounts of the further discoveries of
gold, and throwing down the paper, lamented his inability to make
one of a party setting out on the 1st of the following month from St.
Louis, he was totally unprepared for the offer which his expressed de-
sire naturally led to.

¢¢ T shall be more than sorry, James,” said Robert, * that we shall
be parted ; God knows for how long, maybe for ever—for years, at all
events; and but that I cannot leave my father, I would go with you;
not that I care for this yellow dross, that is setting all you fellows
mad; but if you have your heart set upon going, I see nothing to pre-
vent you. You say you require but two hundred dollars; I will give
that sum; lend it to you, if your pride will not let you take a gift
from your friend.”

While Robert was spesking, James’ eyes were opening wider
and wider ; but whon the former concluded by offering the required
sum, young Allen’s face flushed up to the roots of his red hair. *1I
hope, Robert,” he gasped, ¢ you don’t think that——"

* Oh, no, I don’t,” said Robert, interrupting him and laughing.
“Pray, James, don’t get up on your stilts. Very fortunate it is that
you were such a numbskull, that an idea of my giving you the money
never occurred to you ; if it had, you would never have confided your
wish to me—oh, you have a fine idea of what friendship means—but
would have gone off to New York and hammered away at your anvil, to
make this sum, fretting and fuming all the time lest the gold should
be picked up before you could get your share. Ah, James, how soon
you have forgotten, and broken, indeed, in spirit, our compact made
under Prince Charlie’s tree.”

I have not forgotten it, Robert,” said James, grasping the other’s
hand, “but——"

¢ Oh, hang your buts.”

Vor. x.. No. 104.

-3



72 Dead Broke.

¢ Robert, I will not take this money from you ;—you will have to
ask your father for it.”

“Well, that’s not much of an undertaking. Come up to-night, and
we will have his opinion on your proposed expedition—mind, the money
question is settled. Should you go, James, months must elapse, I sup-
pose, ere we can hear from you ?’

“You will never hear from me, Robert, unless I am successful.”

¢ What do you mean ?”’

¢ Don’t think,” James replied, ‘‘that I have been so long in your
company, Master Robert, without being inoculated with some of your
romance. I shall never return from California, unless as a successful
man, and the first news you will have of me will be from myself.”

¢ But, James, think of the anxiety of your friends ;—will you be
treating them generously "’

“Yes,” said James; “I have friends, just two, yourself and
your father; but, Robert, though I have no excuse to offer, let me
have my little bit of romance. Our meeting, for Iknow I will return,
will be all the pleasanter for it ; and you must marry Lucy Evans, so
as not to be lonely while I am away.”

It was now Robert’s turn to blush. ‘I have not seen Lucy for six
months,” he said; “ perhaps if you were to tell her of your romantic
plan of running off to California, and leaving no trace by which to
find you out, she might be so taken with it as to promise to wait for
you until yourself or your ghost came back.”

“You know, Robert, I withdrew my pretensions long ago, indeed
ever since I burned my fingers, shoeing her sled, for you and her to
ride on. I'm not going to burn my fingers any more.”

Both laughed at those remembrances; then Robert said: ¢ Well,
James, I shall expect you at the cottage this evening. You must put
that stuff of not writing to us out of your head.” But James did not;
on this point he had made up his mind from the first. Doctor M
highly approved of his going, and as it was fixed that Robert was to
accompany him as far as St. Louis, the two left for that city in time
for James to get his outfit, and make all necessary preparations to be
ready to start with the expedition leaving on the 1st of the month,
When it did leave, Robert, on horseback, accompanied the party for
the first day’s march, and was glad to see that even in that short time
the leader had recognised James’ energy and smartness, and appointed
him the following morning to a minor command in the motly army of
adventurers.

Removed some distance from the party, James and Robert bid each
other farewell, and it is no shame to their young manhood to confess
that they cried in each other’s arms; then Robert placed a rich gold
chain, with a watch attached, round Jim's neck. ““It is a present from
my father, James,” he said.
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I must hide it underneath my vest, or they will say that I am
a big-bug already,” replied James, as his hand shook with the
agitation he was endeavouring to command. '

¢ My father told you, James, to dispose of it if you found it neces-
sary; it is handier to carry than money. They are calling you. O
James, promise to write.”

‘I promise, Robert, to return,” replied James, wringing his friend’s
hand. And so they parted. How many years were to elapse before
they met again, and then under what different circumstances !

(o be continued.)

VITA EUCHARISTICA.

BY BISTER MARY AGNES.

GOD, and He only, knoweth the raptures which dilate

A soul with whom her Saviour becomes incorporate :
Her joy with awe deep-mingled, to feel her God so near,
Her hushed and reverent stillness, his lightest word to hear.

For her time’s countless pulse-beats now culminate in one,
The Infinite is bounded, Omnipotence outdone !

She draws breath for a moment in God’s eternity—

8he measures for an instant his love’s immensity.

The harping of heaven’s harpers grows audible and near,
Christ’s touch is on her shoulder, his voice is in her ear ;
Too brief the fleeting Presence, the bliss without alloy !
Earth-life steps in between her and heaven’s eternal joy.

But the grace that Presence bringeth goes not so quickly past ;
A sacramental shadow over the day is cast—

A shadow ever deep’ning, with choicest blessinga rife,
Tingeing with golden glory the commonness of life—

Lighting with tender meaning the mysteries of pain,
Crowning the weary labour, done seemingly in vain ;
8moothing the roughened places of life’s unequal road,
Guarding the soul securely and peacefully for God.
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THE REV. JOHN THAYER.*

A LINK BETWEEN IRELAND AXD A SBAINT JUST CANONISED.
BY THE REV. T. E. BRIDGETT, C.S8.R.

ON December 8th, 1880, the Feast of the Immaculate Conception of
the Blessed Virgin Mary, the Bovereign Pontiff canonised, or
enrolled in the catalogue of the Church’s saints, the Blessed Benedict
Joseph Labre, who died in Rome, in the year 1783. I have no inten-
tion of speaking to-night of this great servant of God, but I am going
to tell you of a link which connects him with the good city of Limerick,
and, indeed, with yourselves. You all know Mr. Walsh, who has been
for so many years Superior of the Christian Brothers in this city.
Very many of you owe your Christian education to him directly or
indirectly. 'Well, Mr. Walsh told me, the other day, that he was
baptised by the Rev. John Thayer, and the Rev. John Thayer
was converted to the Catholic Faith in Rome, on the occasion
of the death of this very Benedict Joseph Labre, and by the
miracles that then took place. Moreover, the Rev. John Thayer
laboured in Limerick for several years, and is buried in Limerick. I
am going to tell you, then, about the Rev. John Thayer, and you will
see, by what I have to say, that the influence of the sanctity of Blessed
Benedict Joseph extended many years since to the banks of the
Shannon, as it will continue to extend henceforth from pole to pole.

I cannot narrate to you the life of Mr. Thayer, for I do not know
that it has ever been written. I possees, however, a small pamphlet,
in which Mr. Thayer gives an account of his own conversion; and I
have gathered tbgether a few facts which have, I believe, never been
printed regarding his last years in Limerick.

Mr. Thayer was a native of Boston, in the State of Massachusets.
T was born,” he says, ‘“of a family in easy circumstances. I was
brought up there in the Protestant religion, the only prevailing, and
almost only known in New England.” I do not know the year of his
birth, but he was probably two or three-and-twenty years old when
the American colonies declared their Independence of England, on the
4th of July, 1776. Now, previously to that event, it was forbidden to

* Though some changes of form were kindly entrusted to our discretion, we prefer
the spsissima verba of a lecture recently addressed to the Archconfraternity of the
Holy Familyin the Church of the Redemptorist Fathers, Limerick. Rohrbacher, in
the twenty-eighth volume of his great ** Histoire Universelle de I'Eglise Catholique,”
devotes several pages to Mr. Thayer's conversion, but leaves him at the Council of
Baltimore, in 1791. The importance thus ascribed to him increases our surprise at the
interesting discovery made in this paper that the labours of so many of his last years
were given to Limerick.—Eb. I. M,
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any Catholic priest, under the penalty of death, to enter any of the
States, except Maryland and Pennsylvania; and even lay Catholics
were barely tolerated, and suffered the most grievous penalties. This
was changed when the colonies had thrown off their connection with
England.

Shortly after that event, Dr. Carroll, the first bishop of the United
States, visited Boston, in 1791, when Mr. Thayer had become the
first Catholic pastor of his native town. ‘It is wonderful,” wrote
Dr. Carroll to a friend, *to tell what great civilities have been done
to me in this town, where, a fow years ago, & popish priest was thought
to be the greatest monster in the creation. Many here, even of their
principal people, have acknowledged to me that they would have
crossed to the opposite side of the street rather than meet a Roman
Catholic some time ago. The horror which was associated with the
idea of a papist is incredible ; and the scandalous misrepresentations
by their ministers increased the horror every Sunday.” In this place,
and in this state of things Mr. Thayer was brought up. * Atthe con-
clusion of my studies,” he writes, I was made a minister of the
Puritan sect, and exercised my functions for two years, applying my-
self to the study of the holy Scriptures and to preaching. In the mean-
time, I felt a secret inclination to travel; I nourished the desire, and
formed a resolution of passing into Europe, to learn the languages
which are most in use, and to acquire a knowledge of the constitution
of states, of the manners, customs, laws and government of the
principal nations, in order to acquire, by this political knowledge, a
greater consequence in my own country, and thus to become more use-
ful toit. Such were my human views without the least suspicion of
the secret designs of Providence, which was preparing for me more
precious advantages.

‘1 embarked for Europe, and arrived in France, atthe end of the
year 1781. I remained there ten months, totally taken up in studying
the language, in reading the best authors, and instructing myself in
the principles of the Government. I was there attacked with a fit of
illness, and as I feared it would be attended with serious consequences,
my first concern was to forbid that any Catholic priest should be suf-
fered to come near me, such was my attachment to my own sect.

¢¢ After my recovery I spent three months in England, attentive, as
in France, in observing the manners and customs of the country. I
was desired to preach; I complied; but it being observed that my
doctrine did not agree with that of the persons before whom I spoke,
I replied that I had taken it from the Gospel. . . .

*I returned to France with an intention of passing from thence to
Rome, constantly bent cn the same pursuits ; and, as it may easily be
imagined, strongly prejudiced both against the nation and religion of
that country, which had been represented to me in the most odious
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colours. However, during my stay in France, I had formed a less un-
favourable idea of the Catholic religion, and my intercourse with the
Italians contributed also to remove my prejudices against them.”” He
then relates the courteous reception he met from all classes of persons
everywhere.

After describing his course of life and his studies, Mr. Thayer goes
on to say: ‘ From time to time the Catholic religion returned to my
mind ; and although it made no part of my plan of studies, I was de-
sirous, nevertheless, of instructing myself thoroughly in all its princi-
ples, during my stay in the city: for the same reason that I should
have wished to know the religion of Mahomet, had I been at Constan-
tinople. I was far from suspecting that my own was false, or at least
from thinking of embracing another.” I must remind you that at the
period of Mr. Thayer’s visit to Europe, i.e. in the year 1781, what was
called philosophy was everywhere the fashion among educated people.
Voltaire and Rousseau had just died, and their writings in France, like
those of Hume and Gibbon in England, had undermined all Christian
faith. At the same time those who wished to be thought cultured and
philosophical prided themselves, above all things, on being candid and
impartial. Mr. Thayer tells us how he boasted that in pursuing his
inquiries he was determined not to be converted, though resolved to
ascertain the truth, for he could not ¢ entertain a prejudice willingly
even against the devil.” He adds that he was very much startled
when a priest, to whom he applied for information, told him he must
say the Lord’s Prayer for light. Fortunately for himself he obeyed,
for God seldom gives light except to those who pray for it. ¢ Ask and
yeo shall receive, seek and ye shall find, knock and it shall be opened
to you.” It wouldtake me too long to relate how Mr. Thayer’s prejudices
were gradually removed. Even when he came to see that his own sect
was in the wrong, and to suspect that Catholics were right, he *re.
solved, whatever proof was brought against him, not to make his ab-
juration at Rome, for fear of taking a precipitate step. But Provi-
dence,” he says, * ever watchful over me, did not suffer these delays,
which might have been fatal, but ordered various events which
hastened my conversion.” The first of these was that he read a book
about the Guardian Angels, which deeply impressed him and made him
carefultoavoid sin; the second was the death of Benedict Joseph Labre.
Though I cannot now relate the saint’s history, I will just mention
that he was a young Frenchmar, well educated, who by a very special
inspiration of God, had left his family and country, and in a spirit of
penance, adopted the life of a pilgrim and a mendicant, practising the
most wonderful austerities. For some years he had lived in Rome,
and by his wonderful piety had become known to many as *the holy
beggar.” At his death, which took place on the Wednesday in Holy
‘Week, 1783, on the 16th April, a sudden and unaccountable rumour
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spread through all Rome that a saint was dead, and both before and

after his funeral for many weeks the church where his body was de-

posited was so thronged with visitors that the tomb had to be constantly

guarded by soldiers. In four months 80,000 small pieces of his dress,

or rather rags, had been distributed as relics, and his fame was spread
over Europe and even into China. Great numbers of miracles took

place on using these relics and invoking his intercession.

‘Well, these things took place just when Mr. Thayer was staying
in Rome, and his mind growing disposed towards the Catholic faith.
But at first, instead of helping they retarded his conversion; for the
report that a pilgrim and a beggar was working miracles aroused all
his Protestant prejudices. Poverty and miracles are two things which
most Protestants hate : for miracles prove the greatness of God, and
poverty shows the nothingness of the world. Voluntary poverty has
always been held in great esteem by the Church, not only as a practice
of mortification, but because he who embraces it thereby proves that
he understands the, true greatness and riches of man to consist in
nothing external. He exclaims, like St. Francis: ¢ My God and my
all.” But I must let you hear Mr. Thayer himself speak. * Such
was my situation, when the deathof Venerable Labre, and the miracles
which were said to have been obtained through his intercession, began
to make a noise at Rome, and to become the subject of every conver-
sation. Notwithstanding the instructions which I had received, and
the lights which I had acquired, I was no ways disposed to credit the
public reports concerning this truly extraordinary person. Of all my
prejudices against Catholics the deepest rooted was a formal disbelief
of the miraculous facts which are said to have happened among them.
I had been brought up in this persuasion, common to all Protestants,
who never having been able to obtain the gift of miracles, like the fox
in the fable, disdain it, and deny its existence.* Not content with
denying those which were published at that time, I made them the
subject of my raillery, and in the coffee-houses passed some very un-
becoming jests on the servant of God, with whose poverty and unclean-
liness I was shocked ; and on this head I went farther than any even of
my Protestant friends. However, the number and weight of the
evidences increasing daily, I thought it was my duty to examine the
matter myself. I frequently conversed with the confessor of the
deceased, from whom I learned a part of his life. I visited four
persons who were said to have been miraculously cured : I was con-
vinced by my own eyes of the state in which they then were. I
questioned them concerning the state in which they had been; I in-

® The fox, according to the fable alluded to by Mr. Thayer, lost his tail, where-
upon he tried to get up an opinion that foxes are handsomer without tails. Protes-
tants have lost the gift of miracles, and they have in consequence got up the theory
that & religion is more solid and spiritual that lays no claim to such gifts.
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formed myself of the nature and continuance of the illness with which
they had been attacked, and the circumstances of their cure, which had
been operated in an instant. I collected the evidences of those to whom
they were known, and after all these informations, made with the
greatest care, I was fully convinced that the reality of each one of
these miracles was at least as well proved as the most authentic facts.”
. . . He enters into some details, and continues: *‘ Persuaded that
there was something supernatural in these cures, I could not refrain
from turning my thoughts on myself, and from considering the risk
I ran by remaining in my own sect. These reflections involved me in
much perplexity ; I can hardly express the violent state in which I
then was. Truth appeared to me on every side; but it was combated
by all the prejudices which I had sucked in from my infancy. I felt
all the force of the arguments which Catholics oppose to the Protestant
doctrine, but I had not the courage to yield. I clearly saw that the
Church of Rome is established on innumerable and unanswerable
proofs, and that her replies to the reproaches of Protestants are
solid and satisfactory; but I must abjure errors in which I had been
brought up, and which I had preached to others. I was a minister in
my own sect, and I must renounce my state and fortune. I was
tenderly attached to my family, and I must incur their indignation.
Interests so dear kept me back. In a word, my understanding was
convinced, but my heart was not changed.

I was in these circumstances, fluctuating and undetermined, when
a little book® was put into my hands, The author gives an historical
account of his conversion, and briefly discusses the points which are
controverted between Catholics and Protestants. He places in the be-
ginning the following prayer, which was communicated to him by a
Catholic, to invoke the light of the Holy Ghost, and which the reader
perhaps will not be sorry to see:—

“<0 God of goodness, almighty and eternal Father of mercies,
Saviour of mankind! I humbly beseech Thee, by thy sovereign good-
ness, to enlighten my mind and to touch my heart, in order that, by
means of true faith, true hope, and true charity, I may live and die in
the true religion of Jesus Christ. I am certain that, as there is but
one God, there can only be one faith, only one religion, only one way
of salvation, and that all the ways opposed to this one can only lead
to perdition. It is this faith, O my God, that I am seeking with eager-
ness, in order to embrace it and to gain my salvation. I protest, then,
before thy divine majesty, and I swear by all thy divine attributes,
that I will follow that religion which Thou wilt show me to be true,
and that I will abandon, whatever it may cost me, that in which I shall
discover errors and falsehood. It is true I do not deserve this favour,
on account of the greatness of my sins, for which I feel a profound

¢ Vanifesto di un Cavaliere Cristiano convertito alla Religione Cattolica,
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sorrow because they offend a God so good, so great, so holy, so worthy
of being loved. RBut what I do not deserve I hope to obtain of your
infinite mercy, and I implore you to grant it to me, through the merits
of the Precious Blood, which was shed for us poor sinners by thine
only Son, our Lord Jesus Christ. Amen.’,

“1 cast my eyes over this prayer,” continues Mr. Thayer, ‘‘ but
could not prevail on myself to say it. I wished to be enlightened, yet .
feared being too much so. My temporal interest and a thousand other
motives crowded upon my mind, and counterbalanced the salutary
impressions of grace. At length the interest of eternal salvation pre-
vailed ; I threw myself on my knees; I excited myself to say the
prayer with the greatest sincerity I was capable of ; and the violent
agitation of my soul, with the conflicts it had sustained, drew from me
an abundance of tears. I then began to read the book, which is a
short exposition of the principal proofs which establish the truth of
the Catholic religion.

““ The whole- of those different proofs which till then I had only
viewed separately—so many rays of light collected. as it were, into
one centre, made a lively impression on my mind. Besides, I did
not make the same resistance as formerly to divine grace. I had
not entirely finished the book, when I exclaimed: ‘My God, I
promise to become a Catholic.’ The same day I declared my inten-
tion to the family with which I lodged. It gave them joy, for they
were truly pious. I went in the evening to the coffee-house, where I
imparted my change to all my Protestant friends, and tp repair as
much as I could the scandal which I had given, I defended the sanctity
of venerable Labre, and declared that I had more proof of the truth
of his miracles than I would require for any fact whatever. More-
over, not to be ashamed of Jesus Christ, I united a great number of
friends to be witnesses of my abjuration. Many lamented my weak-
ness, others made a jest of it, but God who called me to the faith
supported me, and I have a firm confidence that He will support me
to my last breath.” Such is in substance the history of Mr. Thayer's
conversion ; but I must now pass rapidly on. He was received into
the Church on May 25th, 1783. He then returned to France, entered
a seminary, made his ecclesiastical studies, and was ordained priest in
1787. He was prevailed on to write the history of his conversionm,
which he did, both in French and English, and the pamphlet was
translated into many languages. It went through a great number of
editions in English, both in England and in Ireland. The copy from
which I have been reading to you was published in Dublin in 1809,
and belongs to the Rev. Dr. Downes of Kilmallock, whose sister made
her first confession to Father Thayer, in Limerick. In the pamphlet
written either before or just after his ordination, Mr. Thayer says :
“ This is the only desire of my heart, to extend, as much as lies in my
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power, the dominion of the true faith, which is now my joy and my
comfort. I ambition nothing more; for this purpose I desire to
return to my country, in hopes, notwithstanding my unworthiness, to
be the instrument of the conversion of my countrymen; and such is
my conviction of the truth of the Roman Catholic Church, and my
gratitude for the signal grace of being called to the true faith, that I
would willingly seal it with my blood if God would grant me this
favour, and I doubt not but He would enable me to do it.”” When
Mr. Thayer wrote this, there were throughout the whole United States
only about 25,000 Catholics, and twenty-four priests, and they had as
yet no bishop, but were governed by a Prefect-Apostolic. It is pro-
bable that Mr. Thayer waited for the appointment of a bishop, which
took place in 1790, for in that year he went to America. In the
meantime he had been labouring in the poorest part of London, using
an old factory as his chapel, and had converted several Protestants.

In America he took part in the first national Synod of Baltimore,
in 1791; he laboured hard ; in several places built churches and
schools, and engaged in very successful controversies with the Pro-
testant ministers of Boston, to whom he had once belonged.

‘Why or when he left America I do not know, nor when or how he
came to Ireland. He was certainly in Dublin in the beginning of
1809, and I am told that he came to Limerick in 1812. He had then
been twenty-five years a priest, and his first fervour had certainly not
relaxed. About fifteen years ago I was told by a very old priest, the
Rev. Patrick Benson of Feenagh, that he well remembered being
taught his catechism by Father Thayer, and how zealous Father
Thayer was in hearing the confessions of the poor. I am sorry I
made no further inquiries at that time, when old people were alive
who could have told me many details. My principal informants are
the Rev. Dr. Downes, and Mr. Hartney of Tralee, whose father was
Mr. Thayer’s intimate friend. Mr. Thayer must have been brought to
Limerick by the Most Rev. Dr. Young, who was then bishop, and he
was the friend of the well-remembered Father Pat Hogan of St.
Michael’s.

Father Thayer had uno charge, as parish priest or curate, but he
said Mass and héard confessions in St. Michael’s and St. John’s, and
often preached. His sermons were principally controversial; and in
those days such sermons were much needed, for very many people
were giving up their faith, being wearied out with persecution or
obscurity ; for you must remember that this was long before Catholic
Emancipation.

Even in the early days of his conversion he found great joy
in those very things which had been his chief difficulties. He had
thought that it was idolatry to honour and invoke the Blessed Virgin ;
and even when his mind had become convinced that this was a
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grievous mistake, his imagination was haunted by what he calls the
ghosts of his former prejudices. But this soon passed away, and, in
1787, he wrote: ‘I endeavoured to join in every imstitution which
tends to the honour of the Blessed Virgin, and study as much as can
depend on me to extend the devotion to this dear Mother of God.”

““The mystery of the Holy Eucharist, which appeared to me so
incredible, is become an ever-flowing source of spiritual delight. Con-
foesion, which I had considered as an insupportable yoke, seems
infinitely sweet, by the tranquillity which it produces in the soul.”

His manner of life in Limerick, in his old age, showed the truth of
these professions. He used to say Mass daily in 8t. Michael’s about
eleven, o’clock, after hearing confessions from seven. He then took
his one meal, which was both breakfast and dinner. He kept a
perpetual fast, and never eat either meat or eggs. During his break-
fast, one of the students from Park College used to read to him, by the
bishop’s leave, in order that he might lose no time. He would never
sit near a fire nor allow one in his room. At night he used to take a
little dry bread and one glass of wine; he heard confessions almost
all day, and when the churches were closed would continue to do
80 in certain houses, and especially in his own lodgings, which you
may be interested to know were over the shop of Mr. Bourke the
@lover’s, in Patrick-street, and afterwards at Messrs. Ryan, Brothers,
cloth merchants, at the sign of the Golden Eagles, in the same
street, opposite Ellen-street.

‘When first he came to Limerick, confessions, except at Easter, were
rare, but by his sermons he induced many to confess monthly, and some
even much more frequently. He had a vast number of penitents, and
I have been told that they were nicknamed Thayerites by those who
did not relish a piety superior to their own. His love for the poor
was very great: he had learned this from Blessed Benedict Joseph.
He had a private fortune when young, but he had so entirely spent it
in good works and alms before his death, that Dr. Downes tells me
that he sold his watch shortly before his death in order to relieve the
poor. Mr. Hartney says that he left nothing to purchase his grave:
and Mr. Hartney’s father, out of reverence and charity, had his body
placed in the vault of his uncle, Dr. M‘Mahon, Bishop of Killaloe.
This vault is in the Protestant churchyard in 8t. John's-square. His
last residence was, as I have said, at Mr. Ryan’s, and his last sickness
was dropsy; but even that did not interrupt his work of zeal; he
continued to hear confessions sitting in his bed, and wus occupied
thus, even on the very day of his death, which, according to one
authority, was 15th February, 1815.

You see, then, what is the influence of the saints. A Protestant
paper said the other day that the life led by Blessed Benedict was
of no earthly use to any living creature. From the history of Mr.
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Thayer, you may see at least one proof of its use: it changed a
vainglorious tourist into a zealous Catholic priest, who spent his
life and fortune in instructing, elevating, and consoling the most
ignorant and poor, whom the philosophers and men of science would
have left to perish in their poverty and ignorance. Let us ask St.
Benedict Joseph Labre by his prayers to raise up for us many more
zealous priests like Father Thayer, and to take under his special pro-
tection, Limerick, which already owns itself his debtor.

If I may suggest one other practical reflection, it is the importance
of prayer. If Mr. Thayer had not prayed as he did at the crisis of
his conversion, he would probably have put it off to another time;
and had he done so, he would probably have died a Protestant, and
with the additional guilt of having closed his eyes to a special light.
You, dear brethren, have already the true faith; but prayer is equally
necessary that you may follow its light. There are moments of
temptation when, if you do not pray, and pray earnestly, you will fall
into grievous sin; and those sins may lead to eternal ruin. By
prayer, Mr. Thayer gained a victory which was the beginning of a
new life to him; so also one brave struggle, one earnest prayer,
one victory achieved by the grace of God over human passion, may
raise you to a higher level of thought, and feeling, and action, and
be followed by a holy life and everlasting salvation.

CASTLES IN THE FIRE.

am building airy castles—
Air-castles in the fire,
As the changing fitful flame
Mounts higher, ever higher.
Alas | they’re only fancies—
T'm living in & dream—
But I watch the falling embers
Through the bitter tears that stream.

I am alone with my castles ;
The dusk and gloom have come,
The candles are not yet lighted,
The children’s voices are dumb—
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They are softly nestling
In the angels’ holy care—

‘Would I could sleep so peacefully,
So soothed by the evening prayer !

I am gazing in the embers,
I am tracing there my life ;
Here stood I eager, longing,
Impatient for the strife.
My heart was hot and restless,
There seemed so much to do ;
The Lord had need of workers,
To work for his kingdom true.

There, see, the coals have fallen !
They are only ashes gray;

So fell my heart’s bright fancies,
So died my dreams away.

A whisper came to me softly,
*Thy desire I have beheld ;

But sit thee down and wait for me,
Like Bartimeus of eld.”

"Twas not the word I longed for,
But I knew the Voice Divine,
8o I'm trusting, hoping every day—
I'm looking for a sign.
I long to hear the message
That the blind man thought so sweet,
¢ Behold the Master calleth thee,
Go, worship at his feet.”

See, the ashes glow again,
They’ve caught the hidden light,

So God’s dear grace was with me,
Striving with all its might

To teach me, though my castles
Crumbled in dust away,

There was work to do in patient love,
If only to wait and pray.

H.D.T.
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THE MONK'’S PROPHECY.
A TALE,
BY ATTIE O’BRIEN.

CHAPTER IV.

AN EXPECTED VISITOR.

Taere are some yielding natures who fit readily into the niche in
which God places them, and who with patient endurance make the
best of their lives, like flowers that may be torn up by the roots, yet,
if planted again, will put forth fresh tendrils and emit a later fragrance.
Mrs. Ormsby was one of those women who live as much in the lives of
other people asin their own. While her husband was alive, she thought
only of him, Now she had no desire apart from her child; individual
happiness was her last consideration. Being thus unselfishly consti-
tuted, she was a pleasant and sympathetic friend, and the Hut and its
occupants were found to be a great addition to the social circle about
Castleishen. She exercised a beneficial influence over those with whom
she came in contact, and instead of repining at her altered fortunes,
she gave herself as a living instance of God’s fatherly care of his crea~
tures.
One lovely April morning she was sitting on the garden seat out-
side the door, with Eustace M‘Mahon and Baby S8ydney. The Hut had
a great attraction for the boy, and his sudden flittings caused his
mother occasional anxiety. Winifred and Carrie appeared at the
gate.
 Eustace, you are very naughty,” said the latter. ¢ Why do you
not tell when when you are coming here, and not have us sent look-
ing for you?"”

I forgot,” answered Eustace; “and I promised Helen to weed
the beds.”

‘They will be nice empty beds when you are done with them,”
said Carrie; *‘you don’t know a weed from a flower.”

““He is getting on very well,” answered Mrs. Ormsby, “and is
learning to be cautious in his acts. I intended to have gone up when
Nellie could take baby. I have had news to-day. My old friend,
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Arthur Wyndill, of whom you heard me speak, has come home on
leave, and, if possible, he will run down from Cork to see me.”

« It would be a relief to see a new face,” said Carrie ;—*¢ is it worth
seeing, though P’

*“ He is very good-looking, and better still, is very good,” replied
Mrs. Ormsby ; *“he and poor Herbert were fast friends.”

“Is he married P’

“No; he has everything but a wife. He is that kind of man that
is not easily pleased.”

¢ Oh, an old bachelor, I suppose, on the look-out for perfection.”

“ He is only thirty-six,” answered Mrs. Ormsby. ¢ They accused
him abroad of being & woman-hater, he seemed so invulnerable.”

¢ His coming down here does not look like it,”” said Carrie; *you
must have made an impression on him, at all events.”

A faint colour stole into the widow’s cheek. ‘¢ Herbert and I looked
upon him as a dear friend,” she replied.

“T wish 7 had some dear friends of the same sex and circum-
stances,” continued Carrie; * my spirits are rising at the idea of any-
one coming into this dreary old place, There is no pleasure even in
getting a new drees, there is no one to see it. One might go about in
the toilet of an ancient Briton.”

“You look very nice in your linen suit, Carrie.”

“ Obh, yes; girls look well enough while they are young, but youth
does not last, unfortunately. Just fancy I will soon be out of my
teens.”

T don’t like to hear girls counting their ages,” said Mrs. Ormsby,
¢ as you say youth does not last long, but the mature years that follow
it are of equal importance.”

¢ If I don't have some value out of the world, I shall hate it when
T am old,” answered Carrie, ‘that is one thing positive. I am tired
of my life as it is, moping about without the least amusement. I wish
Mr. Wyndill asked me to elope, Helen, it would be a little break in
the monotony.” '

“ Would not a less romantic mode of proceeding suit you?” said
Mrs. Ormsby, smiling.  You must not get dispirited, Carrie, dear;
someone will disturb your stillness yet and give you a brighter life.
Look at Winifred ; how content she is.”

¢ Oh, Winifred and you can take godly views, but I can’t,”” an-
swered Carrie; ‘ and besides, she had more value out of her time than
I had. The officers were here, and she went to several balls, ’Tis
well for you and her, nothing frets you.”

‘“ Here, take your babbler, Helen,” exclaimed Winifred, coming
up with the baby, laughing in her arms. ‘ We must return at once,
to assure mother Eustace has escaped the river once more. We will

expect you later on.”
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¢ And if you do not come to-day, be sure to come in the morning
to tell us if Mr. Wyndill be coming, so that papa may ask him
to dinner,” said Carrie. *“I hope he won’t think us dreadfully
stupid.”

P:‘ You may be certain he will enjoy himself,” answered Mrs.
Ormsby; *he will be delighted with the scenery.”

“The scenery I should like is something different,” said Carrie
laughing: ‘‘a square, a band, well-dressed people promenading, and
myself the most conspicuous among them ; it would be livelier than
trees and rivers, I fancy. I’'m sure people are pretending half the
time when they get into ecstacies over nature. Nature and mud seem
to me synonymous terms. Good-bye, Helen; I hope you will soon
have further news of Mr. Wyndill.”

Further news of him arrived in a day or two; but his letter was to
eay that he must postpone the pleasure of seeing his old friend ; he
was unavoidably detained in Cork. Carrie asserted it was just what
she expected, nothing ever pleasant occurred at Castleishen, and it was
so absurd of people to say they were coming and going to places when
in all probability they had no real idea of it. However, the following
week brought an invitation for the two girls from a relative in a neigh-
bouring county, and Carrie forgot Mr. Wyndill's sin of omission in
the pleasure of preparing for her visit. Winifred decided on re-
maining at home.

Very tranquilly the summer came; strange, new beauty crept out of
the brown earth, giving colour and perfume to the Hut; Baby Sydney
toddled among the flowers, pulling forget-me-nots as blue as her own
eyes, and the bright waters of Poulanass dashed over the ivy-covered
fall, making ceaseless music for the inmates of the cottage. Mr.
M‘Mahon often sat watching it from the end window while he talked
to Father Moran on county and parish matters; Mrs. M‘Mahon sat
near him, placidly knitting a square of an interminable quilt; Mrs.
Ormsby and Winifred looked after the tea, while Eustace and Sydney,
under Nellie’s surveillance in the kitchen, sent peals of happy
laughter through the house.

Helen Lindsay had been Winifred’s ideal of womanly beauty
when she came in her fresh girlhood to Castleishen ; she gave her
that half-passionate, half-reverential affection which is often felt by
young people for those much their senior ; now that both were women,
the seven or eight years’ difference in their ages made little difference
in their feelings, and they were true and earnest friends.



The Monk's Prophecy. 87

CHAPTER V.
A CHANGE FOR CARRIE.

Carrie M‘Mahon returned home in September, and could talk of
nothing but her gay doings, and the admiration she received while
she was away. The amusement she had had only increased her desire
for it, and she became more discontented than ever. She remained
all day curled up on the sofa, reading novels and ventilating her
opinions to Winnie. 'What was the use of going out? There was no
one to see. She had no fancy for going into dirty cabins like Winnie.
She liked flowers well enough when they were made in bouquets; but
she had no idea of spoiling her hands rooting among them. She hated
needlework ; and indeed the housekeeping was not on such a grand
scale that her help was necessary to its success. 8o, really, there was
nothing to be done.

«“] wish to goodness mamma would let us go to Dublin for a few
months, Winnie,” she said one evening, flinging away her book. It
would not cost so much. What a miserable thing it is to be always
counting cost! If you saw the style the Singletons live in!—and I'm
sure papa has more property.”

¢ But it is encumbered, Carrie ; that makes a great difference.”

“ Parents ought not to be encumbering their properties,” said
Carrie. “ They had everything while they were able to enjoy it, and
we have nothing, moping in this horrible hole. I'd rather be earning
my bread.”

*"Tis unkind of you to speak so, Carrie; and you are no more fit
to earn your bread than a baby. Can’t you occupy yourself or interest
yourself in something, and you won’t feel it so dull.”

* What on earth have Itodo ? If I put new trimming on my hat,
who is to see it ? ’Tis easy enough for you to talk. You had a couple
of years’ amusement. I'm sure I wonder you did not get married, and
you so handsome; but little good our beauty is to us now. Buried
alive here, what good is life to us ?”

«Tis ginful of you, Carrie, to talk g0 wildly. If mother heard you,
it would fret her; she is more sorry than you, not to be able to
give us more advantages.”

¢« 'Well, she doesn’t hear me; and I don’t know what good her
sorrow does. See all they allow George, and they don’t allow us
anything—keeping us here till we are as old as the hills, and he, such
an idiot, to go marry without a penny. I wonder what would become
of us if papa died ?” :

“ God would provide,” said Winnie,

Vou. x.. No. 104. 8



88 The Monk’s Prophecy.

¢ Oh, how religious you are! I'd like to be provided for, I must
say ; but I suppose we'll have to stay on here till we are 8o old no one
will have us. What a sweet old maid I'll make!”

“I don’t know that you will even be an agreeable married woman,”
said Winnie, ‘if you haven’t everything you like, and that’s hardly
possible.”

‘I should be better off than I am, at all events. The only
thing I like here is going to bed. In the morning I think what is
the use of getting up? ’Tis always from the same to the same. A
visit from Father Moran or Helen Ormsby ; the most exciting subject
of conversation being what Eustace said, or what Sydney attempted

.to say.”

“Sydney is growing a great little darling,” said Winnie. *‘She
amuses me, anyway.”

“Qh, you like children, but I don't; they claw one’s ribbons
and disturb one generally. Distance enhances their youthful

charms.”
Carrie was one of those unpleasantly constructed young ladies who

require excitement or admiration to develop their agreeable qualities ;
who are bright and attractive in society, but at home are idle,
lazy, and selfish, with an indisposition to do anything for anyone :
80 eager for their own career, so wrapped up in speculations for their
own future, that the present is objectless and home without an interest.
A girl of this kind may be mentally defective, or she may have a fair
share of intelligence, but she has usually a very strong will. Sheis
too self-centred to be sensitive, so she generally succeeds in gaining
her point. She relishes the things of the world, and has, indeed, a
very fairly developed animal nature. Her principal taste is for display;
she does not care for the trouble of cultivating flowers, but she likes
to have them, because it is the fAsng to have them ; she delights in fine
clothes but takes no care of them, and is more inclined to buy grand
farniture than to keep it in order; to be noticed, admired, applauded
is her one ambition, and it is much pleasanter to meet her in a ball-
room than by the fireside. She is an excellent specimen of a fine lady,
but not of a lovable woman.

However, fortune favoured Carrie. A lady, whose acquaintance
she made during her summer visit, asked her and Miss Singleton to
Dublin for a few months ; she was only too happy to accept the invita-
tion. Her fair face captivated a young barrister, who proposed for
her and was accepted. 'When she returned to Castleishen, he followed
her, and as he was fairly off and rising in his profession, there could
be no objection to the marriage.

No one but Father Moran and Mrs. Ormsby knew the sacrifice
Winifred made when she found that more money was necessary than
her father had arranged to give Carrie. ‘‘ Give her some of what you
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intend for me, father,” she said, ¢ let there be no unpleasantness about
the money ; I might never want it, and, if I do, God will provide.”

The father and the priest demurred, but, at last, the business was
so arranged. The money was raised, and, to her extreme satisfaction,
Carrie left Castleishen the wife of Mr. Hassett, and became a fashion-
able city lady.

And so time passed on with unnoticed flow, making but little
external or internal changes in aught but Baby Sydney, who was
grown a lovely laughing prattler of three years old, when, one morning,
Mrs. Ormsby had a letter from Mr. Wyndill, saying he was coming
bhome on sick leave, and this time would surely pay her the intended
visit. He had never discontinued writing to her, and her friends
used laughingly to quiz her about her foreign admirer. In the early
summer he arrived in England, and wrote to her to engage rooms for
him at Lisduff. She did so, and in a short time he arrived, & slight,
bandsome man, quite youthful-looking, and & thorough gentleman.
It seemed as if the old life came back with him, they had so many
things and people to speak about, and the few days he remained
seemed quite fresh and pleasant. He became a great favourite with
the priest and Mr. M‘Mahon, and was himself so delighted with the
beautiful scenery and his cordial reception, that he announced his
intention to come again and make a longer stay. Before he left, he
engaged the rooms at the little hotel, and, in the end of May, proved
he was no waverer in his plans, by arriving with an amount of luggage
that indicated a visit of some duration.

He hired a small yacht, and excursions on the river were of daily
occurrence. Even Mr. and Mrs. M‘Mahon, who rarely left home, were
induced, several times, to join the little party, but Mrs. Ormsby,
Winifred, the two children, and Father Moran, when he had time,
were never weary of the bright waters, sometimes remaining out until
the moon changed the little bay into a sheet of quivering silver. Then
the evenings were spent at Castleishen, or the Hut, chatting, playing
cards, or listening to Winifred’s sweet old songs. Report soon joined
the names of Mrs. Ormsby and Mr. Wyndill, to the extreme indignation
of Nellie, who scoffed at the idea of her mistress having any unworthy
notion savouring of matrimony.

““Helen,” said Winifred, entering the Hut one morning, ¢ Mx:
Wyndill has just been up to ask us to lunch at Innistubber. Will
you come?”’

“I shall be delighted; it is a lovely day. Will Father Moran
come ?”

“I'm sure he will,if he can. The yacht will be ready at
oneo’clock.”

¢ 8it down, then, dear; I shan’t be a moment finishing off this bit
of work, and then I'll get Sydney ready”
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‘““Helen,” said Winifred, after a pause, ‘‘ what am I to do if
Mr. Wyndill take you away from me?

““There is no fear of that,” replied the widow, smiling.

‘¢ Surely you would not refuse him ?”

¢ No, dear Winnie, for an excellent reason—he won’t ask me.”

“T don’t know that. It seems likely. It would be a great thing
for Sydney,” said Winifred.

¢« She will have to do without a stepfather, Winnie; Mr. Wyndill
won't ask me to marry him. He will not go in for second-hand love,
believe me.”

The sudden music of a child’s laugh broke in on the conversation,
and Mr. Wyndill appeared at the window, with Sydney on his shoulder.
He had found her outside with Eustace, and had swung her up. He
came to tell them the yacht was ready; that he had persuaded Mr.
and Mrs. M‘Mahon to come, and they were all waiting on the shore.

Mrs. Ormsby put on her hat, and in & few moments they set out,
Mr. Wyndill carrying Sydney. The old pair were made as comfortable
as possible with cushions and rugs, and they were soon under weigh,
the light vessel gliding through the calm waters, making musical
little wavelets, when the soft breeze filled the white sails.

Father Moran walked up and down the deck, enunciating his
opinions on all subjects, from the catching of a seal to the conduct of
a prime minister ; Mr. Wyndill sat smoking beside Mr. M‘Mahon ; the
ladies sat apart, Mrs. M‘Mahon and Mrs. Ormsby in deep consulta-
tion over a piece of dress for Eustace or Sydney, while Winifred leant
over the vessel's side, gazing into the water, with many thoughts
passing dreamily through her mind.

“Your thoughts must be pleasant company, Winifred,” said
Father Moran. * What are you smiling at?”

¢ Would not anyone smile, such a lovelyday?"’ answered Winifred.

“That's true, my dear; and we won’t carry the troubles of earth
out on the water with us. The master there forgets how hard it is to
get the rents ; the mothers over the way all the boots and shoes the
children wear out; our captain does not remember there’s a black on
earth; and as for myself, I'm only a light-hearted young curate,
without any parish responsibilities.”

“Your troubles were never heavy enough to depress you, Father
Moran,” said Mr. Wyndill.

“I wouldn’t let them, my dear sir. ’Tis a mean spirit that gets
down-hearted; and I had troubles enough, I can tell you; when I
hadn’t them of my own I had those of other people. If I hadn’t a
wife to regulate, I had the regulating of many a man’s wife.”

“ A very difficult office,” said Mr. Wyndill, smiling.

“You don’t know the half of it, my dear sir. They would annoy you.
A woman marries a drunken blackguard with her eyes open ; then she
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runs complaining to the priest when he beats her, as she richly
deserves for taking him. And a man takes the woman pretty much as
if she were an animal. Size and money are about the only things of
which he has an idea ; and, oh, dear, then they are so much to be pitied
because they can’t pull together.”

*‘The principal parties generally have little to do with making
their own matches, and ’tis wonderful how well they get on,” said
Mrs. M‘Mahon.

“Yes,” said the priest; *as a rule they get on fairly; they are so
hard-worked they have no time for any sentimental stuff. There is
nothing like work for keeping people out of mischief. But some
persons have no business to marry at all ; they are no more able or
willing to discharge the duties of a husband, or wife, or parent than
a brute beast. As long as they feed them, they think 'tis all right.
The spirit is forgotten. They won’t even give them good example.
Parents will have a nice account to settle on the last day. ’'Tis not
the body of the child the Lord will ask them for at all, but the soul.”

“You are enough to alarm the unwedded,” said the colonel.

¢ I should make a man act well, and not frighten him from acting,’’
said the priest. ‘’Tis a weak nature that shrinks from a position
because it entails responsibilities. Duties are little cords that link us
to God. You must get a higher motive, my friend, for remaining a
bachelor.”

¢ When the right person accepts me, I won't want a motive any
longer,” replied Mr. Wyndill, laughing. ¢ I'll go in for the duties.”

Innistubber rose green and bare from the water as they approached
it. On one side the ruins of a Cistercian monastery stood like a
solemn sentinel of the past, keeping mournful guard, when the army
of which it was a part had passed away, with its stirring music, its
streaming banners, and its bright, beautiful fulness of life, and it
alone was left, a mute witness of vanished days. The tombs around
were grumbling like the bones they covered ; the old walls were fes-
tooned with ivy ; scale ferns and rock plants flourished in abundance,
the jackdaw reared her noisy brood in & niche in the tower, and a
sparrow-hawk took up her abode in the belfry, where once upon a
time the musical clangour of bells broke the holy silence and floated
forth tpon the pulsing waters. Goats browsed on the ivy in the
chancel, and bleated to their kids, where the voice of the chanting
monk had sung of God in the solitude; and the low beams of the
morning sun illumined the spot where the high altar had stood,
whereon the Great Sacrifice had been raised, and the Son of God was
offered to his Eternal Father. ¢ But the former things have passed
away.”

It was high noon when the yacht was anchored and the party
landed ; a substantial hamper was taken out by the colonel’s servant
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and one of the boatmen, and, after choosing a proper site, they all sat
down and made a very hearty use of the edibles. After luncheon they
stood up to examine the ruins. Eustace had called imperatively for
. Winifred, and she stood now upon a fallen column, her fine figue
drawn to its full height, while she held up her brother to peer into a
bird’s nest. Colonel Wyndill joined her, and they walked about the
abbey, making out the inscriptions, and speculating about the poesible
lives of those who had lived, loved, rejoiced, and suffered, and who
had passed away, leaving no visible mark on that world they had once
clung to so passionately. No material mark ; but had they left no
immaterial one? Did they transmit no virtuous inclination, no
vicious propensity, no unseen impulse for good or evil to their poste-
rity >—seed which would blossom and bear fruit for the eternal
Gleaner. )

When they joined the rest of the party, it was time to depart.
Happiness has usually a stilling effect on deep natures, and they were
rather silent in the boat, watching the sinking sun throwing its mystic
hues over wave and shore. Sydney elept in her mother’s arms, a
mass of golden hair gleaming against the widow’s black dress.
Eustace leant against Winifred; once she lifted her head from speaking
to him, and found a pair of dark eyes fixed on her with that
strange, absorbed expression that has a mesmeric influence in catching
the attention. The girl felt suddenly startled into consciousness, and
bent over the boy. Mr. Wyndill talked to Mrs. Ormsby of things and
people foreign to her, so she did not join in the conversation.

When they reached the little quay at Lisduff, Father Moran wanted
them to finish the evening at his house, but the elders protested
against any further dissipation. Father Moran saw Mrs. Ormsby
home, and the colonel walked up the avenue with the M‘Mahons.
He lingered slightly till the elders were gone on, arm-in-arm, and
then he and Winifred followed. They were silent, though the girl
made several efforts to talk as usual. The moonbeams were streaming
through the. interlacing trees, making a wavering pathway of light
and shade, and the great arms of the oak and beech clashed softly
together, making musio for the night.

“T hope you enjoyed the day ?” he said, when they were near the
door. '

“ Indeed I did, thoroughly. Did you?”

“Tt is well,” he answered, in a low voice, ‘“if I be not enjoying
myself too much.”

He declined entering; he knew Mr. M‘Mahon was somewhat tired.
He wished them good-night, and departed.

Winifred, being a very handsome girl, was quite accustomed to
words and glances expressive of masculine admiration—so accustomed
indeed, that they made not the least impression on her—so it was rather
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curious that Mr. Wyndill's eyes and short sentence should have
made her forget to say even ‘‘good-night.” She stopped for a few
moments at the door after her father and mother entered, looking after
him, as he walked down the avenue, till he disappeared under the
trees. ‘‘ Good heavens,” she said to herself at last, ¢ what a vain
fool T am!” She turned in, and busied herself getting tea.

“ Winnie, my girl, the boating agrees with you,” said her father.
“T never saw you with such rosy cheeks.”

The next evening the moonlight was brightning the rushing waters
of Poulanass, when a knock came to the door of the Hut, and Nellie
admitted Mr. Wyndill. He apologised for the late hour he chose
to pay a visit, but he had strolled on unconsciously, smoking & cigar,
until he found himself at the gate, and he then thought he might as
well come in for an hour’s chat. After some desultory talk he spoke
of the time he should go abroad again, and his regret when he
should leave. It is like being among friends,” he said; “I can
never forget all your kindness. I am such a lone bird I can value it
properly.”

‘¢ And 8o you are among friends,” said the widow, ‘ as true ones as
if you knew them all your life. I can answer for the M‘Mahons and
Father Moran; and it is not because you a prosperous man, in a
worldly way. Those things weigh nothing to natures like theirs.”

‘¢ They are rare people,” he said, thoughtfully ; ‘‘according to what
a man has, not what he is, he is usually valued. A curious thing, is it
not that Miss M‘Mahon is not married, so pretty as she is.”

** What's curious in it ?” said Mrs. Ormsby, smiling; ‘I suppose,
like all men, you think a single woman, particularly if she be hand-
some, a departure from the natural order of things. I never heard a
man wondering why an ugly one wasn’t married ;—is it not: a tacit ad-

mission that men marry for beauty ?”

“ They are attracted by it, no doubt; but no man but a fool weds a
girl that has a pretty face as her only recommendation.”

‘“ Another thing that amuses me in men’s view of women,” said
Mre. Ormsby, ‘“is that her single state is never supposed to be the
result of choice. She would marry if she were asked is usually the
eonclusion.”

““ Well, isn’t it generally the way ? I should think few women
cnoose old maidenism ;—of course I am excepting her who becomes a
religious. I am speaking of those in the world.”

*“Yes; of course. They may not choose it directly, but they choose
it rather than marry a man for whom they do not care. They may not
meet the right man, or circumstances may prevent their marriage with
him. Some women will marry anyone rather than live their lives
alone, but others prefer solitude to uncongenial company; and, really
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it often provokes me to hear women spoken of as if no one ever asked
them.”

*“Oh, well,” said the gentleman, laughing, ‘it isonly an awkward
way we have of expressing ourselves. Certainly I did not mean to
imply that Miss M‘Mahon was not asked. I only wonder how a man
is to resist asking her.”

‘‘ Bhe has had several proposals,” said the widow, ‘‘and very good
ones.”

“ Any engagement or attachment?’ he asked.

“No; she is neither engaged norattached ; she is free to be won.”
8he paused, and then added : * When she was very young, a gentl?-
ms&n proposed for her, whom she liked well enough to accept, but it
seems as if he wanted more money than he found she had, so it never
came to anything. She said nothing about it to her family; she only
spoke of it to me.”

By Jove, he was a mean beggar; to think of such a girl as her
being slighted, as it were, for money ;—but it often happens. Money
is the last thing I would think of.”

“ Ah, but you are very well off, and that makes a great
difference. However, a man ought to be sure of means and money
and his own mind before he makes a proposal. She felt, as I suppose
all young girls feel, that it was very humiliating to be put in the scals,
but she has quite got over any mortification she may have suffered.
You know,” she continued, with a smile, *officers are very dangero
in country quarters to girls just come home from school.” .

““And a girl of her simple, frank nature, incapable of deceit herself,
is easily enough deceived by another. I may as well confess, Mrs.
Ormsby, that I admire her very much.”

“ Your instincts for what is true and noble are not leading you
astray,” she replied, warmly; ‘ Winnie M‘Mahon is deserving of
the best love of a good man. If you knew her as well as I do, you
would find loving her an easy lesson ; one you could not help learning.”

“] am sure of it,” he said; I have watched her; and I am no
mean judge of character now. I have knocked about a good deal among
men and women : in fact, I don’t think it would be safe for me to re-
main on here much longer if there were no chance of my winning her
to be my wife. The thing is will she care for me ?”

“If she do not, she won’t marry you ; that's one thing certain,” she
replied.

“I thank God for that,” he said; *‘I couldn’t bear a girl th.at
would marry me for any other motive than affection. I have said
nothing to her yet; I was afraid there might be some entanglement.
I am 8o glad I spoke to you, you were always a friend tome ; of course,
I need not tell you to say nothing about this conversation.”

¢ Oh, not a word,” she replied; ¢ it would give me the greatest
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happiness to see you and Winnie married. I would select you for each
other out of the wide world.”

“Well,” he said, gaily, *‘it won’t be for want of wooing I won’t
win her;—I'll begin to-morrow.”

The wooing was a successful one. Winifred’s only regret was, that
another man had ever touched her heart, or rather touched her fancy.
But Mrs. Ormsby quite relieved her, by telling the- conversation that
took place between her and Mr. Wyndill, and made it easy for her to
speak of the subject herself. Her lover only laughed at her,and said:—

“ Why, Winnie, darling, I was in love several times when I was a
boy, like Romeo before he met Juliet; but was our feeling for anyone
in the world like our feeling for each other?” And Winifred’s
ecruples and misgivings vanished for ever.

All the girl’s friends were very much pleased at her happy prospects.
They did not think so much of the man’s worldly advantages as that
he was one who realised that he was an accountable being, and had a
soul to save, and who would love and cherish her tenderly. In Mrs.
Hassett’s triumph was mingled some surprise, and a shade of envy.
There was Winifred, at six-and-twenty, buried alive in the country,
making a far more brilliant and wealthy marriage than shs had done
in her first bloom. It is a wise thing to wait sometimes; and likely it
was being thrown together so much in the lonely place, that brought
him to the point. It is hard to know what is best to be done ; after
all, a professional life was a very uncertain one, and a lady must live
up to her means and be stylish, or she is thought nothing of. 'Winnie
was a lucky girl, and, really, she did not deserve it, for she took no
trouble about anything'; but it is generally those who strive most that
get least. Such a distingunished-looking man, t00; one would know
at onco Arthur Wyndill was an aristoorat. It was very fortunate Mrs.
Ormsby did not catch him. Widows are so knowing.

Mrs. Hassett gazed discontentedly into her glass, and looked at a
face where, already, the cares begotten of vanity, envy, and folly, had
traced faint lines. If she gave as much time and thought to the eradica-
tion of one of those faults as she gave to the cultivation of a desirable
acquaintance, or the making of a new dress, no doubt her efforts would
be crowned with success. But Mrs. Hassett was a woman of the world,
not inclined to introspection, and her sole ambition was to shine in
society. She took intense interest in Winifred’s trousseaun, and spoke
largely of Arthur Wyndill, her intended brother-in-law. She and Mr.
Haseett went to Castleishen for the wedding; and, one morning, the
ceremony was quietly performed, by Father Moran, in the little church
of Lisduff; and then away went the bridal pair, leaving a blank
behind that was never to be filled up. Mrs. Hassett returned to
Dublin, and talked of Mrs. Wyndill much more frequently than she
had talked of Winifred.
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THREE PANSIES.
BY F. PENTRILL.

L A WarninNa.

BE not thy wit a razor keen;

For, though it have the razor's sheen,
It aust nor cut, nor bruise, nor sting.
As butterflies upon the wing
The flowers touch—then fly away—
So be thy wit, as light as they.
They rest on rose, they rest on thorn,
And, while they stay, they both adorn.
Be thou thus kind to friend and foe,
And laugh with Joy, but ne’er at Woe.

II. FrrexpsaIP.

Love, greedy boy, wants all our smiles,
‘When we are young ;

And, if our hearts yield to his wiles,
Away they're flung.

But Friendship calm and patient stands,
True to the last,

And stretches forth her healing hands
‘When love is past.

Changeless as stars, whose light is hid
By the sun’s glow,

Till night and darkness come to bid
Their brightness show.

III. SunsgTs.

In southern climes the sun departs
‘With careless splendour from the day,
Like some court gallant who breaks hearts,
And then, all heedless, turns away.

But in our dear grey northern land
He lingers long o’er his farewell ;
As parting friends that, hand in hand,

On each last word still fondly dwell.

E’en when he goes, he leaves behind
The twilight traces of his feet,

The weeping day thus to remind
That on the morrow they will meet.
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JOTTINGS IN LANCASHIRE.
BY ROSA MULHOLLAND.
1L

Frox the cotton plant, with its pretty yellow flower, which does not
disgrace a greenhouse, may be said to have sprung a very great share
of the wealth of England. The cotton itself, a vegetable wool which
adheres to the seeds of certain plants, shrubs, and trees, having been
picked free of the seeds, is sent packed in great bales from India and
America, and lodged in the warehouses of Liverpool ; and from these
huge stores it is sent on to Manchester and the other manufacturing
towns. The immense waggons that traverse the streets of Manchester,
drawn by monstrous horses, are generally laden with cotton in raw or
manufactured state ; and one cannot walk the thoroughfares of Liver-
pool without meeting persons running in and out of merchants’ offices,
carrying bags containing samples of cotton, from which the fluffy
white substance protrudes. Before Stephenson successfully carried
his railway over the profitless and apparently impassable Chatmoss,
there were agents in Liverpool whose businees it was to buy the
ootton, when it arrived, for the Manchester manufacturers. After
that important event, however, even this matter of buying and selling
became simplified, and the manufacturers have long been familiar
with the Liverpool streets.

The history of the great trading seaport of England is as curious
as any other part of the annals of Lancashire. Strangers who walk
its busy thoroughfares, and gaze at its ponderous buildings, perbaps
can hardly realise how very modern is its growth, and how recent the
rise of its prosperity. In 1565, Liverpool contained only 138 house-
holders; in 1644, it was surrounded by a mud wall and ditch,
boasted a castle, and was able to resist Prince Rupert, on the side of
parliament. The year 1700 found the population 4,240, and in the
same year the marriages it saw were 34, christenings 181, burials 125,

In 1730, the number of inhabitants had increased to 12,000, and
the first important vessel sailed out of the harbour for piratical traffio
in slaves. One dock was already made, and an Act had been applied
for to make a second. Blave-ships and inhabitants rapidly increased
during the century, internal canal navigation began to benefit the
town, and a theatre was built. In 1840, the number of vessels in the
Liverpool docks was 15,998, and since then the traffic of all kinds has
increased with incredible speed. A writer in the year 1842, says :—

‘“ The docks of Liverpool are a sight of never-ending novelty, and
the busy scenes they continually present afford excellent studies of
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individual character from all countries (for what flag is not found
there ?), and of the capabilities and fruits of human industry. Here
is the vessel deeply laden, just passing out of the dock-gates for a
voyage to the Antipodes; there is another destined, perhaps, to the
Indies, and afterwards to the Pole. Now the weather-beaten rigging
and patched sails of a ship preparing to enter speak of tempests
encountered beyond the equator, or amid the icebergs and snowy coves
of Greenland.”

In the present day the Liverpool docks cover forty miles of ground,
and the incoming and outgoing of the wondrous multitude of great
steamers to and from all parts of the world are an ever-growing
wonder to the looker-on. It has been said that Liverpool, rather than
London, is the place to see and judge of England’s wealth, for all the
riches of the earth are poured by turns into her ponderous store-
houses. And to the honour of the great port be it said that she
opened the way to her own greatness by honesty and integrity, by pro-
viding, in the beginning, safe harbour for the goods which traders
entrusted to her, ensuring them from depredation, and thus encourag-
ing their owners to continue to confide the most valuable merchandize
to her care. Liverpool is simply a mighty harbour, the mouth
through which England receives the food wkich sustains its strength,
its merchants chiefly dealing with goods in the condition in which they
come into the country, and its manufactures not being important,
oconsisting principally of soap-boiling, sugar-refining, shipbuilding,
manufacture of steam-engines, anchors, chains, and cables. At the
entrance of the Mersey, on one of the great days for arrivals and
departures of steamers, the sea presents a curious sight—vast steamers,
with many funnels, pant after one another, looking like a Leviathan
fleet, and the wide expanse of the heavens grows dark with their
smoke. As evening comes on a magnificent sunset paints the west
with crimson and gold, piling towering clouds of every gorgeous hue,
heap over heap, high up in the lofty and far-spreading firmament.
The gigantio vessels wrap themselves in their dusky shrouds, and stalk
in a majestic gloom of their own through the heavenly fires of the
atmosphere ; and later still the lights spring up in the port of Rock
Point, on the Cheshire shore, and glow in the twilight, outshone
by the red eyes of the still passing steamers, which glare through their
emoke as they pant away on into the night.

This port of Rock Point, which stands like a guardian of much
life and treasure at the mouth of the river, rises ‘twenty-four feet
above the water, is 200 yards in extent, mounts six thirty-two-pound
guns, and has barracks within it for 100 men. It stands forth with the
lights and heights of New Brighton behind it, and near it a great
Lighthouse, with{powerful revolving light, gives itastill more necessary
protection to the coast. There is a certain picturesque grandeur about
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this watery spot, this opening of the great river into the sea—a
splendour of lights and clouds, and flying, shifting colours. It is said
that Turner used to come here to study effects of cloud and atmos-
phere; and in truth, standing on the wide, wet sands, after the sun
has set, when the sky is all one lurid flame fringed with darkness, and
the sea all one field of gold, seeing the glow-worm lights struggling
through a mirk haze on the opposite height and flats, and beholding
some monstrous steamer from far away trailing its black length
through the glory, and glaring with red eyes out of the black and
filmy veils in which it wraps itself as it goes, one is forcibly reminded
of Turner’s most magnificent masterpieces.

Just as one is surprised to find picturesque effects in the midst of
the most commonplace scenery, so is there a certain charm about
unearthing a ghostly tale close to the busy, bustling haunts of a latter-
day manufacturing capital ; and Lancashire, with all its cotton-
spinning and other matter-of-fact occupations, finds time for cherishing
some as startling legends and weird superstitions as could be found in
the most romantic and unapproachable regions. At Wardley Hall,
for instance (near Manchester), one of the ancient dwellings we have
alluded to, we are seriously assured there is, and has been since the
time of Charles I1., a terrible skull which will not allow itself to be
buried. The skull is preserved, and treated with a sort of fearful
respect by the family reeiding in the house, who reluctantly submit to
the tyranny of its presence.

Standing in a small woody glade, Wardley Hall was originally
almost surrounded by a moat, and is a black and white, half-timbered
building of quadrangular form, constructed of ornamental wood and
plaster, and entered by a covered archway opening into a courtyard in
the centre. It was erected in the reign of Edward IV., and in later
timee it had for master, Roger Downes, a man who is described as
* one of the most abandoned courtiers of Charles IL.” The story runs
that on one occasion this graceless person rushed forth from among his
roistering companions, swearing he would kill the first man he met,
and that meeting a poor tailor coming out from his work he stabbed
him to the heart on the spot. Soon afterwards he was killed himself
in a riot, by a watchman on London Bridge, and his head, having
been struck off by a billhook, was picked up and sent packed in a
box to his sister at Wardley Hall. Being buried, it refused to stay in
the ground, and returned to the Hall. Again and again it was
deposited deep in the earth, and occasionally sunk to the bottom of
rivers and ponds, but all to no purpose; the skull positively refused
to make itself at home anywhere except in & most prominent position
in its own house. The spot it chose for itself was a niche in the wall
above the staircase, which opens out of the great hall, and behind it
is a window which must always be left unglazed, or the skull becomes
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unruly, and disasters fall upon the inmates of the house. A door has
been made, covering the ghastly spectacle from everyday view, and
it is kept carefully locked up in its lonely and airy recess.

Wardley Hall originally belonged to the Lords of Wardley, but
was vacated by them on the eve of the Civil Wars, and became the
property of Roger Downes (father of the luckless being whose head
has been such a trouble to succeeding generations), and Penelope, his
wife, daughter of 8ir Cecil Trafford, Knight. It is told of this Sir
Cecil that he became a Catholic through trying to ‘“ convert’ Roger
Downes (the father) from the errors of Pupery. In 1830, the old
Hall was in a ruinous condition ; one part was ocoupied as a farm-
house, and the rest divided into nine cottages, but since then it has
been thoroughly renovated, and is inhabited (under Lord Ellesmere)
by a gentleman farmer and owner of collieries. The skull still holds
its place in the ghastly cupboard on the staircase, in the room which
is called the hall, a spacious apartment ornamented with the coat of
arms of the Downes family, with a fluted caken roof and ornamental
wainscot. The stairs which must be ascended to reach the awful door
have a noble look of antiquity aboat them, though a little spoiled by
modern decoration. Of the door itself two keys are kept—one is held
by the tenant of the Hall, and the other was in the possession of the
late aud first Countess of Ellesmere, who used sometimes to visit the
grim prisoner herself, unlocking the door and revealing the grinning
skull.

All this sounds very like a story made to tell, but we have ample testi-
mony to the facts of the actual presence of the skull at Wardley Hall,
and of the superstitions attached to it. Thomas Barritt, an antiquary,
of Manchester, visited the place towards the end of the eighteenth
century, and, with some friends, inspected the skull. They found it
bleached white with weather, from the four-square unglazed window
through which sun and rain beat in upon it, and were informed by the
residents in the house thatif the apertures were closed, or the skull
removed elsewhere, they should be so persecuted by its vengeance as
not to be able to remain under the roof. One of the visitors there-
upon took occasion to remove it secretly, and hid it in a dark corner
of the room before he returned home. On the night but one following,
a terrible storm arose about the house, wind and lightning tore down
trees and unthatched the outhousee—all mischief being of course
traced to the wrath of the skull, which, when found in its dark corner,
was instantly returned to its ancient abiding place.

Later still, in the year 1861, the editor of an interesting volume*
on Lancashire, Mr. John Harland, F.8.A., with Mr. T. Wilkinson,
F.R.S.A, visited the Hall, and found the ghastly tenant still in un-
disturbed possession of its windowed niche, though hidden from

¢ ‘‘Lancashire Legends, Traditions, Pageants, Sports, &c.”
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ordinary view by carefully locked doors. Mr. Harland tells us that he
held it in his hands and examined it; but, unlike a former audacious
visitor, he restored it to its chosen resting-place. Whether it is to be
seen at this moment we are unaware, but think it highly probable
that it still moulders in concealment upon its narrow throne. When
80 ghastly a superstition as this obtains in England, our lees imagina-
tive cousins across the channel need not cast up their hands and eyes
at, for instance, the misty draperies and piercing wcnls of our weird,
but grwefnl and sympathetic Banshee.

There is scarce a manufacturing town in Lanmhre that has not
some picturesque medieval legend hovering about it, with oolours
almost blotted out by modern smut and smoke. Warrington, for
instance, which is said to be the oldest town in the county, and was a
station of the ancient Romans, has many a fragment of poetic story
hanging about it, whose figures come and go in the smoky twilight of
the present day, like the knights and dames on a faded and wind-
stirred tapestry. Such a tale is that of the slaying of Sir Thomas
Butler, of Bewsey (corrupted from Beausey), and the rescue of his
infant son by the ingenuity and presence of mind of the brave and
heartbroken mother, aided by the coolness and pluck of a little page.
8Sir Thomas was the Lord of Warrington, and his castle was strongly
fortified, and surrounded by a wide moat. Lord Stanley, his enemy,
resolved to kill him, and bribed one of his chamberlains to put a light
in his master’s window, that the sword of the foe might know where
to find him in the dead of the winter’s night. Stanley, with a band
of brutal companions, crossed the moat in leather boots, climbed
to the window, and murdered the strong man in his bed. A ballad
tells how the mother, even in the surprise and horror of so hideous a
moment, was able to scheme to save her babe, for whom the murderers
were seeking. The sleeping heir was hurried into a wicker basket,
and the treacherous porter, who had let in the foes, allowed the fleet
messenger who had charge of the child to pass through the guarded
gates. (Sir Thomas is called Sir John in the ballad) : —

¢ Now, whither away thou little page,
Now whither away so fast ?”
¢ They have slain Sir John,” said the little page,
¢ And his head in the wicker cast.”

¢ And whither goest thou with that grisly head ?”
Oried the porter grim again;

*To Warrington Bridge they bid me run,
And set it up amain !”

* There may it hang,” cried that loathly koave,
‘¢ And grin till the teeth bedry;
While every day with jeer and taunt
Will I mook it till I die!”
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¢ The porter opened the wicket straight,
Ard the messenger went his way,
For little he guessed of the head that now
In that basket of wicker lay.”

‘While the child is thus being carried away to safety the mother is
perleying with the assassins, striving to prevent them approaching
the room where he is supposed to be asleep; and when his bed is
found empty she pretends to go mad at the discovery. In the end,
the disappointed villains kill the treacherous chamberlain for allowing
the infant to be carried away.

In the time of the Civil Wars Warrington was important, as there
was no bridge over the Mersey between it and Liverpool. It was
garrisoned for Charles I., and when the walls were stormed the
Royalists took up their post in the church, and there made a resolute
defence. From Warrington issued the first newspaper ever published
in Lancashire, and from that town was started the first stage-coach
ever run in the country. In the middle of the last century it was called
the Athens of the north of England, an academy being edtablished in
1757, which rapidly rose to celebrity under Dr. Aikin, Dr. Priestly,
Dr. Taylor (author of the ‘ Hebrew Concordance ), and others, and
the opening of which was celebrated by Mrs. Barbauld in one of her
best pieces. It is worth mentioning, for the lovers of old-style
dwellings, that there is a cottage in the neighbourhood of Warrington
containing a room, in a thorough state of preservation, which is the
most perfect specimen of English domestic architecture in the age of
the Tudors to be found in any of the northern counties.

In a picturesque spot of Lancashire we catch, strangely enough, a
glimpse of the warlike figure of an Irishman famous in history, the
great Hugh O'Neill, Earl of Tyrone, nephew of the mighty Shane
who so terribly worried Queen Elizabeth. On one occasion, it seems,
after a defeat by the English, the great Hugh retired into concealment,
and lived for some time a solitary life in the midst of charming
scenery, and while dwelling in this picturesque retirement, he had, if
we believe the old chroniclers, many a romantic adventure. In a
woody glen, in a bend of the road, to the north of Morland or Merland
is « Tyrone's Bed,” where he reposed in security, untracked, and un-
discovered by his foes. A tale is told of his having rescued from
drowning the lovely Constance, daughter of Holt of Grizelhurst, who
afterwards, in a moment of danger, hid him in her chamber, where
he was made prisoner by surprise. It is said that Constance pined
and died for his sake; but whether she ever existed, save in the
romancer’s imagination, it would be exceedingly difficult to say.

To another fine old Lancashire mansion a curious story is attached.
Ince Hall is built in the half-timbered style, and its six sharply-pointed
gables, and long ranges of mullioned windows, give it an imposing
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appearanoce from a distance. Coming nearer, one sees that the remains
of & moat are visible, proving that it once posseesed means of defence.
The history of its owners carries us back to the year 1322, when
¢ Richard de Ince held one sixteenth of a knight’s fee in Aspull;”
and the great grand-daughter of this knight married Sir Peter Gerrard,
ci Cryn (whose family is at present represented by Lord Gerrard of
Garswood), bringing to her husband the township of Ince. And
we may incidentally mention here that it was a member of this ancient
family, one Maurice FitzGerard, or FitzGerald, who, coming t6 Ireland
with Strongbow, in 1170, founded the historic race of the Irish Fitz-
Geralds, of whom our own Thomas Davis writes :—

« Theee Geraldines, theee Geraldines, 'tis full a thousand year;
BSince 'mid the Tuscan vineyards bright flashed their battle spears.”

In the reign of James I. the then old Ince Hall had fallen into the
hands of Roger Browne, and was by him splendidly restored and
transformed into a costly mansion, the noble remains of which is still to
beseen; and it is of a descendant of his, one Nicholas Browne, that the
story is told which is known by the startling name of ‘‘Ince Hall
and the Dead Hand.”

The dead hand was, and is, the hand of a Jesuit, Father Arrow-
smith, who was executed at Lancaster, on the 28th of August, 1628,
ou the charge of being a Romish priest. Other charges were, of
course, preferred against him, but all, save the most bigoted writers,
now agree that his only crime was fidelity to his Saviour. His friends
took measures to possess themselves of the martyr’s right hand after
his death, and it has been, and is still, preserved as a sacred relic by
the Catholics of Lancashire. It is said that miracles have frequently
been performed by its touch ; and our story shows how a villain took
advantage of the popular faith in its powers, to commit a sacrilege in
presence of the living and the dead.

At midnight, in a noble old tapestried chamber of Ince Hall,
Nicholas Browne lay dying. He had been seized with sudden illness
in the absence of his children, and by his side sat one Hilt, his lawyer,
holding a document which he declared to be his client’s unsigned will.
The dying man was unable to respond to the urgent entreaties made
to him and, incapable of any effort, expired without affixing his name
to the parchment. The lawyer was dismayed, and the bystanders,
thinking of the son and daughter who were to arrive in a few hours,
and fearing some injustice had been done to them, sympathised deeply
in his anxiety. A horseman was despatched to Bryn Hall, where the
Dead Hand was carefully guarded, and, upon the urgency of the case
being made known to its guardians, the relic, in its silken case, was
delivered to the messenger and conveyed with all despatch into the
clutches of the cunning Hilt.

Vour. x. No. 104. 9




104 Sottings in Lancashire.

Applying it to the hand of the dead man the lawyer declared that
the corpse opened its eyes, and, taking up the pen in its fingers, signed
the document. The awe-stricken and bewildered bystanders fancied
they had seen the dead man move, and when they saw the signature
affixed to the paper they were ready to believe that a miracle had been
wrought. What was their amazement, however, when, on the parch-
ment being opened, it was found to will everything, lands, and houses,
and gold, to the lawyer Hilt; the son and daughter of Nicholas
Browne being utterly ignored and forgotten!

The young people arrived home, and, after the first burst of their
grief was over, they learned, with amazement, of all that had taken
place. Then Kitty, the fair-haired daughter of Ince Hall, who had
been her father’s confidante, guthered her faithful servants round her,
and led the way to the dark old library, where, from an ancient brass-
handled carved bureau, which stood frowning in a corner, and of which
she held a key, she drew forth her father’s actual will, made some
time before his illness, bequeathing all his possessions, as was natural,
to his children; but the document was, alas! unsigned.

‘We must suppose that in those days the courts of equity were
highly unsatisfactory (as, indeed, they sometimes are still), for Hilt
was able to make good his claim. Finding this, the son of Nicholas
Browne challenged his enemy, and a duel took place within the grounds
of the Hall. Hilt was wounded, as it appeared, mortally, and the dis-
tracted youth, who fancied he had overflowed his cup of misfortune
by taking the blood of a fellow-creature upon his head, fled out of the
country and was never seen or heard of by his friends again. Whether
he became insane and put an end to his life, or whether an accident
finished his career; or whether, as may be suggested, Hilt, on his
recovery, had him pursued and destroyed, we are unable to determine.
His gentle sister was left alone in her adversity.

After some time had passed away a pale, but resolute, young face
appeared among the cottagers living around Ince Hall, and the sight
of their sweet golden-haired young mistress, with her black robes and
mournful eyes, touched her old dependents to the heart, and they
readily promised to do all they could to help her to fight a battle with
her enemy. What her plan was does not appear, but she seems to
have had great courage and spirit in coming to take up her residence
and wage her warfare at the very gates of the man who had proved
so deadly a foe. The sequel is sad enough ; for poor little Kitty went
out to the fields one summer evening and never came back to the
cottage home where she had sought shelter. After long search, the
country-folk gave her up as lost, and she was forgotten like her brother.

And now Hilt was left to enjoy his ill-gotten wealth without mortal
interference; and now, also, did his terrible punishment begin,
‘Wherever he went he never could feel himself alone, but was haunted
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by something that would not quit his sight. What it was he would
tell to nobody ; but he was seen to talk and gesticulate while walking
alone, as if remonstrating with some being, visible only to himself,
Groans and loud words were heard coming from his chamber, and
servants and friends grew afraid of him, and dropped away from the
Hall. At last he announced that he was going abroad to travel for
his health ; and no one was sorry at the news.

Before leaving the place, he pointed out a certain bed in the beau-
tiful old garden, commanding the gardener not to dig the earth of this
spot till his return, to let the flowers run wild in it rather than disturb
a single root As soon as he was gone the gardener, impelled by
curiosity, fell to digging up the bed with all his might, and soon dis-
covered a human skull to which was attached a lock of poor Kitty's
beautiful curling golden hair. It was thought that, having met the
girl, he had invited her into the garden on pretence of parleying with
her, had murdered her with a blow, and having hidden her among the
bushes for some hours had buried her among the flower-beds in the
dead of the summer night.

After many years Hilt returned to the Hall ; but on his way thither
he was met by an apparition which barred the way and frightened
the senses out of the servants, who refused to accompany him further,
swearing that they had * had enough of Miss Kitty.” Hilt made his
way alone to his mansion ; but no sooner had he arrived than the most
terrible disturbances began about the place. Everyone fled from the
spot, and, finally, Hilt himself rushed out of the door one dark night,
and arrived in Wigan a raving lunatic, where he died.

To this day the Hall is haunted by poor Kitty's ghost, which is
seen flitting into the library with a candle in hand, and bending
anxiously over the ancient bureau.

(Z bo continued.)

CHRISTMAS IN THE: HOSPICE.

Naxevry, in Our Lady's Hospice for the Dying, under the care of the
Irish Sisters of Charity, at Harold’s Cross, Dublin. A full and exceed-
ingly interesting account of the founding and working of this Institu-
tion was furnished in April, 1880 (Irsr MoNTHLY, vol. viii, page 200)
by our * Discursive Contributor,” who, in spite of that self-chosen
pame, has a wonderful knack of keeping to the point. Neyertheless,
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we have sought and obtained permission from both the Sisters and
$eir Visitor to give our readers the following account of a visit recently
paid to the Hospice, although the narrative has already appeared in
the Freeman’s Journal. Many will read it here for the first time, and
others will be glad to have the affecting details set before them in this
form to be studied at their leisure. It is a blessed -thing to have any
share in the kind and compassionate thoughts and deeds which will
(please God) be inspired to many of the readers of these pages, not only
now but perhaps in months and years to come.
. %

On Christmas Day, 1881, I found myself, a little after noon, within
the gates of *Our Lady’s Hospice for the Dying,” accompanied by a
very small amount of knowledge concerning the Institution. Past the
school, where & great many children are taught daily, and where
factory girls are taught nightly, by the Sisters of the Order, and along
the broad avenue, I reached the house itself, a spacious building which
had served, prior to its new purpose, as the novitiate of the Congrega-
tion. On inquiring for the Lady Superior, I was shown into a large,
bright reception-room to the right, where comfort, elegance, and
cleanliness were vying with one another. I had just time to observe
that the gaiety of holly and ivy was visible around, and that the
furniture bore a polish to be attained only within convent walls, when
the Reverend Mother, as she is more familiarly called, entered. At
once she granted my request to be brought through the place, and she
gave me some information I needed.

It was to this effect. For a long time the Sisters of Charity were
anxious to shelter, comfort, and care the dying for whom there was no
hope, and for whom, consequently, the ordinary hospital was not
meant. So, as soon as ever it was within their power, they opened
this institution, mainly intending it for the lonely poor, but, all the
same, not prepared to shut the door against any class, any creed, or
any country. Its second year of existence had now come to a close,
and it had received within its walls two hundred and fifty-five
cases. Naturally, the majority ended fatally, yet, many whose com-
plaints were considered hopeless recovered and left. Individual
charity defrays the expenses, and the Sisters do the work for the love
of the Creator and his creature. Infectious and mental disease, as well
as epileptic cases, are inadmissible. For the present cancer patients
cannot be received, but the Reverend Mother has hope that soon they
may be in a position to take them in too.

Already predisposed in favour of the institution, from having its
aims thus clearly put before me, I started to make the round, escorted
by the Reverend Mother herself. ‘The patients’ visitors are with
them now,” she remarked: “ not, indeed, that we ever refuse a visitor,
for here we must be extra tender and considerate. But this hour on
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Sunday is devoted to the coming and going of the friends. Christmas
is the most trying day of the year to them, being the last Christmas on
earth for those they love, perhaps a parent or child, or nearer still, a
husband or wife; but to those within it is a glad day, for they know
the next Christmas they spend will be with God in heaven.” She led
the way and I followed her—followed her steps, not her faith,
for I could not yet realise that a last Christmas could be a day of
gladness.

At the end of a passage we came to the men’s ward. Before en-
tering, the air of ‘The Girl I left behind me” surprised my sense of
hearing. Could it be possible I was in the Hospice for the Dying ?
Yes, and when we went into the ward we saw a musical box
on the table, hard at work, and the Sister in charge told us it was a
source of the greatest pleasure to the poor sufferers. The ward is a
fine room, well lighted, well aired, and well heated. Along both
walls are arranged the purest and simplest of curtained beds, about
eight on each side, I would say, at a rough guess. They were
nearly all occupied, and the owners of those that were not might have
been seen elsewhere in the ward—at the fire, or near the attractive
musical box. From bed to bed we went, and think you we found any
of the clinging to life which makes it so hard, they say, to die—any
of the revolt against the Divine decree which some might think natural
under such circumstances? Not in one single instance. Sorrow and
sobs, alas! were there, but at the bedside only. The weariness of the
sick-couch was softened away by resignation and marvellous peace.
It alarmed me, the quiet of the sufferers; it saddened me with the
awe of a great mystery.

Approaching one young lad, on whose face far-gone consumption
was plainly written, my guide told me he had been a student in France,
a student for the priesthood, who had come back to die. ‘ He
meant,” she said, ¢ to work in the vineyard here, but God wants him
above, so he is going gladly.” A smile played over his features,
making his eyes brighter even than they were, and heightening the
hectic flush. I asked him in what part of /s belle France he had been,
and faintly I saw, rather than heard, the word Avignon on his lips.
““You are longing to go, my poor —— ?” the nun said—oh, so kindly
addressing him by his Christian name. He tried to speak, and the
Sister of Charity bent over him. ‘ Whenever it is God’s will,” was
the answer, which almost spent his strength. ¢ Home with God next
Christmas Day, surely,” she said, in a low voice, and the light of hope
passed over the poor fellow’s face.

In the bed next to him lay a man advanced in years, dying of the
same disease. Some friends were watching, not speaking to him.
What could they say! Turning to the Rev. Mother, he whispered,
“ Better and easier.” We knew it was the ease and improvement which
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come to the worn-out life before the end, like the flicker to the dying
flame. An old inmate sitting by the fire told me he was thirteen
months in the Hospice, and was several times ¢ on the point of being
off with the chest.” This wasone of his good days, he stated, but still
he was bad enough. If he was anything like as well a8 —— ——
there in bed, it's out dancing on the floor he’d be! Yes, he liked the
music-box real well, ‘cause it had some airs he knew. ‘ Auld Lang
Syne,” suggested quite a youth, who was sitting beside the old man :
such a handsome youth ! with large, soft, black eyes. ¢ Consump-
tion, too —in fact, nearly all are pulmonary cases here,” was the answer
I received to my inquiry. Yet I was shown two or three other cases,
one of which interested me much—a young lad, paralysed from the
waist down. He was a great reader, was half through ¢ Uncle Tom’s
Cabin,” part of which he liked, and part he didn’t.

Every patient greeted my guide with a smile of welcome, and those
who had strength of voice wished her a happy Christmas, and many
of them. I remarked how hard it was to know what to say in return.
No,” she said ; ¢ they all understand when I answer, ¢ if God wills, and
the same to you.” They know life is uncertain to me as well as to all
others.”

Going out from that ward my heart was torn atthe sight of a
woman weeping by the death-bed of her husband. He was dry-eyed,
and his breath came quick and short. The pain was always with him,
he told us, but it was nothing racking.{ 4271  him had he children.
¢ One—a girl of fourteen.” The mother said she had been there, but
she began to cry, and had to leave. Just then the door opened and
the girl came in again, with only the signs of the tears on her face ;
but no sooner did she stand at the foot of the bed, with her father’s
eyes on hers, than the tears flowed more copiously than ever, and the
sobs rose higher than before. The mother, who herself was weeping
bitterly, courageously bade her stop that crying of hers. Poor, poor
child !

I could not witness such grief unmoved; so we quickly left the
ward with the music faint and sweet, still trembling on the ear, and
the holly and ivy lending a festive decoration to the place. Young
men who should be strong—if God willed—(the force of that clause
I have learned now and for ever) were dying: bread-winners were
dying, and yet all were resigned. By the old, by the long-suffering,
we might expect to find a welcome given to death, but not, as we
found it here, by those who are called with their hands full of un-
finished work, with families depending on them. This thought struck
me as we left the room. I could not see clearly how it was the Sisters
were able, except through a special gift, to teach so thoroughly, when
it was most difficult to learn: * Not my will, O Lord, but thine.”

On the ground floor are also the convent chapel and mortuary
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chapel. The former is an exquisite structure, the last piece of build-
ing superintended by that wonderful woman, Mrs. Aikenhead, found-
ress of the Order. It is cross-shape, with an admirable blending of
oolour and light from its stained windows. The latter is plain and
simple, and contains two marble slabs, with marble pillows for the
bodiees which lie there uncoffined the usual time. The remains of &
young man, a Protestant, rested there last, a fow days ago, and it was
expected that before the day would be gone a child’s form would lie
on the marble bed. She (the child) was longing to be with God for
Christmas, but she was still on earth.

Mounting a flight of stairs we came to the part of the Hospice
devoted to women. In the first ward we found a young girl of eighteen
in bed. Her face was absolutely joyous as the Reverend Mother
greeted her with a loving kiss. On her counterpane were scattered
Christmas cards, and beside her on a stand, were books and little
presents. Bhe looked so happy that I doubted if anything could add
to her peaco of mind and heart. The empty bed near had held the
poor dying child until it was thought well to remove her from the
“Pet of the house,” as the happy girl was called, into a larger ward.
The ‘“Pet” told us poor —— was very near home, told us as calmly
and cheerfully as though she was glad for her young friend’s sake.
The Sister of the ward then came in and said the same. Bhe, too,
was bright, and her voice fell on my ear in accents that were as far
removed from sadness as she herself from sin. *The Pet is called
little, but that is all a mistake, for when she gets up she is nearly as
tall as the bed, and I have to look up to her.”” Here the Pet laughed
at the great joke of being able to look down on her dear Sister.

Saying good-bye to her, we followed the nun into St. Joseph’s ward
adjoining. It seemed to me full, and it a was long room. Near the door,
what a sight! The little child—for what else is a girl of fifteen P—
was dying hard and fast. At one side of the death-bed the poor
mother was wringing her hands in despair, and talking wildly
between the gasps of suppreesed sobs; on the other side two brothers
were crying away piteously. The child herself, a mere skeleton,
lay with wandering eyes, and mouth open, while the spasms of breath
almost lifted her up as they came and went. The Reverend Mother
noiselessly drew near her, and taking the waisted framework of a
hand in hers, spoke out clearly : ‘ A little while longer, dear, and then
with God for ever. No pain in heaven. Always God.” But the
earth mother sobbed all the more bitterly when the Sister asked her
would she grudge dear —— to the angels for Christmas night. Poor
thing ! she was only an earth mother, and nature is strong there.
Close by, in the next bed, lay a dying woman completely blind, and
beyond her others and others, one of whom old, and near release, asked
me why I looked so sad—there was nothing to fret for there.
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The very welcome presence of a convalescent met our eyes in this
ward. There was no hope for her, they said, when she entered, and
there, now, she was talking of being soon back in the world. Not far
from her a sufferer was evidently in deep trouble. Her face was
turned to two men, husband and son, sitting by the bed. On sym-
pathising with her the poor creature told a sad, sad tale. She had
just heard that her son-in-law, from whom she was expecting a visit
was buried in the morning. He was with her well and hearty, last
Sunday, met with an accident the day after, and now was in Glasnevin.
His wife and two little children were left behind, with no one to
support them but the grandfather, and he had six of his own—there
was no need to count herself as one—and that made nine, with not
half enough of work, God help them. The story was sad, heaven
knows ; the trial too great, one might be tempted to say ; and yet with
a few words of comfort timely spoken the poor patient was able to
mautter, “ I'll try to bear it;—I'll try. Yes, we might be worse. I’'ll
try.” All the time the two men sat motionless, not even raising their
eyes. How these Sisters of Charity know what to say and do when
we, experienced in the world, are dumb and at our wits’ end !

The last death-bed we stood by in that room was occupied by a
widow, who taught me how the poor can deny themselves the little
they have. In answer to a question from us she said, * No, she didn’t
expect her son (a little child in an orphanage); they would have
brought him ; but why would she take him away from his companions
on Christmas Day; God would keep her, if it was His divine
will, until next Sunday.” In foregoing that visit she gave up her all
that day. It was a vast deal more than the widow’s mite.

As we left St. Joseph’s I glanced again at the dying child. She
was supported in the tender arms of the Sister, who was moistening
the parched lips with a sponge. It is near, very near, Home
now. A chill crept over me, and my heart ached for the sorrow at the
bedside. I knew the mercy of death would be a great relief to
the little one ; but a child’s last Christmas here below is anguish far
more bitter to a mother than the shedding of her life’s blood.

One more ward, St. Raphael’s. There, asleep in bed, was a patient,
and sitting by the fire were three others; she who was nearest the
other world was brightest. ‘It is long coming,” she said, ‘‘but
why complain?—it is coming—that is certain.” She was always
gay, she told me, and would have the laugh to the very end. What was
the use of doing God’s will, moaning and groaning? Indeed, she was
ashamed of herself for having cried that morning in chapel at the
Adeste. 1t was so sad, it always brought the tears down. She didn’t
kmow what was sad about it. Her husband would be with her in the
evening. I asked had she.children ? “ Yes, two.”” She, this young,
emaciated wife and mother was more than I could comprehend. As



Christmas in the Hospice. It

happy, as full of life, apparently, as if God had given her a lease in
perpetuity of both happiness and breath, and yet that was the last
Christmas Day she would ever shed tears at the Adssts. The other two
smiled as she spoke so cheerfully to us, and one of them said—what I
fully believe—that she was much worse than she pretended to be.
Passing back through the corridor, from St. Joseph’s ward, came the
voices of the Sister reciting the Litany for the Dying, and of the
mourners responding through the choking sobs. (At four o’clock it
was well over with the little child on earth. She had her wish:
Christmas night with God and the angels !)

A visit to the private rooms for paying patients, the warmest greet-
ings from them all, and the gentlest resignation everywhere. Thus
ended our rounds. Can I tell what “our rounds’ brought me?
Hardly. I know that then for the first time I felt the wonder that I
had existed so long unaware of this pityinglove, which, like a beacon,
shows a pathway through the night of Death; unaware of the sub-
mission which this same love inspires around it ; unaware that the last
Christmas could be made so very, very happy by the lessons of faith,
the rewards of hope, the Sisters of Charity. I had gone refusing to
believe that the last Christmas could be one of joy; I came away con-
vinced that not only was it one of joy, but ‘of a joy with far more of
heaven in it than earth.

Thanking my kind guide, I turned homewards; and as I walked
along I tried to enumerate the works of charity performed by the
Sisters of this Order. They were to be found alleviating sorrow,
relieving pain,and effacing sin, in St. Vincent's Hospital, Stephen’s-
green ; the Convalescent Home, Stillorgan; the Magdalen Asylum,
Donnybrook ; the Children’s Hospital, Temple-street ; St. Monica’s
Home for Aged Matrons, Grenville-street ; the Blind Asylum, Mer-
rion ; Stanhope-street Training Schools and Home; Gardiner-street
8chools for the Poor; 8t. Joseph’s Orphanage, Mountjoy-street ;
through the back streets, in the tenements of the neglected and cast-
away; and, above all, in the Hospice, Harold's Cross. With this
limitless field of action before me, my heart rose in gratitude on behalf
of the city of Dublin, and I gave glory to God in the highest for the
noble Bisters of Charity whom He has placed in our midst.
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NEW BOOKS.

I. Institutiones Theologice im wusum Scholarum. Auctore JoserHO
Kievrerxn, 8.J., mpocoLxxxr. Ratisbonae, Neo Eboraci, et Cincin-
natii, sumptibus Friderici Pustet, 8. Sedis Apostolicee Typographi.

THE great ecclesiastical publisher, Frederic Pustet, who commands

both the Old and the New world from his establishments in Ratisbon,

New York, and Cincinnati, has with his usual promptness forwarded

for review the first volume of a new course of theology, which is sure

to attain very wide circulation. We all know the impulse that has

been given to theological studies by our Sovereign Pontiff Leo XIII.

and the special bent which his Holiness has impressed upon them.

Father Kleutgen, who is already well-known in the learned world by

his works on philosophy, dedicates his present labours by permission

to the Holy Father. Only his first volume * Ds Deo Uno et Trino,”
has appeared ; but his preface shows the plan of his entire course.

Amongst other questions he discusses in his preface why the Summa

of St. Thomas cannot itself be made a text-book without such ad-

ditions and omissions as would make it another work ; and he proves
that this is so from the nature of theology, and from the example of

Gonet and Billuart, who were most of all disposed to keep as closely

a8 possible to their mighty master.

A useful practical item in Father Kleutgen’s arrangement of
matter is that he gives at the beginning of each article a distinct
reference to the parallel passage in St. Thomas, and the Master of
the Sentences; and, as the greatest theologians have thrown their
treatises into the form of commentaries on either of these theological
giants, the student is thus at once in a position to consult these high
authorities on each separate question that comes under discussion.

Father Kleutgen of course incorporates all the definitions of the
recent Vatican Council which bear on his theses. There is a certain
advantage in the circumstance of his being a German, which, perhaps,
will make his expositions clearer and more acceptable to students of
those northern races who have a lurking suspicion of the Ciceronian
fluency (ne dscam long-windedness) of the theologians who pride them-
selves on being Cicero’s countrymen.

IL Sun and Smow. A Christmas Story for Young and Old. Bx
SypreyY Srare. (Dublin: M. H. Gill & Son. 1882).
Lapy MoreAN was nés Sydney Owenson; and ¢ Baby Bidney,” who
was introduced to our readers on New Year's Day, and with whom
they are likely to become better acquainted through * The Monk's
Prophecy,” during the next twelve months —Baby Sidney is certainly
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a young lady. On the other hand Sydney Herbert was a man—and
a very good one, of & much more religious mind than the Rev. Sidney
Smith. In spite, however, of this epicene gender of the name, we
need not pretend to be in doubt as to the pronouns which ought to
stand for the author of  Sun and Snow.” Editors know things which
are known to few; but it is known to many that this new star is of
the same sex as the nearest and brightest of our planets. Indeed
there are many characteristics of the little book itself which would
lead us to attribute it to a woman. Flimsiness of purpose is not one
of these. Rather we blame it for being too serious. We should have
preferred to have it either more superficial or more thorough. It
alludes to very profound questions, which seem out of place in “a
Christmas story for young and old.” If theology or philosophy be
introduced—and it is hard to keep them out if one treats of the
realities of life—we should like the allusions to be firmer and more
definite.

There is a good deal of variety in the incidents and scenery of the
story, all confined within our own little island, from Upper Mount-
street, Dublin, to the Corkscrew-road and the Cliffs of Moher. The
authoress has bestowed commendable pains on her style, and it is
almost a praiseworthy fault that there seems to be too apparent a striv-
ing after originality, cleverness, picturesqueness. ¢ Sydney Starr’
belongs to her age; but Oliver Goldsmith and Nathaniel Hawthorne
are safer models than some of the jerky writers of the day.

II1. T%e Household Book of Catholic Poets. Edited by Evrror Rypkr.
(Notre Dame: J. A. Lyons.)

Luxurious paper, elegant type, red-lined borders, gilt edges, massive
binding—this is one of those Catholic books which could not be
produced in these countries, but onlyin the Great Republic. The
contents are worthy of such fair outward show. It does not purport
to be a library of religious poetry, but rather a collection of mundane
poetry by Catholic writers. We shall hereafter refer to some omissions,
while fully granting beforehand that in the execution of such a design
there must needs be omissions. But at present, before beginning to
call the attention of our readers to the rich treasures here amassed for
their benefit, we deem it right to disown all claim to two or three very
beautiful things contained in this volume. It is a mistake to place
Dante Gabriel Rossetti among Oatholic poets, and, still more, his
sister, Christina Rossetti. Their father, a ‘‘modern” Italian, was,
we suppose, & nominal Catholic; but their English mother brought up
at least her daughters Protestants. Would that Christina Rossetti
were of the same faith as Adelaide Procter and Ellen Downing. Her
religious poetry would then be even more beautiful than it is.

The compiler of this volume, Mr. Eliot Ryder, is no kinsman of the
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brilliant Oratorian theologian of Edgbaston. He is an American ; and,
a8 he has contributed to our own pages, some of our readers will thank
us for informing them, on the authority of the work under review, that
he was born in Massachusetts in 1856, the son of a Unitarian clergy-
man, and that he became a Catholic some years ago.

Some brief biographical details of this kind are furnished of nearly
all the poets represented in this volume—which, we are glad to add
here, is offered to the public in a garb less splendid, and therefore
less costly, than that which the opening words of this notice describe.

Beginning with old Chaucer, this collection gives samples of all
Catholic poets down to the present time. It by no means excludes
contemporaries. Naturally the transatlantic living bards are more
amply represented than those who live on this side of the big pond.
The contemporary Europeans who figure here are Denis Florence Mac-
Carthy, Aubrey De Vere, Sir Charles Gavan Duffy, Cardinal Newman,
Coventry Patmore, Rev. C. P. Meehan, Rev. Matthew Russell, 8.J. and
(by mistake) the two Rossettis. Of the extant American and Irish-
American Catholics, whose verses are enshrined in this dainty reliquary,
we have many others besides Father Abram Ryan, Maurice
Daniel Connolly, Eleanor Donnelly, Harriet Skidmore, John Boﬂe
O’Reilly, Robert Joyce, Elizabeth Waylen, and several names beginning
with the Celtic O, among whom we notice a Canadian, with the historic
name of Thomas O'Hagan.

We must reserve for our next Number further remarks on this
delightful volume, as well as notices of ‘Leaves from the Aunals
of the Sisters of Mercy,” the first part of the * Life of Father Augustus
Law, S.J.,” Miss Stewart’s “ Stories of the Christian Schools,” “ The
Scholastic Annual” for 1882—which has come to us with ““A merry
Christmas and a happy New Year,” from Notre Dame University,
Indiana—‘ Qut in the Cold World,” by M. F. 8., a new and enlarged
edition of Father Meehan’s ‘ Qonfederation of Kilkenny,”’ and some
other recent publications.

PIGEONHOLE PARAGRAPHS.

OxE of the most brilliant paragraphs in Sir Charles Gavan Duffy’s in-
troduction to his famous ¢ Ballad Poetry of Ireland "—which has run
through some forty or fifty editions—is devoted to Thomas Moore. It
ends by saying that * Moore, like Ceesar’s illustrious rival, extended
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his conquests to the ends of the earth, while there were still tracts at
heme which escaped the sway of his imperial mind.”” We have been
reminded of this remark while reading in the daily and weekly news-
papers an account of the honours bestowed by the Spanish people on
our own poet, Denis Florence MacCarthy. Woe greatly fear that many
even of our readers have not off by heart those ‘‘ Summer Longings,”
which we know better as ¢ Waiting for the May.” We hereby register
a vow to render such ignorance impossible, by devoting some of our
earliest pages to the poetry of this true poet.
. =

Mr. Denis Florence MacCarthy has lately received the following
letter, with the Medal of Calderon alluded to, from his Excellency the
Marquis de Casa Laiglesia, Spanish Ambassador in London :—

¢ Legacion de Espana en Londres,
“ December, 1881.
“Sg,

“] have much pleasure in forwarding to you by to “ay’s post a medal struck
in commemoration of Calderon’s bicentenary, which the Spanish Royal Academy have
decided to bestow upon you as a token of their gratitude and their appreciation of
Your translation of the great Poet’s works.

“I am, Bir,
* Your obedient servant,
“ MArQuis px Casa LaIGLESIA.”

The medal is a fine work of art, the great poet being represented in
full relief in the habit of a Knight of Santiago. It may be mentioned
that Mr. MacCarthy had previously been elected a Corresponding
Member of the Royal Spanich Academy. The beautifully engraved
diploma sent to him on the occasion is in the following words :—

““ Real Academia de 1a Historia.

“La Real Academia de la Historia en su junta del de Octubre, 1880, ha admitido
en la clase de Correspondientes extrangeros al S8enor Denis Florencio MacCarthy en
atencion a concurrir en el la intruccion litteraria y las demas circumstancias que pre-
scriben los Eetatutos.

“En testimonio de la cual mandé expedirle est titulo sellado con su sello mayor,

Madrid, 2 de Octubre, de 1880.
¢¢ AureLiAN0 F. GUERrRrA, Director

*“ ManueL Coruario, Censor.
“ Pxpro DB MEDRAZA, Secretario.”

[The Great Seal of the Academy.] -

In a little paper on Rosa Ferrucci, in the Number of this Magazine
which appeared in June, 1880, we mentioned that we had been obliged
to found the sketch on a little French work of Abbé Perreyve and on
8 Dublin Review article, not having been able to produce the Italian
work, “ Rosa Ferrucci e alcuni suoi Seritti, publicati per cura di sea
Madre.”” An unknown friend, seeing this, sent us most kindly from
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Southamptom the work in question. If it had been originally in our
hands, our account of this beautiful soul would have been much fuller ;
but at present we can only set ourselves right on one important point.
We guessed as the date of Rosa’s birth the year 1840, or two years
earlier. As a fact, she was born into this valley of tears (her mother
tells us), smiling, not weeping, on the evening of the second of July,
1835 ; so that ls mia Rosa was nearly twenty-two years old when she
died.
* »
Akind friend in Australia offered lately to send me what she very

properly called an exquisite poem on St. Mary Magdalen, beginning :—
* On the bright shores of Lake Geennesaretn,
Walks Magdalen in festival array;
Her waving hair, as golden as the light,
In soft abundance wreaths her haughty head.
Her neck is bare and jewelled to the throat,” &c.

Why, said I to myself, we have too much of our own—and this piece
itself is our own. It is by Miss Attie O’Brien, and it appeared in our
own pages a year or two ago. Yet I pored over the index of each of
our last four or five volumes, and could find no trace of this Ppiece.
After a fruitless search through the bound volumes I referred to the
separate monthly parts, and discovered it in the Number for J uly,
1878. It ought to be found in the Table of Contents of Volume the
Sixth, page 385; but I regret to say that it has been omitted.
* &

You remember the old story about the man who boasted that the
king himself had actually spoken to him, when on cross-examination
it was ascertained that the sole observation his majesty had addressed
to the man was: * Get out of my way, you rascal I” It may not seem
much of a compliment that the leading journal of Scotland, T%s Seofs-
man, paid to our Magazine in reviewing the December Number ; but
we quote the notice for the sake of the unfavourable as well as the
favourable part, though the present pen is responsible for one of the
things complained of. Discriminating blame is a truer compliment
than indiscriminate praise.  * The Jrish Monthly (says this canny
critic), still maintains the characteristics which have so far secured it a
favoured place among the few magazines written specially for Roman
Catholics. The current [ December] Number is not, however, an espe-
cially good one. It is relieved from dulness mainly by a paper on
Robert de’ Nobili, the Jesuit missionary to the Brahmans in the early
days of the Society of which he wasa particularly prominent member.
The two papers which commemorate the recent {Golden Jubilee of the
Order of the Sisters of Mercy are not equal to the occasion, which, to
English-speaking Roman Catholics, was one of very special interest.”
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THE MONK'S PROPHECY.

A TALE,

BY ATTIE O’BRIEN.

CHAPTER VL

THE PROPHECY.

TwEeLVE years rolled by, making no change in the lives of those at
Castleishen. A few grey streaks were visible in Mrs. Ormsby’s brown
hair, and Sydney had grown a tall, slight girl, with a promise of extreme
beauty. Her hair was abundant, and as golden as a new coin; her eyes
were as blue as a summer sky, while dark lashes and eyebrows gave"
that look of character to her face which is often lacking in’ the fair
type. She was like her mother in disposition, gentle and loving.

The Hut had become just like the cottages one sees in pictures or
reads of in books: roses, ivy, westeria, and japonica covered the walls
up to the thatched roof. The flower-beds were a mass of bloom,
rifled of their sweetness by the humming bees, who bore away their
treasures into the hives ranged in a sunny corner.

Mrs. Hassett, in her occasional visits to Castleishen, wondered how
Mrs. Ormsby could endure the monotony of her existence; but to the
widow time passed away like a dream, and it was only a look or a
remark of Sydney’s that sometimes startled her into the consciousness
that the years were passing with stealthy footsteps, and that her most
cherished flower was no longer in bud, but breaking into fuller and
more perfect luxuriance. ’

Mrs. Wyndill’s visits were, of necessity, few and far between;
she had gone to Indula with her husband, who was Governor there,
and only returned at long intervals. She had several children, and
they were all at Castleishen now ; they had come to see the old place
and the old people, and to breathe a little of the home freshness, the
remembrance of which would be pleasant in foreign fields.

Major MacMahon, the eldest son, his wife, and boy, were also there;
and the Hassetts came from Dublin for a few days. It was the last
time the father and mother saw their children and children's children
gathered together.

Eustace was home from college, a fine young fellow of nineteen.
He was going in for the Civil Service, and was to go out to the
Wyndills after a time. He and Sydney were the ringleaders of the
young people. Having been so much together in their childhood,
there was a strong attachment between them, and they communicated
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their ideas to each other on everything and every one, with the most
absolute frankness.

One afternoon they all assembled in the lone and lovely woods of
Rathmoylan, which lay about two miles to the south of Castleishen.
The road to it lay along by the river, and at length wound in through
the wood, where great trees clasped their giant arms above, making a
long, green archway. Occasionally one came to massive iron gateways
that were only opened at rare intervals.

The Earl of Rathmoylan, who usually resided in one of his English
or Scotch castles, was an elderly unmarried man, supposed to be a
little eccentric, and enormously wealthy., He was a stranger in
Ireland, taking, like too many of his cluss, name and money from it to
spend elsewhere. .

The Earl’s housekeeper, Mrs. Gale, widow of a former rector of the
parish, was of much more importance than the Earl himself. She had her
handsome suite of rooms, entertained her friends, and was entertained
by them, after the same fashion as when she was mistress of the glebe.

The demesne was kept in perfect order; but as no one had
admittance without permission from Mrs. Gale or the steward, it was
as lonely as the enchanted castle of the White Cat. Like every
remote, uninhabited old place, it abounded in ghostly legends. In
ancient times & woman had drowned herself in the river, and ever after
her wraith was supposed to appear at the bridge, and lure men on by the
beauty of her face, until she dissolved into the mists of Poulanass. 'Woe
to him who had an evil heart in his bosom! He never spoke again.
Prosaic natures who, like Mr. Gradgrind, have an appetite for facts,
accounted for the accidents that occurred, by discussing the ugly
turn in the road, and the tendency that individual human nature has,
being composed of bibulous clay, to imbibe more moisture, on market
days, than is compatible with steady progression.

‘While the young people gathered sticks to make a fire, and pre-
pared for a gipsy tea, the elders sat together under the trees, the
broken sunlight falling on them wbile they talked of the past and
future.

¢ Counsellor ” Hassett was on circuit. He was a hard-working
and successful man. A thoughtful observer would say that his hard
work and its result were necessary, for the garments of his wife and
children cost a good deal. Mental exertion was requisite to keep the
silk and velvet trappings fresh to flaunt in the critical eyes of the
fashionable world; and the fashionable world saw more of his
family than was seen by the velvet and silk winner, who could rarely
spare a day from his business for wandering in the green wood.

All the children were healthy and handsome, except the only son
of Major MacMahon, the future heir of Castleishen. He was about
sixteen, and so fragile, that he had to be drawn about in a bath chair.
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He was now looking down at the fire Sydney was fanning with her
hat, making a picture of her: for the boy had the mind of an artist.

‘Y cannot make it light, Eustace,” she said, lifting her flushed
face, and flinging back her sunny curls, * Blow it with your mouth,
can’t you ?’

“I put all the breath I had into that last song,” answered Eus-
tace, ‘ but here goes in the cause of the ¢ cup that cheers,”” He flung
himself down, and blew so vigorously that in a few moments tongues
of flame licked the withered wood, and it broke into a blaze.

¢ That's lovely,” said Sydney; * now I'll mind it, Eustace, and let
you go fill the kettle, and call to the others to bring more sticks. I am.
sure they are down by the stream.”

¢ Does Eustace do everything you ask him ?” said Geoffry McMahon,
raigsing himself in his chair.

¢ No, indeed, he doesn’t; he makes me do twice as much,” replied
8ydney ; ‘ but he used to carry me on his back when I was very little ;
we had no one to play with but each other when we were young, you
know.”

‘“He is very strong,” said the boy, sadly. ‘ What a wonderful
thing it must be not to feel your body a dead weight, as if it were
dragging after your soul.”

** But you will be strong yet, Geoff,” answered the gir! “ and you
will be & grand person then, because you will be clever as well as
strong. Mamma says delicate people are often the cleverest. Which
would you rather be, clever or strong ?”’

“I’d rather be clever,” said the boy, after a pause; ‘“but it is &
lovely thing to be able to go about without help, Sydney. I long to
climb mountains, and to stand on the brink of great cliffs over the sea.
Ob, I pine and fret; then I make beautiful pictures in my mind, and
in trying to draw them out and make them visible I forget everything
and am happy.”

“I'm not a bit clever, Geoff,” answered Sydney; ‘‘I don’t know
how you can make such pictures out of your head. But, Geoff, I'd be
you & thousand times rather than Georgy Hassett. What is the use of
being strong if one isn’t nice ? Wasn’theveryrudecoming along ? asking
you to run races, and telling me I was an old pensioner ; I had a great
mind to complain of him to Eustace, only telling stories is mean.: Oh,
here’s the kettle.”

‘“Yes, here’s the kettle,” said Eustace, ‘‘ fresh from the pellucid
spring. Only one frog and a million of inseots in it. Boiled frog,
Sydney, is capital as a relish.”

‘“ Ah, Eustace, hold your tongue; you did not put a frog in it,”
said Sydney, taking off the lid, and looking carefully in ; * of course,
you did not. There’s nothing in it,” and she hung it over the fire.

“I wish you had & microscope,”” answered Eustace, ‘‘ and light



120 The Monk's Prophecy.

would be let in on yourignorance. Hairy and many-legged monsters
of the deep |are disporting in that uncomscious kettle, and will soon
be food for your depraved appetite.”

¢« “Btop, Eustace, you're always saying something horrible,” said
Sydney. ‘“Geoff, did you ever hear of the curse of Rathmoylan? It
is & grand ghostly story, but we should be at the druid’s altar, or in
the haunted gallery to tell it. The kettle is boiling now; call the
others, Eustace. Mother is best to make the tea.”

‘When the tea was made and drunk, and the children could eat no
more, the spirit of motion again possessed them, and they proposed to
80 to the house.

“Let us go to the druid’s altar first,”” said Sydney, *’tis the nicest
place in the whole}wood, and if you make no noise, we shall see dozens
of rabbits.”

¢ And we might find one of the druid’s golden sickles in the grass,”
said Eustace, ‘“and immolate some of the rabbits on the altar. I'll
be the chief priest. Who'll goin for the situation of priestess? Ettie
is a blood-thirsty young woman. Eh, Ettie, will you imbrue your
innocent hands in gore on this festive occasion? Here, young ones,
clear out of the way ; I'll wheel on Geoff; we can get to the house by
the altar.”

They wandered on through ‘the cool green woods, the rabbits
scampered across the pathway, the ring-dovesicooed, the thrushes sang,
and the children woke the echoes with their joyous laughter. When
they had sufficiently examined the cromleach, they went on to the house
and found the elders waiting at the door for them.

Mrs. Gale, the housekeeper, received them, and after some pleasant
conversation proceeded to show them through the house. There were
noble rooms, hung with fine pictures; the_furniture was nearly a
century old. On one side the river flowed beneath the windows, while
from the others could be seen velvet slopes and wooded heights; great
copper beeches standing out in sombre beauty against the emerald
sheen of forest trees, and graceful deer roaming about at their own
wild will.

‘““What a grand old place!” said Mr. Wyndill, looking out upon
the river; ‘ what a wonder it is the Earl does not come over, Mrs.
Gale.”

I suppose he inherits his family’s prejudice,” replied Mrs. Gale.
*“ They never liked the place.”

¢ Was there any cause for it ?” he asked.

¢ Well, in the first instance there was, but it is now too remote a
one to affect later generations.”

“I have a pleasant recollection of the last earl,” said Winifred.
“He gave a ball ;—do you remember, it was my first one? I should
like to know what kind his cousin is,”
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‘‘ He intended coming several times, it was said,” answered Mrs.
Gale, “but he never came. He is not young, I believe, and is un-
married. I get brief communications from him now and then.”

*But what was the cause of the dislike you mentioned ?”’ asked

“It is an old story of nearly a hundred years ago,” she replied,
‘a sad story of family disunion. It wassaid the youngest and favour-
ite son of Earl George married a young girl who was living with his
mother as companion. The boy was very delicate, and in a terrible
scene with his father he burst a blood-vessel and died.

‘“ And what became of the girl ?”’

*“ 8he died also, poor thing, leaving an infant son. When I wasa
girl, I knew people who remembered him. He used to come here for
his vacations. He was carefully educated ; but he was never acknow-
ledged by the family. I don’t know what became of him afterwards.
If he had been his father’s heir, he would have had a fine fortune, and
some say the father was really married, by an old friar ; but, of course,
that marriage was not legal. Earl George went away after the death
of the boy, and there was very little seen of the family since. The
place is kept up, I suppose, because they take their title from it.”

“8ince then the house got the name of being haunted ?” said
Mrs. Hassett. “I shouldn’t mind a few ghosts if I had such a place.
‘What a room to give a ball "

“I have never seen anything supernatural,” replied Mrs. Gale,
* but there was always a great objection to sleep in the room in which
Charles Butler diéd. Poor boy, it would be a heavy penance for his
love-dream if he had to be wandering about it still. It was converted
into a lumber room long before my time. My husband used to hear
queer stories from an old man who lived here, when he first came to
the parish, and who firmly believed in the noises and apparitions.”

‘¢ And what were the stories ?”” asked Mr. Wyndill.

““We should have a winter’s night for a ghost story,” said Mrs.
Gale, smiling ; “but this one was believed in at the time, certainly;
the history of the disturbance was written, and attested by several
respectable men. It was said that one fine moonlight night, very soon
after the death of the boy and girl lovers, a carriage Was heard driving
rapidly up the avenue; it stopped at the hall-door, and the bell rang
violently. The old lord was expecting his eldest son, and he went into
the hall to receive him. He was a very impetuous, quick old man, and
he was at the door as soon as the servant. When it was opened, to
their extreme astonishment, there was no carriage to be seen, but, both
said, an icy air preesed against them, and two impalpable, shadowy
figures glided by them and flitted up the grand staircase. That night
noises commenced, and stories, without end, got into circulation.
Indeed, I knew a gentleman myself who slept here in the late earl’s
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time, and he told me he heard the noises distinctly. One night he was
lying awake, after going to bed about twelve o’clock, when, suddenly,
the ligh't of a very bright fire was obscured, and there was a sound of
sobbing and moaning. He sat up in bed, but the next moment the
shadows passed from before the fire, and it shone clear again. A bang
came on the door; he sprang up and flung it open ; there was nothing
to be seen but the pale gleam of a winter's moon lighting up the long
corridor. He saw nothing, as I tell you, but something walked down
before him, and gave a bang to every door as it passed. He followed
it down the staircase, the hall-door was flung open, was slapped in his-
face, and when he tried to open it again, he found it was bolted and
barred.”

“By Jove, that was something to send him back to his bed in a
speculative mood,” said Mr. Wyndill. ¢ Did he tell you how many
glasses of punch he drank that same night ?”

‘“He was a very temperate man,” said Mrs. Gale, ‘‘ and neither
imaginative nor a believer in ghosts. He told it to me in & very
matter-of-fact way, when we chanced to speak of the family history.”

“I would not sleep alone here for all the world,” said Mrs.
Hassett. *‘I suppose people are fated not to be comfortable any-
where.”’

“It was a sad romance for the two young people,” said Mrs. Ormsby.
*¢ It did not last long.”

‘“ Perhaps it was just as well for them,” said Mrs. Hassett. ¢ If
they had lived to have children to provide for, it would take the
romance out of them. Children now-a-days are a dreadful charge.
There’s Sydney, nearly as tall as yourself ; and my Winnie, and even
Ettie, see what they will be in a couple of years; and dressing and
bringing them out costs so much.”

Mrs. Ormsby sighed. *“God will provide for them,” she said.

“ Oh, that’s very fine, and true, of course ; but girls without good
fortunes have a bad chance of getting well married. Men won't think
of anyone that is not able to help them on in their career.”

“'Tis too soon for us to assume the rdls of match-making mothers,”
said Mrs. Wyndill. “I am not uneasy about my little Ettie yet.”

‘‘Mrs. Hassett evidently relishes the first part of St. Paul’s sentence,”
said her husband, laughing. ¢‘She is satisfied that in marrying her
daughter she is doing well, and doesn’t want to do better. It is very
complimentary to my sex. But, Mrs. Gale, was there no trace of the
orphan son of Charles Butler ?”’

“ There was no one interested in him,’” she answered, ‘‘but the old
friar who used to say he married his father and mother. He was very
eccentric, I believe; as much a pilgrim as a friar. He lived in the
old abbey of Innistubber; he had a cell opening on the graveyard,
and they said he was very holy. The country people had great faith
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in his prayers. Young Moylan, as he was called, used to be constantly
with him, and was there alone with him when the old man died. The
boy was about sixteen years of age then. It was said he had one inter-
view with his grandfather, who happened to be here at the time, and
that he would have taken him up if he became & Protestant. He was
a bigoted old gentleman. But it seems they did not agree, for the
boy went away and was heard of no more. The earl was greatly in-
censed about the prophecy.”

‘ Whose was the prophecy ?”

‘“Father Ambrose’s. He was a poet as well as a prophet; he
used to repeat it in all the farm-houses he lodged in, and had it
written on a piece of paper, and wafered on the wall of his cell.”

‘“And the boy took it, I suppose, if it were connected with his
story.”

“Yes, it related to him, but he did not take it ; it remained there
for some time, until Lord Rathmoylan heard of it. He went there one
day alone, and some islanders, who had the curiosity to watch him,
went into the cell after he left, and found the prophecy was gone.”

“ How did it run ?”

“That the boy or his posterity would come in for their rightful in-
heritance. The words are these :—

“ When right sees light, Maud Morley’s blood
Shall run in the heirs of Rathmoylan Wood ;
The seed shall live though the flowers decay,
And right sees light in a coming day.

“ Maud Morley was the name of the girl; Father Ambrose wanted
to have her buried with Charles Butler, but it would mnot be
allowed. He then had her grave dug close to the Rathmoylan
tomb, and cursed anyone who should disturb her remains. There are
many stories connected with the family, but this one has the greatest
hold on the people’s mind, because of the prophecy.”

“Did neither of Charles Butler's brothers do anything for the
unfortunate boy ?” asked Mr. Wyndill.

“1 never heard they did I believe he left the country altogether
after the friar's death.”

¢ Oh, what was to be done ?” said Mrs. Hasset; ‘‘they couldn’t ac-
knowledge such a person, and one like him clings on so persistently if
he get any encouragement. Better put your foot on such a thing at
onoce.”

¢ But the chances are the father was rightly married,” said Mr.
Wiyndill. ¢ Of course it would not be legal if only the friar performed
the ceremony ; but it was hard on the poor boy.”

¢ Likely the brothers only thought of themselves,” observed Mrs.
‘Wyndill, “ and divided Benjamin’s portion between them.”

“Well, I take practical views,” answered Mrs. Hassett, ‘and I
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think it would be rather a hardship to see the Rathmoylan money go-
ing to Maud Morley’s son. The idea of his having a marriage of
any kind with such a person! It couldn’t be tolerated.”

“I don't know on earth where you got your worldly nature,
Carrie,” said Mrs. Wyndill; ‘it makes one melancholy to listen to
you; you don’t look to the good or the evil of anything, but only to
the appearance it will have in the eyes of the world.”

¢“Oh, you have everything you want,” answered Mrs. Hassett ;
‘¢ you need not struggle for a place in the world ; if you were the wife
of a professional man, you would know the difference. 'Tis no easy
thing to make five hundred a year appear as if it were a thousand.”

“I would not attempt it,” said Mrs. Wyndill, as she sat beside
Mrs. Ormsby, in one of the deep windows looking out on the river.
¢ How handsome Sydney is growing,” she said in a low tone, as the
children entered, “she is the flower of the Castleishen flock.”

¢ She is growing up,” said the mother, slowly.

%< And she is such a sweet-mannered girl ; you must have taken
great pains with her, Helen, to have her so well-educated without the
aid of any other teacher.”

“I wish she had more advantages,” said Mrs. Ormsby, sighing ;
“I'm afraid I am but a poor teacher of accomplishments. I should like
to have her well-instructed ; an education is an independence.”

“There is no fear of S8ydney’s future ; she will be good and lovely,”
answered Mrs. Wyndill.

¢ According to Carrie no one wants poor people, Winnie. Her
worldly wisdom and that old tragic story have somehow saddened me.
That poor boy lost in the world’s wilds, you may say ; the father gone
first, like Sydney’s—then the mother : it set me thinking what would
become of her if I died.”

“But you are not going to die, Helen. If one were to grieve for
unhappy possibilities, no one would be tranquil for a moment. God
is directing our lives; we are blind and cannot see where the path
leads in which we walk. Disappointments often prove to be blessings
in disguise. I want to have a quiet talk with you when I can get
an opportunity.” :

OHAPTER VIL.
A QUIET TALK.

Tue sinking sun was burnishing the tree-tops, and throwing lines of
light across the broad bosom of the river, when the party turned their
steps homewards. Even though the salt be forgotten, the ants creep
about your legs, your best boots be scraped by brambles, the tea
be smoked, and a shower of rain comes down, what well-served
dinner, handed about by gloved lackeys, equals the enjoyment of a
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picnic in the green wood, beside the rush of running waters? Isthere
any sentient being under twenty, so perverted in his instincts as to
prefer the cushioned ease of the dining-room? Is there anyone over
twenty, retaining his vitality and capacity for enjoying other pleasures
beside gastronomic ones, who does not relish one vagabond day,
remote from the awful decorum of civilisation, and eat his sandwich,
and drink his cold punch with a stimulated appetite—face to face
with nature ? 'Who remembers dinner-parties ?—who forgets picnics ?

When the party arrived at the gate leading up to the Hut, Mrs.
Wyndill said she wanted no further dinner, and would go in for an
hour with Mrs. Ormsby ; they would both walk up across the fields by-
and-by for their tea—let Sydney go on with the young people. The
pony-trap, which was brought to pick up any weary wayfarers, was on
before filled with children, and a servant drove Geoff's bath-chair,
“Very well, but don’t be late, Winnie, or I’ll come and fetch you,”
said Mr. Wyndill,

Mrs. Hassett had a certain undefined jealousy of her sister’s affec-
tion for the widow. She herself never cared for her at any time; the
fact of her misfortunes was quite sufficient to check her affections;
though, indeed, it is to be questioned whether Mrs. Hasset had any
capacity for affection at all. She would lead an inaccurate observer
of human nature to believe that she was a devoted wife and mother;
but, as a matter of fact, husband and children were only so much
material with which to build her fashionable fortress. She never
brooded with maternal tenderness over the personalities, the child-
natures, the fresh, immortal souls of herlittle ones; she recognised no
distinctive characteristics, no significant traits, no tiny impulses that
indicated the future man or woman; they were all merely more or
lees troublesome, more or less good-looking; and her one thought
about them was to see them in a position that would reflect honour on
herself. As to their souls, and the possible effect of the world, the
flesh, and the devil on them, she took it for granted they would con-
duct themselves properly, and have an excellent time of it hereafter.
Who could fancy a pretty girl in the best society, dressed in soft tulle,
and adorned with lilies, deserving of reprobation? Or a handsome,
frank young fellow, with white gloves on his hands, and a bouquet in
his button-hole? One naturally associates the lower regions with the
back slums, where pickpockets and poverty most do congregate; and
certainly eternity was a subject that never caused Mrs. Hassett any
spiritual discomfort.

Mrs. Hassett, as I have said, differed from her sister, and took
her own views of Mrs. Ormsby. She liked to consider her as some-
thing of a dependent—a position which was quite ideal. The widow
paid her rent with punctuality, and the many little things which were
sent to her from Castleishen might have been sent to any wealthy
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neighbour with whom they liked to keep on friendly relations. Mrs.
Hassett, however, could not believe but that she was rather a drag on
her parents; which was only to be tolerated because of her use to
them in their old age. And truly Mrs. Ormsby gave them the love
and devotion of a daughter, as their unvarying affection deserved.

Mrs. Hassett had not been to Castleishen for a couple of years
before this family gathering, consequently was not prepared for the
change they made in Sydney. ‘I suppose we shall have Eustace
falling in love with that penniless girl,”” she remarked to Mrs.
Wyndill. ¢TIt is a great mistake to have a girl like that just at your
door, with an idle young man hanging about; they will think it their
bounden duty to be sentimental.”

« Eustace is anything but an idle young man,” said Mrs. Wyndall.
¢ Arthur is greatly pleased with him; and he looks on Sydney as if
she were his sister.”

“Oh, we know how that sort of brotherly love turns out,” said
Mrs. Hassett. ‘I don’t believe in those platonic affections. What a
nice thing it would be if he got into any entanglement! He will find
it hard enough to get on even with Arthur’s patronage; if he have
sense, there is no fear but he can make a desirable marriage, he is
so goodleoking. I wonder what will Helen do with the girl—educate
her for a governess, I suppose ?”’

“T hope there will be no occasion to send the poor child out to
earn her bread,” said Mrs. Wyndill, moving away; ‘ and °sufficient
for the day is the evil thereof.’”’

After all the others had passed on to Castleishen, Mrs. Wyndill and
Mrs. Ormsby entered the Hut, Nellie put on the kettle immediately to
prepare a cup of tea for them. The widow drew a little table to the
end window, and the friends sat down with a pleasant sensation of
rest.

* How peaceful it is here, Helen,” said Mrs. Wyndill, looking out
on the waterfall. ¢ No wonder your face has remained so serene.”

T have had an untroubled life here for all those years, a very
untroubled life, thank God. My child made all my happiness. But
she is no longer a child, Winnie.”

¢ No, but changing into a lovely girl, Helen. That is nothing to
sigh for.”

“Do you know,”’—Mrs. Ormsby's eyes filling with tears,—‘some-
times I wish she were not so remarkable-looking. Everyone is be-
ginning to speak of her. If she have to earn her bread, Winnie, it
will be no advantage ; and I suppose she must. S8he will have nothing
when I am gone.”

¢ Dear Helen, it is God who will provide for her, and not you. Do
you think He loves her less than you do? But, indeed, I know it
requires a wonderful faith fo keep a mother’s heart untroubled,”
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¢¢ Oh, dear Winnie, it does ; a divine faith. I tremble when I think
of my innocent S8yduney, alone and poor in a wicked world ; and you
will be so far away. Not that I feel any symptoms of decay yet,”’ she
added, trying to smile.

¢ Dearest Helen, that is what I want to speak to you about to-night.
You are to make your mind easy about S8ydney. If you died this
moment, she would be as one of my children. I think you would trust
her to me. But you are not going to die, please God, but to live to
seo her happily provided for.”

¢ Indeed, I would trust my darling to you, Winnie. I know you
would do your best for her; and, with the help of God, I will be
spared. But sometimes I get disheartened, thinking will she always
be content here. Woman-like, I speculate on a marriage for her.
And if she be here year after year, Winnie, she will have a bad
chance.”

“But she won’t be here, Helen. That is one of my plans.
Arthur and I have talked it all over, and he desired me to get your
promise to come out to us for a long visit, when she has finished her
education. You know,” she continued, smiling, ‘““it will make
Government House additionally attractive to have a nice girl in it.”

The tears rolled down the widow’s cheeks, but she was not able
to .

¢ Bydney is well instructed,” said Mrs. Wyndill. *It would be
well now if you could manage to give her the next two years at school,
just to polish the setting of the jewel, Helen. Would you be able to
do it? Arthur told me that—that—you wouldn’t mind letting an
old friend like him do something for his pet, and—"

T pray to God to bless you and him,” said Mrs. Ormsby; ¢ but I
have the money, dearest ; I have saved almost a hundred pounds.”

““ Well, I won’t press his request. I know how independent you
are. But do the best you can for Sydney for the next couple of years.
And then you will come out to us; and shan’t we be happy together ?
Isn’t it the best thing, Helen ?”

“ My dearest Winnie, it is a beautiful, a blessed hope for my girl.
I don’t know what to say to you. I used to think of her living on
here till her youth were over, perhaps; then I'd picture my own
death and her utter desolation.”

“Well, Helen, that is the way we worry ourselves about things
that may never come topass. It is not to-day that grieves us so much
as the possibilities of to-morrow. We never know by what means
our Lord shapes our fortunes. Am I not an example of it myself ?
He saves us almost in spite of us. I don’t think,” she continued, ¢I
would have the heart to take you away from father and mother, only
that George is to sell out and come home. No one can ever replace
you: you were better to them than any child they had; still, when
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George and his wife are with them, and Geoff, they won’t miss
much; we owe you undying gratitude for your attention to
them.”

“Iwould be heartless, indeed, if I did not give them the love and
duty of a child,” said Mrs. Ormsby. ‘Only for them and Father
Moran, how could I have managed, or where should I be to-day ?”

They continued talking so earnestly that the hours passed by un-
noticed, and they were only waked to a consciousness of time by the
merry laughter of children outside the door, and in a moment Mr..
‘Wyndill entered.

“Is it not a nice thing for a man to have to look for his wife at
this time of the night ?”’ he said. *‘I have not brought you back your
daughter, Mrs. Ormsby ; she and some of the young ones are gone
down to have a look at Poulanass.”

“T never thought it was solate,” said Mrs. Wyndill. ‘ Helen and
I were in such a profound conversation.”

“Well, T hope you have séttled what we were speaking about.”

“Oh, yes; we have arranged everything beautifully. Have we
not, Helen ?"”

The widow clasped her old friend’s hand, and with tearful eyes
attempted to thank him.

¢ No thanks, no thanks,” he said. ¢ Winnie and I flattered our-
selves that you would like to pay us a visit, and see the happiness
you had a hand in bringing about. It will be best for S8ydney ; she.
will be brought out properly. You and my little wife can relieve each
other matronising.”

It is a great blessing for my girl,” said the widow, in a broken
voice. ‘I can now look forward to her future without dread.”

“ Have no fear about her future,” he said. ‘Leave it to God, and
to us; be assured that we will look after her as if she were our own
child.”

The children returned from thewaterfall, and the friends separated
for the night.

Mrs. Ormsby retired to rest, but not to sleep. She was too ex-
cited by the evening’s conversation. The load that was beginning to
weigh on her heart for the past year was suddenly lifted away. A
bright future lay before her girl; there was no more fear of her. She
had the promise of her true friends, who not alone had the will, but
the way to serve her. She calculated about ways and means, how
much it would cost to educate Sydney for the next two years. Two
years would be quite sufficient for further mental development, and
for the acquirement of some accomplishments. She would then be
more than seventeen and fit to take her place in her little
world. When the two years were past, all would be well; but
she would have to be very saving to try and make ends meet. School
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bills, like all bills, swell up into unexpected praportions ; then an out-
fit for foreign lands would cost something considerable; everything
together would require a good deal of money. But with a emile upon her
lips, the mother fell asleep, and dreamed that they had arrived abroad;
that her darling was happily married to another and younger Arthur;
that after the wedding she went and knelt beside her husband’s grave,
under the tall palm-trees; that he came to her in shining robes, with
eyes more blue and beautiful than ever, and they floated out upon the
starry deeps, which the smile of God lighted with a strange celestial
dour.

In a few days the Wyndills and Hassitts left Castleishen with
Eustace ; Captain M‘Mahon, his wife, and Geoffry were to remain fora
month longer. The old man’s health prevented him from taking any
active part in the management of the property: so the son and heir
had many things to regulate.

‘When the month was up, Geoff and his parents left Castleishen
also ; and a more than its wonted silence fell upon it. Sydney, the
only young life remaining, pined a little after her glad, young com-
panions, and wandered sadly about, paining her mother by the sorrow-
ful expression of her face. How earnestly she thanked God that she
would not be always left alone, but would have her lines cast in
pleasant places by-and-by.

When the stimulating preeence of his children and their little ones
was taken away, the old man began visibly to decline. He did not
suffer much, but dozed quietly in his arm-chair, and soon it became
apparent to his watchful attendants that the shadow of death was
upon him. He got an attack of his old enemy, acute-rhoumatism but
got over it again, and was able to sit up. Then he got a slight cold,
and sunk rapidly.

Of all his children, Eustace alone was with him. Mrs. Hassett was
1aid up with bronchitis, and was unable to return. He lay one after-
noon with his head resting against his son’s shoulder,

An itinerant troop of players had come to Lisduff that morning. He
had always patronised those poor, hard-worked wanderers, and said
now when someone happened to mention them: ‘‘ Are you going to
hear them, my dear? Sydney would like it. Itis a charity to help the
poor people.”

“ Not this time, father,” replied Eustace; ‘ we would not think of
going while you are so ill.”

“That’s true, my boy, I forgot ; I shall feel better when summer
comes.”

¢ Father,” said Eustace, after a pause, ‘‘summer is a long time
away.”

The old man shook his head, for the first time fully realising he
was near his end. “Yes,” he said, ‘‘summer is a long time away;

Vo. x., No. 105. 11
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and I won't be sorry to be with my God.” His mind wandered back
to old times. ‘There was a circus in Lisduff the night you were born,
Eustace,” ho said. ‘¢ Iremember the lights and music. I was passing
through the town ; I rode twenty miles that eveningin two hours, but
I had a good horse—the best one ever I crossed ;—a brown mare. I
wasn't a bad rider in my day, boy.”

Enstace talked to him about horses, a subject always interesting to
him ; and he dozed again after a while. He suffered a good deal that
night; his old friend, Father Moran, hardly ever left him. Towards
morning he grew more composed, but the next day, about three o’clock,
he passed quietly away.

He had lived the life of a just man and a merciful one. He had
never put out a hearth-fire, or given a hard word to the poor, and he
left behind him the name of having been one of God’s noblest works,
—an honest man.

After the funeral Eustace returned to his studies. It was expected
that Captain MacMahon would have come to reside permanently at
Castleishen’; but his plans were broken up by the delicacy of Geoff, who
was ordered to Italy.

The question of Mrs. MacMahon’s going to reside with Mrs.
Hassett was considered ; but as she rather shrank from the idea, and
as Eustace said decidedly : ‘‘the racket would kill you, mother,” it
was settled that she would remain as she was, for the remaining
yeoars of her life.

It was a natural arrangement that Mrs. Ormsby and Sydney should
remain with Mrs. MacMahon in her lonely widowhood. 8he would
be too desolate left alone; her husband’s death had given her a
great shock ; they had been deeply attached all through their lives ;
their children had come and gone; still while they had each other
they were happy and oontent; and now that they were separated,
she felt as if all things in which she had a part had passed away
with him. Nellie was left in the Hut to keep order as of yore, and
ocontinue her housewifely occupations.

The winter wore slowly on; Mrs. Hassett paid a flying visit ; Eus-
tace came for three weeks, and brought the smile more frequently to
his mother's face. She got a severe cold about the end of winter, and
before the spring softened into summer she was laid beside her hus-
band in the Castleishen tomb,

(Zo be continued.)
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A FLICKERING FLAME,

“ TYYING !” mother, ““dying!” was that the word they said ?

I thought I heard them whisper it last night around my bed,—
‘Whisper it softly, sadly, when they thought I did not hear;
And I saw your cheek grow white, mother, and you wiped away a tear.

And your tears are starting fresh, mother ;—oh, yes, it must be so;
My short, glad days of childhood, then, are numbered here below.
*Tis sad, sweet mother, oh ! how sad! to go so soon away

From you and all I love so well, this brightly shining May.

Last year we gathered flowers, mother, that in the wildwood grow,
‘We played about the merry fields in evening’s sunset glow,

‘We listened to the murmuring brook and heard the young birds sing—
It all has seemed a sweet, sad dream to me, this weary spring.

For through the long and lonely months I've lain so helpless here,
The sighing winds from out the wold for ever in my ear,

And silent, ghostly snowflakes falling thickly on the ground,

And wrapping, as in winding-sheet, my dear dead flowers around,

How eagerly I waited for the summer sun again

To melt away the dreary snow, and the frost from off the pane;

I thought the glowing summer time would set me free once more,
To wander through the meadows with my playmates, as of yore.

And now ’tis here again, mother, and its blithe and sunny smile
Has given to many drooping things the life they lost awhile ;
But for me it bears no life, mother, it cannot melt for me

The winding sheet it melted from flower and from tree.

For I fear I'm growing weaker as the days grow long and bright ;
My breath is coming quicker, and I may not live the night.

Oh'! raise me to the casement—1I long to see the sky,

And look upon the budding flowers once more before I die.

Oh! that breath of evening air, mother, that breath of evening air,
It plays around my burning brow, like breath of angel’s prayer ;
Its fragrance brings the memory back of scenes I loved so well,
To which, alas| I now must bid a long, a last farewell.

And yonder, mother, yonder—oh! gee the gray church tower,
Casting its long dark shadows on the graveyard's willow bower ;
Oh! calm, calm place of resting beneath the willow’s shade ;
*Tis there, my mother, is it not ? ’tis there I’m to be laid.

B aw
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I'll not be far away from you, and you can come to pray,

By your little Allie’s shady grave at close of every day;

And I shall hear you come, mother, I'll know your gentle tread,
And feel your loving presence as you pray above my head.

Nay, weep not, mother dearest, oh! weep not so for me,
Remember what you taught me long ago beside your knee :—
How we all, one day, shall meet again, in a brighter world above,
To be evermore united in a full and endless love.

Draw me closer to you, mother ; 1 have not long to stay,

But I always will be with you, though you think I'm far away.

Kiss me once again, my mother, ere you lay me down to rest,

For my limbs are cold and weary and a weight is on my breast.

* . * . *

Ah! yes, indeed, dear tender child, your little limbs are chill—

Flow on, fond tears of motherhood! your Allie’s voice is still.
W.J. M.

JOTTINGS IN LANCASHIRE.
BY ROSA MULHOLLAND.

III.

AL over Lancashire we find interesting traces of the old Catholic
days, when pious and beautiful festivals were kept by the people, in
honour of religion ; and quaint customs remain from which the holy and
tender meaning has long departed. For instance, at Bury, a day of
great feasting and rejoicing is kept in mid-Lent, and goes by the name
of Mothering Sunday. The people come from far and near to visit
their friends at Bury, and are entertained with * Simnel Cakes ” and
ale. The shop windows are full of a particular kind of tempting cake,
well sugared on the top, and made in every size, and these are the
¢« Simnel Cakes’ for which the day is famous. At New Church and
Haslingden another dainty is provided for this especial day, called a
fag pie (fig pie), in which figs and bacon are mingled in the most
extraordinary manner. The mulled ale, which is the favourite drink
for the occasion, is ale heated, sweetened, and spiced, but |sometimes
egg-flip is preferred in its place. At Eccles the chosen beverage is
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braggot, which is ale mulled with eggs and spices, and there Mother-
ing Sunday is known as Braggot Sunday. The custom of drinking
braggot seems to be an old one, for Chaucer says :—

“ Her mouth was sweet as bracket, or the nieth or hord of apples
Laid in hey or betb.”

In ancient times it was the practice of the Catholic forefathers of
these braggot-drinkers to come from a distance to visit the church
where they had been taught when young, and there to pray and ask
the blessing of the Mother of Christ. After the visit to church, small
presents were exchanged amonyg friends and members of families;
children made offerings to their parents of a small sum of money
which they had saved up for the purpose, a trinket, or some eatable
dainty ; and parents prepared a Simnel Cake to divide among their
children. In Yorkshire, a dish called ‘ Furmety,” made of unground
wheat boiled in milk, sweetened and spiced, was a very usual treat for
this occasion. The following lines, quoted from Brand, suggests the
old meaning of Mothering Sunday :—

“I'll to thee a Simnel bring
’Gainst thou goest a-Mothering ;

So that when she bleeseth thee
Half that blessing thou'lt give me!”

A pretty old custom, still preserved in the villages near Bury, is
that of the Rush-bearing. In olden times, when there were neither
boards nor flags to be had, the floors of the churches were strewn with
rushes, and the bringing in of the new rushes came to be regarded as
a periodical festival. Great ingenuity was shown in the weaving of
the rush-cart, which was drawn about the streets and to the church
door by the villagers in their holiday attire. The rush-cart requires
time and skill for its construction. It is a high cart built all of rushes,
rising in a peak, and formed like the roof of a house, the gable being
to the front, and the whole superstructure sloping down over the
wheels, the edges beautifully ocut and olosely shaven, and a tri-
angular space in front decorated with rosettes and streamers of
ribbon, tinsel ornaments, and sometimes even watches. The top is
surmounted by a banner, held by a small boy who sits astride of all.
The whole is drawn by thirty or forty men, who walk two-and-two
carrying high above their heads poles, to which the rush-cart is attached,
and half a dozen bells are jingling from every pole. The young men
in the procession are gaily dressed, in straw hats with light-blue rib-
bons, white shirts tied with many-coloured streamers, brilliant hand-
kerchiefs worn as sashes, and more gay ribbons below the knee. A
band of musicians, also showily dressed, march in front preceded by
a gay new banner with some quaint device, and by the fool of the
village mounted on a donkey, and attired in absurd trappings, generally
a searlet hunting-coat, cocked hat, hunting-boots, and a sword in his

-
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hand. The procession is flanked by ten or twelve countrymen, as
bravely decked out as the rest, each carrying a new cart-whip, which
he plies lustily about as he walks, cracking it to the time of the music.
Of late, horses instead of men draw the rush-cart, and, as there is no
longer need of them in church or chapel, the rushes are sold after the
festival is over. ‘

The footprints of the persecuted Catholic religion are to be seen
all over Lancashire, and in past evil days the fidelity to the faith of
the ladies of the county was especially conspicuous. We find them
frequently described in Government reports as * obstinate recusants
and harbourers of seminarists;”’ and, in truth, they were always ready
to run risks in order to provide food and shelter for persecuted priests,
being often the only persons in & household who knew of the fact that
a clergyman was concealed within the walls. When he was obliged
to fly from the shelter of their roof, they followed him with their help
and protection to the lowly cottage or lonely wood in which he had
concealed himself, and even to his prison they nobly made their way,
supplying the necessaries of life which were denied him by his foes.

Even the walls of many of the old Lancashire mansions bear witness
to the piety of their early inhabitants, as, for instance, in the case of
Speke Hall (seven miles south of Liverpool, on the banks of the
Mersey), where we find inscribed on the wainscoting of the great
hall :

o«

¢¢Slepe not till ye hathe well considered

How thoue hast spent the day past ;

If thoue hast well done thank God, If

Otherways repent ye.”

And in the dining-room :—
Wage vebearen § 7% Ahove all hings |
Speke Hull is one of the most perfect specimens of an ancient

timbered house now existing, is furnished to correspond with its style
and age, and retains all the features of an old Elizabethan mansion.
‘We know not exactly when it was first built, but it was restored in
the days of Queen Elizabeth. It is surrounded by a moat; gigantic
yews shed their gloom over an antique court ; the old Hall is decorated
with a wainscot mantelpiece, brought from Edinburgh Castle after the
victory at Flodden Field, and here 8ir William Norris brought, as
spoil, part of the Scotch king’s library from Holyrood House. The
Norris family resided at Speke for many generations before the battle
of Flodden Field, in 1513, and adhered long to the Faith, hiding-
places for priests being still found in the house, and a subterranean
passage with access to the shore. Ultimately the family became
Protestant to secure the estates, and, in 1692, we find them denouncing
the ¢ Papists.” In the eighteenth century the male line failed, and
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Speke went to Mary, heiress of the house and estates, who became
Lady Sydney Beauclerk. Of this Lady Dr. Johnson remarks, that she
had “no notion of a joke, and had a mighty unpliable understanding.”
Her son, Topham Beauclerk, was the friend of Johnson, Goldsmith,
and Reynolds; and his son sold the estates, in 1797, for seven thousand
pounds. The purchaser was Mr. Richard Wyatt, a successful West
India merchant, whose story is as interesting, in its own way, as that
of his aristocratic predecessors. As a poor lad he had worked under
one James Dimocke, who hired out the only vehicle which at that time
was to be had in Liverpool. Through the kindness of Dimocke, Wyatt
got some schooling and made his way to Jamaica, where he amassed
an enormous fortune. Returning to his native land, he sought out
and settled money upon Dimocke’s surviving daughters; and Mies
‘Wyatt, a descendant of the worthy Jamaica merchant is, at present,
in possession of the Speke estates.

Another most interesting ancient house, now fast decaying, is old
Lydiate Hall, about ten miles from Liverpool, and the property of Mr.
Weld-Blundell, of Ince. From the Domesday record it appears that
“Uctred held Leiate. There are 6 bovates of land, and a wood, 1
league long and 2 furlongs broad. It was worth 64 pence.” Lea
means a pasture, ate a gate, and hence the name which was later
changed to Lydiate. The Norman conquest displaced many ancient
Saxon proprietors, and the Conqueror granted Lydiate to Roger de
Poitou. Thefounders of the Hall were Laurence Ireland, and his wife,
Katherine Blundell, of the Blundells of Crosby. The date of the oldest
part of the Hall is unknown; but, in 1451, Laurence, its owner, built
the later-erected portions of the house. After many changes it came
into the hands of the always Catholic Blundells of Ince, by the death of
8ir Francis Anderton, in 1760. In latter days it has been used partly
as a farm-house, and partly asa residence for the priest of the district.
It is thus described, by one who knows it well, in a recently published
and most interesting work :—

‘¢ Lying a field’s breadth from the road, and sheltered from the weet
by fine avenues of lime-trees, it is an object of interest to the wayfarer

. Constructed of oaken timber, framed in perpendicular, horizontal
and angular lines, and arranged in quatrefoil and other psttems
The interstices are filled in with daub (composed of clay aud straw or
rushes), and covered with plaster, producing, with the gables and their
hip-knobs, a picturesque combindtion of forms. . . . Above the porch
are three roses, red and white, with foliage, and a parti-coloured rose
in the centre, pointing to the date of the building of the porch, com-
paratively new, soon after the disastrous wars of the rival houses of

@ «Lydiate Hall and its Associations.” By the Rev. Thomas Ellison Gibson, Priest
of Our Lady’s Ohurch at Lydiate.
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Lancaster and York. The only windows in front, coeval with the
building, are the lower range of diamond lights, secured with lead.
which lighted that side of the ancient hall. . . . The original plan of
the building was a quadrangle, with a court enclosure. Thisis evident
from the traces that remain of the junction of the wings. . . . The
oldest portion was the front, containing the principal apartments,
built of stone, and surrounded by a moat.” .

This finest part of the Hall was swept away to furnish materials for
a stable for the farmer, John Rimmer, who became tenant of the noble
but fallen old dwelling in 1779. The then owner, Mr. Henry Blundell
(who was a munificent patron of the fine arts) gave a reluctant per-
mission to demolish so much that was picturesque and interesting, and
now there is no trace of the principal front of the Hall. Speaking of
the interior, our author tells us of double oaken doors, on which a
modern burglar might employ his centre-bit in vain; of ceilings sup-
ported by heavy rafters, and walls wainscoted in oak; of doorways
surmounted by magnificent antlers ; of a ruined chapel, and of ancient
staircases, one of which is guarded by a curious figure of 8t. Katherine,
virgin and martyr, with sword in her right hand, and wheel broken
away; and by a quaint representation of the Visitation of the Blessed
Virgin, of great antiquity. The great Hall, which still preserves traces
of magnificence of design and rich ornamentation, in the carvings of
walls wainscoted with two heights of panels, and in windows which are &
continuous line of narrow diamond panes, has been divided by a modern
partition into kitchen, lobby, and buttery, for the accommodation of the
farmer's family, who for more than a hundred years have followed
their simple avocations under carven canopies, and surrounded by
foliage mouldings, armorial devices, ingeniously wrought initials of
long-dead men, &c. Of late the old mansion seems to have become
too dilapidated even for its modern tenants; and, as the fate of the
ancient Hall is doubtful, no repairs are being made.

Perhaps the most interesting part of all is that most fallen to decay,
the chapel where, in*heavy days for the faithful, they gathered together
to assist at the holy Mass. When alterations were being made here,
in 1841, it was found necessary to remove the chimney of spacious
dimensions rising from the Hall below; and a curiously contrived
hiding-place was disoovered in it, concealed by a sliding panel. In
the south wing of the house another hiding-place was discovered, in
1863, acoessible by means of the rafters. A small chamber, ten feet
by four, was laid bare by alterations going on in the roof, and some
young people found in it a fowl-bone, which they carried away as a
relic of the solitary meal of some long-forgotten, persecuted Lydiate
priest. In like manner, an old farm-house, half a mile from the Hall,
on being pulled down, was seen to contain a small room under the
thatch, evidently made for and used as a hiding-place. In it were
found an old chair and a religious book. ,
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A pewter chalice and paten are still preserved at the Hall, belong-
ing to the time of the persecutions, when they were used, as being lees
likely to excite the cupidity of the pursuivants. In 1584, an informant
writes:  They have such privie places to hide their massing tromprie,
that hardlie it can be found ; they have to themselves often Mass,
and now, because Bir George Carey and his s’'vants have so often taken
from them their silver chalices, they have provided chalices of tynn.”

The neighbourhood around Lydiate is not only rich in Catholic
traditions, but is actually peopled at present with Catholio
inhabitants, owing to the goodness of the ancient Blundell
families, who never fell away from the Faith, and always gathered
their poor around them, treating them with fostering protection and
generous care. Walking from Waterloo, a modern fashionable seaside
outlet of Liverpool, one arrives first at Great Crosby, an ordinary
thriving little town, with some ancient houses ; further on one comes
to Little Crosby, a quaint, and entirely Oatholic village, with a vener-
able croes of dark red-stone, standing from time immemorial among
the diamond-paned cottages, and, finally, about a mile deeper into the
inland country, one passes through the more rural, and scattered, and
equally Catholic village of Ince, close to the gates of Inoce-Blundell
Hall, backed by dark thick woods, and flanked by wide flat fields,
dotted here and there by farms and homesteads, and with a picturesque
windmill or two upon the higher grounds. The landscape is hardly
beautiful, but there is a width of plain and firmament, an air of peace,
a certain simple and tender poetry in the very tameness of the scene.
Here, at Ince and Crosby, have been seated, from the earliest times,
two Catholic families of the name of Blundell, no way related to each
other, occupying the same ‘social position, and bound together by old
friendship and social intercourse. It has been suggested that Blondell,
the French minstrel who sought through England for Richard Coeur
de Lion, and found him by means of his sweet music, may have been
the original founder of both families. However that may be, the name
sprang up about the eleventh or twelfth century in England, and has
always been identified with the ancient faith. The estates of the
Blundells of Ince have passed from father to son for a period of six
hundred years; until quite lately, when the male line having failed,
the property was willed to Mr. Weld-Blundell by the late Mr. Charles
Blundell of Ince. A member of the other family of the same name
seated at Orosby, has left some very interesting records of troubled
times. Our authority says:—

“The diary of Nicholas Blundell, Esquire, of Crosby (1701-28)
furnishes an interesting picture of the ordinary life of a Catholic
squire during the first quarter of the last century. His occupations
and recreations from day to day are detailed with scrupulous exactitude
and show him to have been an active, kind, and religious man. His
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tenantry benefited by his presence amongst them. Their interests,
spiritual and temporal, were well cared for, and he afforded them
opportunities of innocent amusement, in & manner and to an extent
totally unknown in these times. When sick he visited them at their
cottages, provided them with the consolations of religion, and often
sent his carriage to convey the dead to the place of interment.”

Mr. Nicholas Blundell was evidently a social man, and much liked
by his Protestant neighbours, who, far from informing upon him,
seem to have done their best to shelter him from annoyance. That
they could not always succeed in this is plain from some of his entries,
a8 where he says :—

“Nov. 13. This house was twice searched by some foot as come
from Liverpool. I think the party were about 26.

““Nov. 16. I set in a straight place for a fat man. -

And again:—

“ My house searched for myself, horses and arms, by Edd. Willoby,
Esq., Lieut. Tomp. Ounce. the high constable,—they seized 2 of my
coach horses, (Jock and Robin;) they are to be sent to them to-
morrow.”

Other entries of 1708 show the terms on which heli ved with his
neighbours of a different religion.

** May 16. Mr. Plumb sent an express to give me notice concerning
an information made against Mr. Blundell, of Ince, by Parson Ellison.
I went to Ince to acquaint Mr. Blundell therewith, and writ from
thence to Mr. Plumb. July 19th, I went to Ormskirk sessions, where
Mr. Molyneux of Bold, Mr. Trafford, Mr. Harrington, I, &c., compounded
to prevent conviction. We appeared in court before Sir Thomas
Stanley, Dr. Norris, and Mr. Cate, allJ.P.s. We Catholics that got our
convictions dined together at Richd. Woodses. After dinner we went
to the new Club-house, and thence back to Richd. Wood’s and drunk
punch with Sir Thos. Stanley.”

The above is rather amusing. The Protestant justices were evi-
dently friendly to the Catholic culprits, and probably ashamed of the
degradation to which they were obliged to subject their friends. Sir
Thomas Stanley was owner of Cross Hall, near Ormskirk, and father
of the first Earl of Derby of that stock.

One note in Mr. Nicholas Blundell’s diary refers to a pretty old
English midsummer custom. ‘I went,” he says (July 24, 1707), ¢ to
the flowering of Ince Cross with Mr. Blundell” (his neighbour and
namesake). In July, probably, the wealth of their gardens was
brought with ceremony by rich and poor to decorate the Symbol of
the Faith, sure to be found occupying a prominent place in the village.
The old Cross of Ince is still standing, but we doubt if the beautiful
midsummer festival is still held in its honour. It is evident that the
Protestant neighbours winked at this pretty custom, and did not in-
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form on heir genial friend for mixing in the holiday gathering of

villagers, and sending some of the choicest blooms of his garden to
decorate the Cross. In many ways he was much better off than his
ancestor, who, in 1629, was fined £2000 for making a burialeground
for his tepants within his own park, they having been refused inte:-
ment at the neighbouring church of Sefton. In the diary of Mr.
Nicholas Blundell are found many notes of interesting local events, as
for instance, when he states, on the 31st of August, 1715, that he hus
just been to see the opening of the new dock, and beheld the first
vessel 8ail into it. This good man died in 1736, and was the last male
of his line, His daughter married Henry Pippard, Esq., of Drogheda,
and from her are descended the present Blundells of Crosby.

To return to old Lydiate Hall. It is a thousand pities that such &
noble old dwelling, so closely associated with ancient Catholic times,
should be allowed to moulder to decay. We cannot do better than
conclude this rude sketch of a few of the interesting features of
Lancashire with another bit of description of the interior of the house
and its surroundings, taken from the author whose valuable book
we have so freely made use of :

‘ The slating of the centre portion of the house was renewed in
1865, and added much to the comfort of the resident priest. Before
that rain had pretty free ingress. When the oaken rafters were laid
bare on this occasion it was remarked that they were sound enough to
last another century.

¢“At the period of its construction it is probable that there was
much wood in Lydiate itself, but the neighbouring township of Altcar
maust have furnished a still more abundant supply. There is evidence
of the existence formerly of extensive forests in the number of oak-
roots still visible in the dykes. These roots crop up occasionally to
the surface of the land, and when the plough comes in contact with
them the spot is carefully marked out that they may be removed at
leisure. To such an extent have these roote been extracted from the
soil, that on visiting a farm-house in this locality a large oaken balk
may generally be seen upon the fire. The writer has been informed
by Thomas Haskayne, of Gore Houses, Altcar, a farm under Lord
8efton, which has been held by the family for many generations, that
from his earliest remembrance scarcely a day has passed in which two
large balks have not been consumed in this manner. The custom has
always been to place one upon the kitchen fire after the first meal and
another after dinner, and these roots are often so 'large and heavy
that they require at least two men to lift them. This will account for
the ready supply of the large quantity of oak which must have been
used in the erection of the Hall. As the roads were in a deplorable
state at the period at which it was built, both the stone and the wood
must have been attainable within an easy distance for the require-
ments of such & building. . . .
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% On the landing to the left is a large room with panelled ceiling,
divided with massive beams (alightly carved and richly moulded) into
twelve compartments. The wainscot (oak) is finished with an angular
fillet in herring-bone, with a cavetto above enriched with grapes and
vine-leaves, surmounted by a corona. Between the heads of this the
surface ia pierced, and contains winged figures bearing shields; two
others are seated, one playing on a bass-violin, the other on a bag-
pipe. Two ancient doorways have been inserted in the body of the
wainscoting, decorated with carved panels, representing five of the
wives of Henry VIII.; Edward IV.; and an elderly man with bushy
beard, perhaps intended for 8ir Thomas More. Below these figures
are various devices, such as—

¢ An unicorn’s head, erased, a dragon rampant, a dancing bear,
grapes and vine-leaves, a wyvern, grapes, &c.; a branch with a rose
and a dolphin, a branch of oak with acorns, a bear and a bull, and a
branch of oak.

¢ Another doorway, which stands apart represents, in the topmost
oompartment Henry VIII., and his first wife, Katharine of Arragon.

“There seems to be little doubt but that these carved doorways
were brought from the chief rooms in the principal front when that
portion of the building was demolished. All the carving in this room
has, unfortunately, been painted over, and consequently its freshness
and original delicacy altogether lost. A little room, formerly used as
a vestry, leads to the old chapel, which has been disused since the
building of the church in 1854, excepting during winter, when Mass
is oocasionally said on week-days within a portion curtained off for
that purpose. . : . The walls are panelled in oak, and on one of the
large beams at the lower end are some remains of painted decorations
over the altar which formerly stood there.”

Here many generations of the proscribed faithful assisted at the
Holy Sacrifice, at the risk of heavy penalties, as did our own fore-
fathers in the bogs and caves of Ireland. The Oatholics of England
. have reason to be grateful to those brave men and women of past
days whose constancy conneots them and their children with the
Cuthberts, the Wolstans, and the Anselms, of the ancient English
Church.
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OUTSIDE.
BY HELEN D. TAINTER.

8T outside of my window
There is one bough of green,
Covered with glorious blossoms—
It is all that can be seen.

You know I am in prison,
And through weary days I’ve lain
And smiled to see the dancing leaves
Outside of my window pane.

But out in the world, I sometimes say,
There are forests and forests of trees
That toss their branches high in the air,

As they murmur in the breeze.

Just over my branch sail cloudlets,
Sometimes all pearly white,

Then tinged with the colours of sunset,
And of glorious rosy light.

But out in the world, I sometimes say,
You can see the whole of the skies—

The glory of morning and hush of noon,
And the silence when the day dies.

Just outside of my window
A brown bird comes and sings—
Melodies pour from his tiny throat,
As he sits on my bough and swings,

Tu outin the world, I sometimes say,
‘There are countless, countless birds:
They build their nests in the leafy nooks
‘Where their joyous songs are heard.

Just outeide of my window
A pale violet tries to grow ;

But the prison wall kesps the sun away,
And it droops as the harsh winds blow
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But out in the world, I sometimes say,
Oh| think of the flowers that live—

The roses and lilies and clover-tops,
Ang the perfumed breath they give.

But we grumble not, my heart and I,
Shut out from the beautiful earth :

‘We catch a hint of the lovely Spring,
And we picture her glorious Lirth.

My few green leaves are so much to me
Outside of my window to-day,

And my brown bird sits there and sings
Till he charms my pain away.

My own little piece of blue sky
Shows the whole of what it may be.
I have two stars and two tiny clouds—
And what more can you see ?

And nothing is lost, I sometimes say—
Every scrap of glory and light

Is being kept safe for me, I know,
Hid in God’s bosom bright.

And somewhere all will be given back
When my eyelids by death are kissed.

I know, when I wake in another world,

~ I shall find the Spring I have missed.

THOUGHTS ON PRAYER.

RASMTUS seaid that to agree well with God is the fountain of
true tranquillity. A craving to possess that tranquillity comes
sooner or later to those restless characters who have not been born, as
some more fortunate are, with calm, quiet, prayerful temperaments.
- degreee, the way to acquire such enviable peace dawms on them,
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step by step, leading upwards to converse with God through prayer.
Prayer is a necessity to mankind, who have so much of God’s likenees,
that perfect happiness is unknown while they are chained to earth.
Cousequently, the communication between Creator and creature—
prayer—is essential and most soothing.

That this is an instinctive need of human beings, not merely a result
of education, showing there is aspiration in man’s nature for something
higher than earth, is proved by the fact of savage nations paying
homage and offering sacrifice to a supreme Being—their ¢ Great
Spirit,” by whom they trust to be admitted, after death, to the *happy
hunting-grounds.

Some of the South Pacific islanders have such trust in God, believ-
ing He is too good to harm them, that they never pray to Him;
but they pray propitiatingly to the devil, that he may not injure them.

The doctrine held now by some miserable unbelievers, that no one
is superior to man, receives awful denial in the presence of God's
sentence, death, coming unexpectedly at all ages ;—in infancy, in child-
hood, in youth, in manhood, in middle life, and in old age.

Different minds give utterance to divers prayers: it is interesting
to study the forms of prayer seized and, as it were, taken possession
of by some minds.

There is selfish and unselfish prayer.

In great grief most minds are selfish. A humiliating thought, and
yet a general fault of human frailty : which fact does not lessen the
humiliation felt, but adds to it, that there should be any thought of
self at such times.

In Carlyle’s sorrow at his father’s death, he prayed :  God give me
to live to my father’s honour and to his. In the world of realities
may the Great Father again bring us together in perfect holiness and
perfect love! Amen.”

Though beautiful—would that he had prayed so to the énd !—the
prayer has somewhat of self ; a contrast with 8t. Augustine’s prayer
in his grief on the death of his devoted mother, St. Monica, when he
prayed for her sins : * Forgive them, O Lord, forgive them, I beseech
Thee.” Completely absorbed St. Augustine was in the thought for
her; none for himself.

So should prayer be; and such simple, unstudied prayer brings
repayment, though unexpected ; as no prayer is lost.

The communion of saints assures this. God’s generosity allows no
breath wafted towards Him, no passing thought of Him, no appeal to
Him, no idea floating towards Him, to be lost. Its aim at Him en-
sures its coming back, not as the Australian boomerang returns to the
thrower, just as it went, but laden with graces and blessings from
God to the worshipper.

8t. Francis Xavier's prayer to love God, not in fear, nor in expec-
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tation of reward, but to love Him for his own sake, is spiritual, perfect,
unselfish ; only loving, only thinking of pouring forth love to God.
True love, rarely met here, is to be quite happy in the security of the
welfare and happiness of the dear omes, even when separated by
distance.

It is the uncertainty of weal, and the dread of woe, that makes
separation in this world hard to bear; and it is the sudden, perpetual
silence after death, though thought of with profound faith, that causes
the bitterness of that other separation : reminding mortals of Adam'’s
disobedience, and the consequent punishment of death.

A punishment to those left as well as to those taken. The punish-
ment to those who die in faith, in hope, in love, in contrition, in
beautiful, boundless trust, is over as they sigh away their souls from
earth to heaven. The punishment to those left endures in the silence ;
no word of comfort from those dear to them being given, nor any
token, to soften their agony.

The wife of Francis Borgia, Duke of Gandia, was grievously ill.
‘ He fasted and prayed earnestly for her recovery. One day he was on
a sudden visited with an extraordinary interior light in his soul, and
heard, as it were, a voice saying distinctly within him: ¢If thou
wouldst have the life of the duchess prolonged, it shall be granted ;
but it is not expedient for thee.’ This he heard so clearly and
evidently that, as he assured others, he could not doubt, either then
or afterwards, but it was a divine admonition. He remained exceed-
ingly confounded, and penetrated with a most sweet and tender love
of God; and, bursting into a flood of tears, he addressed himself to
God as follows : O my Lord and my God, leave not this, which is only
in thy power, to my will. 'Who art Thou but my Creator and Sovereign
Good? And who am I but a miserable creature? I am bound in all
things to conform my will to Thine. Thou alone knowest what is best,
and what is for my good.”

It ocours to one’s mind as strange the duke did not pray that what
was hest for the duchess should be done; but, though he loved her
much, he thought as all saints think; he and his Creator are alone
where the soul is concerned.

The Duchess of Gandia died: the Duke was left a widower at
thirty five years of age, and became St. Francis, bringing many souls
to God before his time to die came, twenty-seven years later.

God gave, in the Sermon on the Mount, the prayer comprising all
He asks from mortals, and all they want. Our Saviour said :—*¢ For
your Father knoweth what is needful for you before you ask Him.
Thus, therefore, shall you pray: Our Father.” Each individual soul
saying the Lord’s Prayer daily, and dwelling beseechingly on the
special cure required for its shortcomings appeals, with longing ardour
to obtain its request, eo hoping to secure its arrival in God’s presence,
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by running the gauntlet of this life safely, and with a sigh, relieved,
to pass through the gates of his kingdom to rest—for ever.
A beautiful simple prayer of the Psalmist is:—‘‘ May God, our
God, bless us ; may God bless us |
M. M.

A BLESSING IN DISGUISE.

BY RUTH O’CONNOR.

SHE stood beneath the Springtime’s joyous light,
A fair young picture framed in roses white,
Whilst at her feet the tender violets grew ;
And, though all nature spoke of joy and peace
And hailed Queen Summer and her flowers’ increase,
This young heart neither peace nor gladness knew.

‘With eyes averted from the azure eky,
She heeded not the zephyrs rippling by,

Nor marked the note of nightingale’s glad song.
There was no sunshine in her sorrowed heart ;
With life’s best hope she felt that she must part—

The hour had come that she had prayed for long.

L ) L] L ) L

She stood beneath the Autumn’s chastened light,
‘While brown leaves fell and drifted out of sight,

And sad winds whispered through the leafless trees;
And, dreading not the melancholy days,
Bhe blessed God for his wondrous hidden ways,

With glad face lifted to the chilling breeze.

Vor. x., No, 108. 13
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DEAD BROKE:
A TALE OF THE WESTERN STATES.

BY DILLON O'BRIEN.
AUTHOR OF * FRANK BLAKE,” ‘‘ WIDOW MELVILLE'S BOARDING-HOUSE,” &o. &o.

CHAPTER V.
ANOTHER DEPARTURE.

ONE of the greatest blessings of youth is hope—a buoyant, brave hope,
that can turn to the future with laughing eyes, and see not a shadow.
Charles Lamb I think it is, who says, that a man never realises
¢that he himself is mortal, until he is past thirty years of age.”
Neither do we realise in youth that our hopes are mortal. Those that
come to us in after life may have a more rational basis to rest on; but
they are but lean ghosts compared to the lusty hopes of youth.

Robert McGregor returned from St. Louis in high good humour
with his trip there, having not a doubt but that he would hear or
see James Allen within a year.

“ Why,” he said, *fellows had made fortunes in California in two
weeks, and he’d back Jim against the smartest of them.” And so,
buoyed up with hope and youth’s golden dreams, he returned to his
home. Mayhap, some thought of pretty Lucy Evans—that the words
of James Allen had given the cue to—mixed up in his day dreams,
making those dreams still the sweeter.

On Robert’s arrival home, his father proposed that they should
spend the summer and fall in travelling. I wish you to see some of
the world, Robert,” he said * and to have the pleasure of showing it
to you myself; not but that a younger companion would be more suit-
able.” So to travel they went, avoiding New York, for special
reasons connected with Mr. William McGregor, the doctor's quilpish®
brother ; although, as Doctor McGregor remarked, ‘it was playing
Hamlet, with the character of Hamlet left out.” And all this time, at
home or abroad, with the days, weeks, and months passing pleasantly
and tranquilly, there was no word spoken about Roberts choosing a
profession or a business.

In was near Christmas when they returned to their home, and both
received invitations to attend the examination in the public school,
previous to the holidays. Robert attended, perhaps from a general
interest in education, perhaps from a special interest in & certain little
school teacher, with wavy hair—all her own, dear ladies—and blue

* Has Dickens’ Mr. Quilp given a new adjective to the English language ?—
Ed. 1. M.
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eyee ; at all events, towards the close of the day, he found himself
chatting with Lucy Evans.

She had been a little embarrassed when she met him first that day,
not knowing exactly how to address him; ¢ Mr. McGregor’ would be
too formal, she thought, and how could she call that tall young man
whom she had not seen, ‘* oh, not for an age,” Robert; so she said
neither, but giving him her hand in her own frank way—which
brought back the school-house hill fresh to Robert’s mind—said, “How
do you do? I am very glad to see you;” and now,as she stood there
speaking to him, she found herself calling him Robert quite naturally.

“Did you not admire the way the classes answered, to-day,
Robert ?”” she asked.

“No; I was admiring one of the teachers too much, to pay any
attention to the classes.”

““One of the teachers. Ah! that must be dear old Miss Dott ; she
will be quite pleased if you tell her so; but as she is a little deaf, you
will have to speak somewhat loud.”

““Oh, yes, to be sure,” said Robert, “old Miss Dott: it is, of
course, Miss Dott; and I will remind her of the pleasant sleigh rides
she and I used to have down hill.”

“Of course you will,” she answered, with an arch look; ‘but
talking of sleigh rides, Robert, reminds me of poor Jim Allen;—so0 he
is gone to California ;—how did you two ever manage to part?”

¢ Oh, Jim had his heart set on going; but he will return soon, with
lots of money, if anyone will. He went to wish you good-by, did he
not ?”’

¢ Yes, and spoke of you all the time.”

“ What did he say? "

Just at that moment Lucy recollected something that Jamese did
say, in reference to herself and Robert; her face became suffused with
blushes that added to her beauty, and saying that she was wanted in
another part of the room, she skipped away, leaving Robert nearly as
much in love as when his heart used to thump as they rode down hill
together, the previous long pull up hill, it must be confessed, having
more to say to this heart action than love.

About this time Doctor McGregor set about improving his wild
land near the town of P——, and employed a number of men to chop
down the timber. In the spring he would clear up the brush and
open a farm.

The question of Robert's future was settled in this way. He
should be a gentleman farmer; and most acceptable was this solution
to both father and son.

Robert, in truth, had no desire to acquire a profession, nor taste
for commercial pursuits. Like his father, he was wanting in ambi-
tion ; good and honourable, he was willing to live his life in the
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smooth water in which it had commenced, never dreaming of the
storms and tempests which might overtake him. Had he been born a
poor man’s son, doubtless, he would have been a worker, and with his
intellect and noble disposition, a successful one. Had his father
required his assistance, how cheerfully he would have laboured ; but
there was no incentive to awaken his dormant energies, and so he
settled down to enjoy life tranquilly, active only in one duty, which
affection made light, to make his father’s declining years cheerful and
happy.

P‘131 had some thought, at one time, of you becoming a lawyer,
Robert,” said his father to him. ¢ In its higher walks it is a noble
profession. To protect the weak against the strong, to be the
champion of innocence, the denouncer of wrong, to fearlessly drag the
mask from guilt or hypocrisy—surely here is a réls that may well
make us envy the position of the gified advocate; but the everyday
pettifogging practice, the cunning tricks, the remorseless driving some
poor fellow to the wall, the acquiescence in the prevarication and
downright dishonesty of clients the quirks and quibbles, the rejoicing
when others weep, the arming one’s elf against pitiful appeals, until
the heart becomes so hard as to need no extra protection against the
voice of sorrow, the narrow groove in which the lawyer is compelled
to travel, his duty to his clients, this everyday practice has a tendency
to narrow the heart, blunt the conscience, and in a great measure
destroy those generous promptings that are the voices of angels
speaking to the soul.”

The spring arrived, and no word or letter from James Allen. Then
Robert heard that the leader of James’ party had returned to 8t. Louis,
and was organising another expedition.

So to 8t. Louis Robert went, hunted up the man, and heard from
him about James up to a certain point. He had arrived safe, was the
most useful and obliging man they had on the expedition, and had
set right off for the mines. ‘ Hope he’ll have luck,” concluded the
man, ‘and I'm sure he will ; he’s just the fellow to cat out his own
luck.” With this scrap of news Robert was fain to content himself,
and to return home.

¢ The fellow will keep to his resolution of not writing, I fear,”
thought Robert; *well, perhaps that will make him return all the
sooner.”

This summer was a busy one for Robert ; opening a farm was new
work for him, and his father left it all in his hands; he frequently
returned to the cottage in the evening, with face, hands, and clothes
begrimed with the smoke of the burning brush he had been waging
war on all day. On such occasions the doctor would very likely meet
him with & smile, and tell him to hurry up and make himself admis-
sible to the dinner-table. After the evening meal, the doctor would
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take a walk among his beloved flowers for an hour or so; then
returning to the house, the rest of the evening would be spent in dis-
cussing plans’for the new farm, which was to be a model one—although
it had not, as yet, assumed even the outlines of a farm—in talking
over local news, or reading. A happy summer was this to Robert; he
enjoyed all the pleasures of active employment, without any of its
drudgery; and when he returned to his hume each evening, peace and
love met him at the threshold. Yet even then the angel of death was
hovering near that home, although not the tiniest shadow—oh, the
blessedness of that veil drawn before the future—told of the approach
of its dark wings.

, Early in October, Doctor McGregor came in from his garden one
morning complaining of headache and chill, and within four days the
physician, who had been called in, pronounced it to be a case of
typhoid fever. The worst feature was, that from the first the patient
himself gave up all hope of recovery. ¢ He knew,” he told the phy-
sician, ‘““that this was to be his last illness;’ and then, ever mindful
of others, he strove to prepare Robert’s mind for the great change.

‘“Should I be taken from you, Robert, at this time,” he said, “I
know, my son, how great your sorrow will be; but let it not be that
dismal gnef that shuts out all light from the soul My boy, we have
been all in all to one another. How happy we have been, Robert, and
should this illness prove fatal, think of this, and let not your grief
amount to rebellion against that which is the will of God, and was to
be expected in the course of nature, within a short time.”

“Oh, father, you will recover,” said Robert, endeavouring to
master his own swelling grief, * Doctor Mitoh says that the greatest
danger is in your allowing those gloomy thoughts to take possession
of your mind.”

“Gloomy, my boy? I have thought of death every day for the
last thirty years. Dr. Mitch speaks as a physician and materialist, but
not as a Christian. He believes that death is the finis of the book ; I
believe it is but the opening ; we only read the preface here. Speak-
ing to you thus, Robert, calms me rather thon depresses me, though I
could weep at the pain I give my boy; but you know, that doctors
have often the best of motives for inflicting pain.” Robert could not
answer; he pressed his father’s hand in silence. ¢ Listen to me, my
son,” continued the doctor. ‘I know how uncertain and changeful
those fevers are, and how apt they are to affect the mind. You
know all about our affairs, and you shall find—in case of the worst—
all my papers regular.”

¢ Oh, father, father, do not speak of such things.”

““Well, no,” replied the sick man, ¢ there is no occasion. The
Rev. Mr. Roche is in the house, you say ?”

¢ Yes, father.”
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¢ 8end him to me, and let us not be disturbed. Kiss me, my boy.
Now go for a little while.”

As the sick man seemed to have anticipated, his mind became af-
focted on the eighth day of thé fever, and continued so, with short
intervals, up to his death. He was no longer in Michigan ; the present
and its near past were obliterated, and he was once more among the
bluebells and heather of his native highlands, and his lost wife—his
Annie—and “little Rob" were by his side. Now in a boat, on a
lake, he saw the tempest coming up; but as he endeavoured to take
in sail, Annie clung around him and pinioned his arms, so that he
could not move. * Look, Annie, there is the squall chasing along the
water ;—oh, let me out!—O God! You and ‘little Rob’ will be
drowned. There, the squall has struck the boat; down, down, down!”
Again he, Annie, and “little Rob” were on the table-land, over-
looking the sea, and suddenly the wind rose and snatched the child
from his side, bearing him along to the giddy cliff ; and when he, the
father, thought to follow, invisible hands pushed him back. *Oh!
mercy, my child, my child !”

And now he, Annie, and ¢‘little Rob"—poor sick brain, always
Annie and “little Rob’’ now—are walking through a dark, narrow
passage in the old city of Edinburgh, and William McGregor is en-
deavouring to steal up behind them, dirk in hand, to stab the child.

“Run, Annie ;—run Rob.” And bending over the pillow, with the
hot tears almost blinding his vision, Robert McGregor would apply
cooling lotions to his father’s head, until those troubled visions would
pass away, and reason return to the patient’s eyes. Then Robert
would be rewarded by a pressure of the hand, and the old smile of
affection he was so familiar with.

But towards the close of Doctor McGregor's illness, although his
mind etill wandered, his delusions were no longer of the horrible, and
they that watched knew by the low murmuring of endearing words,
and fitful emiles hovering on the trembling lips, that the phantoms
which visited the dying man were loving and gentle, like the life that
was passing away. '

It was evening. The sun dipping behind the forest, painted in
innumerable colours the variegated autumn foliage ; through the open
window came the pure air, scarcely stirring the white curtains of the
window. Outside, hopping along the gravel walks of the garden, the
robins gave forth their short musical notes; inside, the old-fashioned
clock on the stair landing ticked-ticked the progress of time.

Doctor McGregor reclined in his son’s arms.  All that afternoon he
had been sinking fast; now, gradually, his eyes opened wide, a look
of ineffable love came to them.

“Kiss me, my boy,” he whispered ; and even as his son pressed
his lips, the spirit of & just man, of a man who loved his fellow-man,
went up to God.
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CHAPTER VI.
THE FLITTERS FAMILY.

THERE i8 no period when inanimate nature has more direct influence
upon us than when the young spirit is gradually emerging from the
darkness of a first great sorrow into the light of returning happiness.
It is the providence of God that the sorrow of the young shall not be
lasting. Eight months before, Robert MocGregor had left his home,
to wander, he cared not whither, his heart surcharged with sorrow,
and deeming that a shadow had fallen upon his life that would never
pass away ; and now, on & beautiful morning in the beautiful month
of June, he found himself standing at the study window of his old
home in P——, and despite the sadness he would call back, by look-
ing at the mementos of his father scattered around—drinking in with
every emotion of the mind, with every pulse of the heart, with every
thrill of his nerves, a tranquil happiness that came to him through the
subtile agencies of light and air, flowers and perfume, tree and shrub,
bird and song.

The garden, well cared for in his absence, was in a glow of beauty,
and as he looked, the side gate opened and & young girl entered. She
wore a spotless white muslin dress, a blue ribbon encircled her waist,
and a rustic gipsy hat, from beneath which a cluster of brown curls
fell over her neck, and shaded her face. She moved deftly among the
flowers, plucking one here and there, and commenoced forming them
into a bouquet, that she raised from time to time to her face, to inhale
its sweet odour. Not knowing that she was observed, there was a
graceful abandon in her movements, thay well became her young inno-
cent face, and in such perfect harmony with the scene was her presence
there, that a new beauty seemed added to flower, shrub and sunlight.

For a minute or two Robert McGregor remained looking at her,
then going out of the front door, he walked round to the side, where
she was still busy making up her bouquet. Hearing a step on the
gravel walk behind her, she carelessly looked over her shoulder; but
the moment she recognised who it was that approached, she turned
round with such a frightened start, while all colour fled from her
face, that Robert saw he had by his sudden appearance seriously
alarmed her. He hwrried forward to take her hand, for she seemed,
indeed, as if she wanted support.

‘“ Why, Lucy,” he said, pressing the little hand, ‘‘do you think it
is my ghost you see ?” .

‘ Oh, no,” she answered; ‘‘and I am very glad to see you ; but I
did not know you had returned. When did you arrive ?”

¢ Last night. I was looking out of the window when you came
into the garden, and I was so glad to see you, and so anxious to shake
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hands with you, that I suppose I rushed out of the house as if I was
going to apprehend a burglar, and so frightened you; but the little
Lucy Evans, that was my playmate long ago, used not to be so easily
scared.”

By this time the blood had returned to Lucy’s face, with a rein-
forcement of rosy blushes, and she hastened to explain to Robert how
his housekeeper, Mrs. Cass, had invited her to cull a bouquet from the
garden whenever she pleased, on her way to her school. ‘ Shesaw
me,” said Lucy,  one morning, about a week ago, looking in, I
suppose, most wishfully upon the flowers, and gave me the invitation.
But it is so awkward that you should find me here !”

“ Oh, it is dreadful,” replied Robert, smiling. ‘I wonder where
I could find a constable. Don't be trying to destroy the evidence of
your guilt, Lucy.”

Poor Lucy was nervously pulling her fresh bouquet to pieces.

“You are teaching school still, Lucy ?”

“Yes; and my aunt and all the family have emigrated to Iowa,
and I am boarding at Mrs. Sims’, and that is the way I come to pass
by the cottage every morning on my way to the school-house.”

“I hope my return, Lucy, will not prevent you from gathering
your morning bouquet.’”’

“Indeed it will, Mr. McGregor ; nevertheless, I am very glad to
see you home again.”

¢ Mr. McGregor,”” repeated Robert.

“ Well, no, Robert,” she answered, putting out her hand frankly ;
‘““and now, good-morning ; I shall be late in the school-room.”

I shall walk to the school-house with you, Lucy,” said Robert.
“I cannot part with you so soon; I want to ask so many questions;
Tell me,” he continued, as they left the garden together, ‘ has
there been anything heard of James Allen ?”

I was going to ask you the same question, Robert. If anyone
was to hear from him, surely it would be you.”

‘8o I might expect; but he has not written a line to me, and from
a gilly resolution he made, perhaps will not. ButI was in hopes that,
indirectly, some information about him might have reached P——."

“ Not a word that I have heard,” answered Lucy.

know of my poor father’s death, James, I am sure, would
foolish whim, and write or come to me.”
ked into the face that had become, in a moment, so thought-
““Robert,” shesaid, in & subdued voice, “I felt so sorry
1 you lost your father.”
you did, my good little Lucy,” he answered. “I did
lly what & good man he was until I lost him. I knew
kind and loving he was to myself; but, Lucy, after his
'd of people, the poor settlers around, came to me, each
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telling what the doctor had done for him. It seems they were all
under a promise never to divulge any of his acts of benevolence during
his lifetime ; but absolved by his death from their promises, they told
their various stories : how he had helped one to buy a farm, another
to pay off a mortgage. There were a number of families he was iu
the habit of giving warm clothing to coming on winter, and so on.
His benevolence knew no bounds, Lucy; I ém proud of having had
such a father-”’

By this time they had reached the school-house entrance, and both
paused ; Lucy’s face had become sad from sympathy, as she listened
to Robert speaking of his father ; and as the young man looked upon
it now he felt love’s passion kindling in his heart, even more rapidly
than when a little while before in the garden he admired it in its
fresh, smiling beauty.

‘“ Well, Lucy,” said he, as they parted, “‘if I am not to expect you
will steal any more flowers, you cannot prevent me from presenting
you with some.”

She gave him a friendly nod of acquiescence, and, tripping up the
broad steps of the school-house, passed in, while Robert returned to
the cottage as much in love as it is necessary for a young gentleman
of one or two-and-twenty to be.

While Robert McGregor and Lucy were speaking in the garden,
there were four pair of eyes intently watching them from the large
brick house on the opposite side of the way. This house belonged
to & Mr. Flitters, and the four pairs of eyes were those of Mrs. Flitters
and the three Misses Flitters.

This family had come to P—— after the death of Doctor McGregor;
and while Robert was away, Mrs. Flitters, by sundry conversations
with Mrs. Cass, the housekeeper, had made herself familiar with a
good many details of the McGregor family, some of which were vastly
interesting to a lady with three marriageable daughters. Forinstance,
Poctor McGregor had left his son quite well off. The young man
was of prepossessing appearance, ‘‘ and quite green, I should judge,”
remarked Mrs, Flitters, as she retailed the information she had
gathered to her husband.

This gentleman may be regarded as the founder of the Flitters
family, as none of its members were known to the fashionable circles
of the Bowery, in New York, until his time. He was one of those
brainless little men that are always fortunate in money matters, with-
out either themselves or anybody else being able to tell why. He had
set himself down on & high stool behind the counter of a small grocery
store, in the Bowery, New York; and money came to him and stuck
to him like barnacles to a rock. Even a spendthrift wife, with a Roman
nose and a lofty ambition, characteristic of such a magnificent organ,
could not destroy his prosperity; she was a heavy drain upon the till,
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but the money came in faster than she could take it out, and every
year it increased.

Bhrewd, intelligent men, making commercial pursuits a science,
went into the market every day to buy, and were frequently ruined.
But when, without any calculation or forethought, Flitters bought a
large quantity of sugar, lard, butter, or anything else in his line of
business, the article he purchased was sure to run up forthwith to a
high figure. In his dealings he was strictly honest, and saving in
expenses, unless where Mrs. Flitters was concerned.

There was a strong conviction in his befogged little mind, intro-
duced there, perhaps by the Roman nose, that Mrs. Flitters was a
superior being, requiring a good many extras, which it was his duty
to supply, and which she was very likely to take, anyhow ; and as he
was, in his mild undemonstrative way, proud of his wife, and there was
really nothing mean or sordid in his nature, he let her have her own
way in everything, and was as happy as it was possible for a simple,
timid little man to be, who was the owner of such a high-blooded
animal as Mrs. Flitters. Consequently, when Mrs. Flitters proposed
that they should sell out in New York, in order to get rid of the
 Bowery trash,”” ps she expressed it, ‘and move out West, where
their money would get them into society, and where the girls would
got first-class husbands,” Richard Flitters made no objection. Ho
sold out his business stock to great advantage—the man who stepped
into his shoes becoming a bankrupt in a very short time afterwards—
came on with his’family to P——, bought the brick house opposite Inver-
ness Cottage for a dwelling, opened & large grocery and provision store
in P——, and the same good luck that attended him heretofore continued
with him. Within three months after he had opened his store, he was
doing the largest businees of any trader in town.

Mr. Flitters was a smooth, polished little man on the outside. He
had sleek, black hair, cut close, and coming straight down on the upper
part of his forehead. On the top of his head was a polished bald spot.
His face was round, shining, and without a wrinkle. He had rosy
cheeks, and mild, pleading brown eyes. Never was there another
grocery and provision dealer with such an innocent face; and mer-
cantile bummers, on entering his well-stocked store for the first time,
were apt to mistake him for a junior clerk, and ask to see Mr. Flitters.
Then Mr. Flitters’ hand would seek the bald spot on the top of his
head, pass from thence gently down his face, and, the brown eyes
emerging from the palm of his hand, would seemingly appeal in the
gentlest manner possible for mercy, while Mr. Flitters would mildly
answer: ‘‘That's my name, sir; what is your pleasure?” His family,
when he arrived in P——, consisted of his wife, three grown-up
daughters, and a little son of about six years of age. In personal
appearance Mrs. Flitters might be said literally to stand out in strong:
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contrast to her husband ; but that I cannot forget I am attempting to
portray the personal appearance of an estimable lady, I would say
bluntly that Mrs. Flitters was built for strength. Mr. Flitters was
heard to say in confidence to friends, that Mrs. Flitters was an able
woman, but whether he meant mentally or physically was never known.
She was tall and robust, with a stern, but by no means homely face.
Her eyes were gray, and her large Roman nose made them appear
somewhat too small; she used to say that this style of nose was
hereditary in her family; though who her grandfather was, was as
great a mystery to the good lady as the pyramids of Egypt. The female
portion of the Flitters family brought to their new home the polish of
the Bowery, with the assumption of Fifth Avenue, and thus armed
landed in theWest, like Ceesar in Gaul, prepared to conquer.

Before going west, Mrs. Flitters had been deluded by a Bowery
legend, to the effect that young English noblemen, tired of the pomps
and restraints of a court, frequently came to this country in disguise,
and sought adventure and freedom in our Western States and Territories,
and there was more than one instance in the annals of Bowery romance,
where one of those noble scions of the English aristocracy had, in his
assumed humble character of an American citizen, wood and won a
fair Western maiden, and, returning with her to England, knocked her
all of a heap—in Bowery parlance—by leading her through a long
line of gorgeous liveried menials in plush breeches, up to his baronial
castle, where he welcomed her as its mistress; while his lady mother,
the aged duchess, with a jewelled turban on her venerable head, im-
printed a maternal kiss upon her plebeian cheek.

Since her arrival in the West, Mrs. Flitters had seen no evidence
of the presence of the English nobleman, but she was greatly interested
in the details she heard from Mrs. Cass of the McGregor family.

The young man was expected home soon. It was not likely he
would go into society while he was away, and he would, no doubt, be
still in bad spirits on his return home, predisposed, in fact, to fall in
love : melancholy people were always the most likely to fall in love.
Lord Byron was always melancholy, and always falling in love. They
should certainly make this young man’s acquaintance the moment he
returned, and bestow upon him all their sympathy. So reasoned and
thought Mrs. Flitters.

And here was the young man returned home without their knowing
a word about it, receiving sympathy from somebody else, and it seem-
ingly doing him good, too.

Mrs. Flitters and her daughters had not the slightest doubt but
that the person dressed in black, and speaking to Lucy Evans, was
Robert McGregor, and they would have continued to watch every
movement and gesture of the two, who were quite unconscious of the
four pairs of eyes gazing at them, but that a sudden scream from the
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heir of the house of Flitters, who had tumbled off the high chair he
had climbed up, in order to add another pair of eyes to the Flitters
group, diverted their attention.

‘While Mrs. Flitters was endeavouring to repair her ahattered idol,
who continued to scream and kick violently, Robert and Lucy had
passed out of the garden down the street, and in a little while the
former was seen returning alone to the cottage. More than once he
was seen in the garden during the day, and from inquiries judiciously
made, there was no longer any doubt of his identity.

On his return in the evening, Mr. Flitters was made acquainted
with the interesting fact of Robert’s return home, and it was settled
in family council tkat Mr. Flitters, before going down town to his
business the next day, should call on the young gentleman in the
cottage.

“You can go over about ten o’clock,” said Mrs. Flitters, ¢ and
apologise for calling so early, by stating your having to go to business.”

Early!” repeated Mr. Flitters, who was in the habit of getting up
about five, and thought ten rather advanced in the day.

Early for visitors, Flitters,” remarked the able woman reprovingly.
“ Perhaps you had better give him an invitation to take tea with us after
to-morrow. Askhim just in an off-hand way, not to stand on ceremony,
we are such near neighbours. And say, of course he will only meet the
family—*all in the family way, you know.” You will of course bring
your card with you, and present it to Mr. McGregor.”

“Yes, my dear,” said her husband, driving his hend into his side
pocket, and producing a large business card, from which he com-
menced reading : ¢ Family groceries, lard, butter, eggs——"'

“Stop!” exclaimed Mrs. Flitters. Flitters’ hand at once sought
the bald spot on the top of his head, went sliding smoothly along,
made the turn down, and when the brown eyes appeared again, they
were quite prepared to say: “ May it please the court, I acknowledge
myself guilty, and throw myself upon the mercy of the court.”

¢Is it possible,” said Mrs. Flitters, *“ you would present that card
in paying a visit P’

“It is the new card, my dear, I got yesterday ;—the printers do
mighty good work here in the west.”

*¢ But, Flitters, that is not a visiting card ;—Polly, bring me my
card-case ; here are the proper cards ;—you remember I made you get
them before you left New York.”

' ‘“Mg. RrcHarD FrrrTRRS."

“ I have been paying all your visits for you since we came here, and
now you must pay one for yourself.”

“ Very,well, my dear ;—but I think this other card would be more
axplan——

" Flitters!”

b



St Martha's Home. . 157

‘“ Yes, my dear.”

“ Don’t provoke me.”

“No, my dear;” and the family council broke up, Flitters trotting
back to his store, in the best of good humour, to enter some invoices,
a8 it was decreed that he was to lose one or two businees hours the
next day by his intended visit to his neighbour.

#1 wish Mrs. Flitters,” he thought, as he trotted along, ‘had
fixed the time for this visit at about half past six in the morning; but

she knows best.”
(0o be continued.)

ST. MARTHA'S HOME.*

IT may be remembered that, in the year 1879, a few words concerning

the position and needs of the young work-girls of the city of
Dublin appeared in the hospitable pages of this Magazine, and over
again—we believe last year—it was announced through the same
medium that, through the charitable activity of a few kind persons,
a Catholic Home had been started, and made ready for the reception
of a certain number of the class it was desired to benefit.

St. Martha’s Home has, indeed, for the last two years, been very
quietly and unostentatiously accomplishing its work, and meeting
& want, the existence of which had been for some time recognised.
Of the great importance of placing a safe and comfortable Home, such
as this is, within reach of the numerous class of persons employed as
daily governesses, shop-assistants, and seamstresses, in Dublin, there
cannot be question, and it is needless to recapitulate here the advan-
tages which such an institution offers, and to compare them with the
expenses, discomfort, mixed companionship, and, frequently, actual
danger of chance lodgings through the city. It was a need which had
been long supplied among our Protestant fellow-citizens, and the
wonder was that St. Martha had not already busied herself on the
matter in behalf of her own daughters. That she has at last done so
is, however, a pleasant fact, and the object of these few lines is hereby
to acquaint those who are interested in the Home with the work it has
done during the past year.

From September, 1880, to December, 1881, it has received seventy-
four persons, of whom fourteen have been, through its instrumentality,

® Particulars of the Rules, &c., will be forwarded on application to the Matron,
3 Lower Gloucester-street, Dublin.
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provided with situations, while others have found employment by
advertising and other means. It may thus be seen that the inmates
of 8t. Martha’s meet with opportunities of suiting themselves in situa-
tions, of which they might not otherwise hear. It is pleasant to know
that during the past year one young girl has, through the influence of
kind friends, been comfortably provided for in Paris, after having long
vainly sought employment at home. It is, indeed, sad to think of the
miserably dull state of trade which at present exists in Dublin, and
which deprives so many of even the bare means of subsistence. Several
of the girls, usually fully employed in business houses in the city, are
now entirely, or nearly, altogether without work. In many cases they
can only obtain it for two or three days in the week, payment for which
is quite inadequate to their support; and when, as is often the case,
these poor girls’ parents live in the country, they are quite unable to
pay for board and lodging in town, and are compelled to return home
with the hope of getting to America or Australia in the spring.

St. Martha has, as ia to be expeeted, suffered from the general
depression. If only things would happily return to their normal
state, and our poor country enjoyed her fair share of prosperity and
peace, the Home would rapidly fill with the class for which it is in-
tended, and become nearly self-supporting, which, alas! it has not yet
proved to be. It is well managed, and is in every respect what it pro-
fesses to be—a thoroughly safe und respectable Home, where, on the
most moderate terms possible, those who are toiling and working all
day may find repose, comfort, and companionship on their return
each evening. There is a general parlour, with fire, lights, and books,
where they can enjoy a few hours’ relaxation after the fatigues of the
day, or in which those who have work to do can do it. It is, besides,
a reliable place of reference, where, as has been said above, oppor-
tunities of hearing of employment and situations may possibly arise ;
and it is presumed that parents, sending their young daughters to the
city, in which they may have no friends or relations to take charge of
them, will rejoice in the existence of an institution of this kind, which
offers some substitute for their own guardianship and protection.

Let us then hope that St. Martha’s may prosper. It has not as yet
been quite full, and, at the present moment, there are a few vacancies
which, perhaps, some persons reading these lines may see their way
to fill. For a character of the Home we may, with confidence, refer to
those who have passed some time within its walls, and who have ex-
perionced its advantages. Its rules are simple and easy to observe.
Its charges are most moderate, and we have every reason to hope that,
in proportion as it becomes known, not only in Dublin, but all over
the country, its hospitality will be more and more in demand, and its
usefulness more widely recognised. It would be well that ladies resid-
ing in the oountry, and sending somo protegée up to town, should



St. Martha’s Home. 159

remember St. Martha's, where her humble friend, if she has yet to
find a situation, may, during the interval, lodge, or if she is already
provided with daily work, may have a safe shelter at night, where she
will be preserved from the hundred dangers which ruin many a young
life, and wreck many a bright promise. @~ 'We all know, and have
frequently thought of and admired, the splendxd work which is carried
on at High Park, and other reformatories in the city. But, through
the agency of 8t. Martha's, it is hoped that many an mexpeneneed
young person will be spared temptatxon and trial, and that in the
threshold of the unknown world she is about to enter the kindly Saint’s
sympathy and encouragement will guide her safely along the path of
duty and happiness.

‘We have been requested not to close this brief notice of St. Martha’s
Home without mentioning two other Institutions or Associations which
have lately been established in Dublin, viz., * The Nurses’ Training
Institution,” and * The Prisoner’s Aid Association,” both of which are
under the immediate patronage of His Grace the Archbishop, and are
deserving of the warmest sympathy and encouragement.

The first of these will, it is hoped, be in time a self-supporting
Institution, and it has been started for the purpose of providing intel-
ligent, experienced, and thoroughly reliable Catholic nurses, to attend
the sick, rich and poor, and of all denominations, in hospitals or in
private houses,. This institution is in connection with Steevens’
Hospital, where the aspirants receive their training, and are well pre-
pared and qualified for their work; and a house has been opened on
Usher'’s Quay (No. 26), in which a staff of nurses is maintained, and
where business is transacted by the committee. This house is under
the care of an experienced matron, to whom candidates for employment
should apply ; but it is well to mention that while attending the Hos-
pital, the nurses are under the authority of the Lady Superintendent,
and are at her disposal. The term for their engagement is three years,
during which they are boarded, fed, and paid a salary.

It is, however, not necessary to enter upon details here, where it
is only deeired to call attention to this excellent institution, the useful-
ness of which, it may be confidently expected, will soon be discovered.
It must, indeed, be a real comfort to us all to know, that we have in
our midst a staff of skilled, and thoroughly trained Catholic nurses,
wearing a particular dress, bound by certain rules, and responsible
for their good behaviour and general efficiency to the Institution which
provides them, and where every information coneerning them will be
cheerfully given. One of these rules obliges each nurse to bring back
a certificate of good conduct and efficiency, from the family or doctor
of the case she has been attending ; and it is trusted that this practical
supervision, combined with the due preparation for her work, which
she has received, will make her a useful, intelligent, and reliable
attendant upon the sick.
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The “Prisoner’s Aid Association” belongs to quite another category
of philanthropic schemes, and is a purely benevolent work, for the
forwarding of which much charity, good-will, money, and activity
are needful. It is considerably less than a year since it was formed,
and yet it has already done not a little good. Its [object, which must
appeal to every thoughtful mind and kindly heart, is to afford aid to
a certain class of discharged prisoners, to whom kindly assistance and
encouragement may prove of incalculable benefit, and save, indeed,
from relapse into crime and utter degradation. Its plan is extremely
simple. A committee of ladies has been appointed, some of whom go
each week to Grangegorman Prison, and ascertain from the matron,
and by personal inspection what prisoners, capable of reformation and
whose character justifies expectation that attempts to serve them
will not be thrown away, will soon be discharged. If such be
found, they are brought to the Home, which has been opened in North
King-street, and the committee busies itself in either finding situations
for those persons whom, upon the recommendation of the matron, and
its own judgment, it can trust to fill them properly; or in affording
them means to emigrate, and to begin life afresh under new auspices,
and with new associations. A few situations have been already found
for some poor prisoners, whose crimes belonged to a class not likely
ever again to be repeated, and whose repentance was sincere and trust-
worthy ; whilein nineteen other cases, the good offices of the committee
have procured admission for penitents into some of the reformatories
of the city. This, with three or four cases of emigration, may be looked
upon as the new beginning of a good work which, as in many other
instances, our Protestant fellow-citizens have been before us in estab-
lishing in the city. As is pretty generally known, there has been a
Protestant Prison Mission for some time in Dublin, at which many
ladies have been working with the greatest activity. It is certainly
high time that we Catholics should imitate their example. 'We may
not, it is true, be willing or able to join the committee, and take actual
part in the working of this truly benevolent scheme, which will in-
fallibly save many & poor erring sister from the cruel and lasting
consequences of a& fault, into which she may have been betrayed
through inexperience, or the dire temptation of extreme poverty. But,
at least, we may give our sympathy and encouragement to the practi-
cal efforts of those who are labouring so cheerfully and efficaciously
for the benefit of a class of persons, whom their efforts will restore to
society, self-reliance, virtue, and happiness.*

* Subscriptions in aid of the Prisoner’s Aid Association will be received by the
¢ Committee,” No, 62, North King-street.
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LIFE'S WORK.

TO bend the will to daily toil,
To take what comes resignedly,
To hold the heart from earthly soil,
Is Heaven to win assuredly.

To take what comes, to bend the will—
How shortly said! yet toughest strife
‘Who tries to climb the holy hill
Shall find this struggle of a life.

And all must climb. A4énaget se
Is watchword of the Christian camp.

No craven heart shall win the day—
‘Who combats self bears heaven’s stamp.

A tiring strife, a combat sore,

‘Where some fail oft, and some are brave.
No dead are here nor human gore,

But crushed desires and prayer must save.

But, oh! the peace of such a life ! .
Hath selfishness known ever rest,

"Mid plots and heart’s unending strife
To have what vain desire holds best ?

’Mid racking envy, hate, and spite,
Detractions, theft, and false pretence—

Vile brood that, shrinking from the light,
Bring evil dire and woe immense!

Ah, yes! the peace of not desiring,
Taking what comes as heaven-sent,

‘With lowly thoughts and prayer untiring—
Thus may our pilgrim years be spent!

The guerdon sweet, O Josu ms !
‘When the slow sands at length are run,
For all who hold the motto high,
“ Nt my own will but thine be done !’
F. M. R.

Vor. x. No. 105. 13
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‘WHO WAS FATHER ARNOLD?

VERY interesting and learned lecture was once delivered in an
Irish country town, on Oelenschliger. The gentleman who
moved a vote of thanks to the lecturer said, he had come to the lecture
partly to find out whether Oelenschliger was a machine, a man, or a
mineral. He found out that he was a gifted Danish novelist and poet,
sthink, who flourished in the first years of this century.

Our readers will approach our present subject with almost as com-
plete ignorance of what it is: for one must know something about
Father Arnold before inquiring who he was. He was the author of
one of the most successful ascetic works published of late years. The
English translation, very well executed and very well printed, is pub-
lished by Messrs. Burns & Oates of London; and the title-page runs
thus: ‘“The Imitation of the Sacred Heart of Jesus, in Four Books,
by the Rev. Father Arnold, of the Society of Jesus; translated from
he Latin by a Father of the same Society.” Not a word is added any-
where to indicate the country to which Father Arnold belonged or when
his book was written. This silence seems to us very undesirable. The
translator might, very properly, have given a few words of preface,
informing us as to these and other personal matters: for, really, the
book is worth such trouble.

We are, therefore, grateful to Father H. P. Vanderspeeten, 8.J.,

for gratifying, at last, our pious curiosity in his * Notice Biographique
sur le Pére Pierre Aernoudt de la Compagnie de J ésus,” prefixed to
the new French translation of the work.

“Arnold ” is a misleading translation of * Arnoldus,” and would
lead us to take our author for an Englishman or a German, whereas
he was an honest Fleming, Peter James Aernoudt, the son of Charles
Aernoudt and Colette Van de Velde, born at the village of Moere, in
‘West Flanders, on the 17th of May, 1811. When he was about two
years old, he fell into the fire and was 8o nearly burned to death that
the scars remained ever after. Another memento of this accident was
the loss of one of the fingers of the right hand, which was amputated
by the village carpenter, though a certain Dr. Kelderman had the
carriage of the proccedings. His early education was of the simplest
kind—picked up, during the months of two or three winters, from an
old dame of the village, who broke up school in the summer, to earn
her crust by working in the fields. He thus learned the three Rs,—
* reading, ’ritin’, and ’rithmetic,”’—*Il savait lire, écrire, et calculer,”
and he knew “le petit et le grand catéchisme’’ when he made his
First Communion, before he had finished his tenth year, the third of
May, 1821. After that event he was supposed to be mature enough
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to begin the work of life, and to contribute his earnings to the family
support. Like most of his comrades he learned the art of weaving,
at which he became very skilful.

About the year 1830, a good priest of a neighbouring parish heard
an edifying account of the youth, and of the desire which still haunted
him to become a priest. This M. de Bruine had, himself, been put on
the way of becoming a priest by being taught Latin by a good priest,
who laid on his pupil the obligation of helping forward some youth
similarly circumstanced. As the bishops’ seminaries were then closed
by the Government, he taught Peter Aernoudt in his own presbytery,
and, when times improved, he procured his admission into a boarding-
school, opened by the Franciscans at Thielt. Xor his glory and not
his shame we mention that he was received here almost for nothing,
undertaking (as emigrants have sometimes done on board ship) to
‘““work his passage out”—taking care of the lamps, serving in the
refectory, and making himself otherwise useful in the college. I hope
one of his old professors is not deceived when he states that these
menial services did not lessen the esteem in which he was held by his
school-fellows.

‘When he had spent three years at this school, his plans were again
upset. The Franciscan fathers, in 1834, wishing to conform more
strictly to their Institute, gave up the boarding-school, which they had
only undertaken on account of the necessities of the time. But Provi-
dence opened another asylum for the pious and studious young man.
His classical educationjwas completed in an institution which seems to
bhave resembled those Apostolic Schools which have sprung up of late
in France, and one of which has just begun its holy work in Ireland,
in connection with the Jesuit College of the Sacred Heart, at Limerick.
It was with a view to a missionary career that he sought and obtained
admission into a school maintained at Turnhout by a very worthy
Catholic layman, Peter de Nef, who devoted his fortune to the cause
of Catholic education before the ¢ emancipation” of the Belgians:
for they, too, were emancipated.

‘When he had passed through the Rhetoric class, Peter Aernoudt
broke to his parents his plan of placing the Atlantic between him and
them, in order to obey what he felt to be the call of God. God gave
them, also, grace to perform their part of the sacrifice. In September,
1885, the Jesuit postulant quitted his native village, which he was
never to see again. Hoe joined, at Turnhout, five companions of his
missionary exile; and they reached their destination, St. Louis, on an
auspicious day—the eve of St. Francis Xavier, December 2nd. After
resting a little from the very great hardships of travel, the brave young
men began their noviceship, on the last day of the year 1835, in the
College of St. Stanislaus, not far from St. Louis, the capital of
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Poter Aernoudt, after his novitiate, was appointed to teach the
humanity classes successively in several colleges. He was distinguished
for his assiduous application to the higher classical studies, and for
his great piety and fervent observance of rule. As the reason why he
is mentioned in these pages is because he is the author of a very pious
ascetio work, it is edifying to find that, as & professor of classics, he
was enthusiastically devoted to classical literature. It would be a
false asceticism that would have, in those circumstances, given him a
disrelish for Greek and Latin. Among his manuscripts, after his death,
were found a Greek grammer, compiled by himself, a Greek epic poem
of considerable length, and a collection of odes in the same language.

He was ordained priest in 1843. To this period belongs the com-
position of his work, De Imstatione Sanctissims Cordss Jesu, Librs Quatuor.
Earlier in his religious life he had made the vow to spread, to the
utmost of his power, the devotion to the Sacred Heart,” which, after
his death, was found written with his own hand and enclosed in the
bronze crucifix he had been in the habit of using. To this vow he
added the promise never deliberately to commit a venial sin. He had
entitled himself to aspire to seek perfection, by the extraordinary piety
and fidelity that he displayed in his daily life.

The manuscript of his book was sent to Rome, in 1846, to be sub-
mitted to the Father General, John Roothaan, who wrote to thank him
for choos‘ug such a subject, adding that he had placed it for examina-
tion in ttie hands of a learned and pious Father. How it happened
we know not, but Father Roothaan, though he lived several years,
seems to have taken'no further notice of poor Father Aernoudt and his
book. Perhaps it was the fault of the troubled times; for it was soon
after this that the Jesuits, not for the first or the last time, were turned
out of Rome, and Father Roothaan took the opportunity of visiting
Ireland, among other places—the first General of the Society that ever
set foot in our island.®* The fact, at any rate, is that for nearly twenty
years, during which the Jesuit Missionary might have had, during his
lifetime, the consolation of speaking to many hearts through his solid
and beautiful book, the manuscript lay forgotten at Rome, till, several
years after Father Roothan’s death, it chanced to catch the eye of his
successor, Father Peter Beckx, still felicstor regnans. Father Beckx, a
Eelgian, saw the 'great merit of the work of his fellow-countryman
who, during all those long years, had not sent one line of enquiry
about his beloved manuscript, concluding, probably, that it had been
judged expedient quietly to suppress it. Perhaps the humility that
the author thus showed was the source of some part of its fruitfulness.
Authors are, sometimes, just a little impatient of delays, and are prone

® Seoa very lively and interesting account of * Father Roothaan’s Visit to May-
nooth,” in the first volume of Dr. Murray’'s ¢ Irish Annual Miscellany,” or *‘ Essays
chiefly Theological.”
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to imagine that if their book or poem do not burst on the world at
some particular date, it will be a serious misfortune for mankind in
general. But mankind in general have sufficient fortitude to endure
a much longer delay.

However, Father Arnoudt had not passed away from earth before
his book began to exercise on pious souls the influence which is sure
to continue for many generations. In 1863 it appeared first in the
original Latin, at Einsiedlin, in Switzerland, and was quickly translated
into the principal languages of Europe. For instance, we have here
before us two distinet French translations, and one of them already in
a second edition as early as 1867. ‘The English version was probably
made by an American Jesuit, for we have made enquiries in vain among
the English Fathers of the Society. The English publisher informs
us that he has issued eleven large editions of the work in English;
and he adds that still larger and more numerous editions have been
put in circulation in America. The pious author was spared the danger
of witnessing this extraordinary success. He died a most holy death
on the 29th of July, 1865.

There is a very great prejudice against those pious books which are
like serious parodies on other works of high character. Few can relish
even the ¢ Imitation of the Blessed Virgin.” The half-inspired
¢ Imitation of Christ” is enough. In spite of this the “ Imitation of
the Sacred Heart”* has secured a firm hold on the hearts of the pious
faithful. Its characteristios are unction and solidity. Every page is
full of deep and practical spirituality. Solid learning, also, is displayed
occasionally, as in the striking and apposite passages from the fathers
of all the centuries consecutively, which are woven together in one of
the chapters about confession.

May this brief notice of Peter Aermoudt, or Arnold, professed
Father of the Society of Jesus, procure some additional readers for the
holy book which alone preserves his name.

M. R.

¢ Another book with the same title was published in French by the Abbé Cirot de
1a Ville with the approbation of Cardinal Donnet and of Pius IX. himself, and had
reached a third Edition in 1858, five years before Father Aernoudt’s book was pub-

lished.
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L A Memosyr of the Lifs and Death of the Rev. Father Augustus Henry
Zaw, 8.J. Formerly an officer in the Royal Navy. Part I.
(London : Burns & Oates. 1882.)

Oxz of Gerald Griffin’s ballads ends each stanza with this cry of &
father mourning the death of his son :—

¢« Mo chuma! lorn am I,
That death a backward course should hold,
To smite the young and spare the old.”

It is more natural for a son to write his father’s memoir than for
a father to be hisson’s biographer. No such complaint as this is made
here, yet a very pathetic tone runs through the few modest words of
introduction which Mr. Law prefixes to this record of his Jesuit son.
This first part reaches only his fifteenth year, and is very properly
styled by the reviewer in ke Weekly Register, ¢ The Boyhood of Father
Augustus Law.” He might have added, ‘ as described in his letters.”
It is, in itself, very affecting to perceive the tender fidelity which
treasured up all the letters of a mere child, beginning with his eleventh
year. The editor of the volume is the Hon. William Towry Law,
son to the first Lord Ellenborough. Augustus was his eldest son,
Those who, like the present writer, knew him in his maturity, will see
in this boyish correspondence another proof of the truth of Words-
worth’s dictum, ¢ The child is father to the man.” There is the same
bright, joyous candour, the same affectionate, kindly nature, and
already, the same seclf-denying manliness of character. We are
allowed, incidentally, glimpses at other members of the family group,
which betray such goodness and natural piety as make us wonder less
at 8o many of them obtaining the grace of conversion and religious
vocation.

Father Law died, under peculiarly heroic circumstances, as a
pioneer missionary to the idolatrous natives in the heart of "Africa,
November 25th, 1880. The latest date reached in the present instal-
ment is October, 1848, We trust we shall be made, as far as possible,
equally familiar with this saintly and amiable soul in the thirty-two
years which lie between these dates. May Mr. W. T. Law have the
consolation of completing his pious task in spite of his ‘‘ advanced age
and very precarious health.”

To the subject of this memoir we are sure to return. 'We cannot
close our brief notice without remarking that the long and delightful
letter at page 63 would go far to make Novercs an amiable and endear-
ing name.
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IL. Zeaves from the Annals of the Sisters of Meroy. By A Mzusrr or
THE ORDER OF MEROY. (New York: Catholic Publication Society.
1881.)

THE first volume of this work, the only one yet published, relates, of
course, to Ireland, the motherland of the Order. The copy which has
been sent to us is marked, ‘ Second Edition,” though the work has
but recently appeared. The writer (we may venture on giving her
name in full) is Mother Austin Carroll, the Superior of the Sisters in
New Orleans, one of the numberless brave Irishwomen who have
followed the Irish race in its exodus to keep it still Irish and Catholic.
Besides her very entertaining *‘ Life of Mother M‘Auley,” to which we
have sometimes had occasion to refer with warm appreciation, the title
page of the present work describes her as being authoress of a * Life
of St. Alphonsus,” ¢ Life of Venerable Clement Hofbauer,” ¢ Glimpses
of Pleasant Homes,” ‘ Happy Hours of Childhood,” ¢ Angel Dreams,”
« By the Seaside,” &c. The efcstera includes translations of some solid
spiritual works like Father St. Jure’s * Treatise on the love and
knowledge of our Lord Jesus Christ.” Four of the items of the above
catalogue are story-books. They must be more than harmless, and
they must be well-written and lively. Considering the insatiable
appetite of our young people for tales, and the dearth of tales that are
edifying without being stupid, it is strange that Mother Austin
Oarroll’s stories are not better known in Catholic lending libraries and
convents in Ireland. 'We, at least, have never seen them or seen any-
one who had seen them.

This well-printed volume of 520 pages consists of fifty-one chapters
and, very judiciously, the first pages are occupied by a clear and
minute summary of each chapter. No one can read this list of items
without feeling his curiosity awakened. No doubt many parts will
interest chiefly the members of the Order, and their immediate friends,
especially in the localities sanctified by the different convents whose
history is given. But the general [reader also will find the volume
very entertaining, and not a little instructive. As we have said, we
shall find ourselves obliged to return to these ‘‘Leaves from the Annals
of the Sisters of Mercy;”’ and, therefore, we content ourselves at
present with this brief preliminary notice, and warm words of welcome.

II1. Stories of the Christian Schools. By ErLizaBerH M. STEWART,
Authoress of “ Lord Dacre of Gilsland,” &c. (London: Burns and
Oates. 1882.)

Ter “ Christian Schools,” of which there is question here, are those

taught by the Christian Brothers. We cannot say whether the book

is partly a translation. The snippety paragraphs of a French feuilleton
are unhappily imitated, almost every sentence being dignified with the
appearance of a paragraph. On the other hand Irish names are used
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in some of the stories, with a good deal of very false brogue. For
instance, Irish peasants never say dape for desp.

It is hardly fair for an old fogey to criticise what is meant for the
young; but the present reviewer has given some of these edifying
tales a fair chance of exercising their fascination upon him. They
did not avail themselves of the chance to any considerable extent-
But the same fate would certainly befall many a book that proves a
success. .

IV. Some of the Periodicals. (Various Publishers.)

TrE youngest, perhaps, of our contemporaries has just paid us its first
visit from far-off Australia—Z7%e Sydney Unsversity Review, of which
No. 1. is dated, November, 1881. 'We, hoary-headed patriarchs, must
patronise young beginners kindly : so we give our cordial ceade msle
Jaslte to The Sydney University Review, even though only ““published three
times a year.”” Could they not concoct one more number per annum
and make it an orthodox quarterly ? Even four times a year is a slow
rate for this go-ahead time. The great Quarterlies have lost their
influence in great part. Yet across the Atlantic comes punctually ZAe
American Catholic Quarterly (published by Hardy and Mahony, of
Philadelphia), solid, well-written, and instructive. ~Almost as large
is the monthly Catholie World, which the Paulists of New York have
maintained for many years at a high standard. In its fiction there is
a falling off since the time of ‘¢ The House of Yorke ”” and ‘¢ Pearl.”
Another of our Transatlantic visitors is The Scholastic Annual, pub-
lished by Professor Lyons, of Notre Dame University, Indiana. It is
excellent. 'We have nothing like it athome. It has appeared already
for seven years. May it endure through the twentieth century, which
is looming nearer and nearer, though many of us will be far away
when it comes. We have been specially pleased with Father Hudson's
graceful lecture on Longfellow, and with this sonnet on ¢ 8t. Cecilia’s
Bridal,” by our own contributor, ‘ Ethel Tane,” too long a stranger
to our pages.
¢ Show me the angel, thy unseen defender,
If such in very truth is by thy side—
I ask no more!” Cecilia’s bridegroom cried.
But softly she, with glance severely tender :—
¢ Thine eyes, Valerian, cannot bear his splendour.
Go, seek our priests, that in Rome's caverns hide :
‘When thou returnest, changed and sanctified,
Perchance that awful glory he will render.”—
He comes again, and lo! no vision chilling
Stands, sword in hand, to greet the neophyte :
Strange, subtle fragrance all the room is filling :
A gracious spirit waits with garlands bright :
And fair Cecilia kneels, no more unwilling,
To pledge with him a mystic heavenly plight.”
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Coming nearer home, we welcome cordially The Catholic Literary
Circular. (London: Burns and Oates.) We are so much pleased
with its evident determination to be candid in its criticisms, and not
to praise a book simply because written by a Catholic, that we condone
a personal passage, across which the editor might judiciously have
drawn his pen and written in the margin, dels.

The new outlet for Irish literary talent, Hibernia, which began its
career in Dublin on last New Year’s Day, is not a magazine of light
literature. It eschews stories and verse, and devotes itself to art and
criticism. 'We welcome it all the more warmly that it belongs to quite
a different sphere from our own. Vivat Hibernia!

Yet another of our contemporaries must be mentioned here with
sympathy, for the simple reason that, though published in London,
it enlists the services of many Irish pens. For instance, in the current
issue, Zinsley’s Magasine has an appetising instalment of a lively serial
tale by a young Irishman, W. B. Guinee; and a tender and delightful
paper on poor Clarence Mangan, by Mr. Richard Dowling, whose last
novel, we perceive, has won very high praise from the Atkenaeum, the
Academy, the Standard, the Morning Post, Lifs, &c. Other Irish con-
tributors to Zinsley this month are Mr. Nathanael Colgan—whose
daintily executed sketches of foreign scene our readers gratefully
remember—and our young poetess, Miss Katharine Tynan, who gives
the name of ‘ The Lark’s Waking ” to this very delicious-sonnet.

¢ O passionate heart! before the day is born,
When the faint rose of dawn is on the skies,
Dost thou not wait, couched in long grass that lies
Sweet and bejewelled with the dews of morn,
Till the low wind of daybreak in the corn -
Moves all the silken ears with languorous sighs,
And the fair sun, in glorified uprise,
Comes with bright robes of state right kingly worn?
Then dost thou cleave the air on rapturous wing,
‘Where the far east, with roseate splendours fraught,
Tells that no more can night enshroud thy king,
Or the pale stars his empire set at naught—
Higher and higher, till the clear skies ring
With the wild amorous greeting thou hest brought.”

V. Pamphlets. (Various Publishers.)
Tae learned Dr. Ward, whose son, Mr. Wilfrid Ward, has made an
excellent début in the current Nimeteenth Century, almost in the same
field of thought in which the late editor of The Dublin Review has dis-
tinguished himself so splendidly—Dr. Ward has reprinted his paper
in the last Dublin, on the Philosophy of the Theistic Controversy. An
American Sister of Mercy has forwarded a little drama of the Golden
Jubilee, which she calls * Aureae Laudes Oatharinae.” Mr. Hugh
Bonnar has written a small tract on the subject, ‘‘ How to develop
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Irish Manufactures and Industries,” (M. H. Gill & Son). Father
Anderdon, 8.J. has made a very telling controversial tract out of two
of his recent lectures, ‘‘ Questions and Answers.” (Burns & Oates.)

VI. Two new Sohool Histories of England.
Tue first is ““ A Concise History of England, by P. W. Joyce, LL.D.,
M.R.ILA” (M. H. Gill and Son.) Dr. Joyce's great practical ex-
perience has enabled him to produce a book which is sure to be really
serviceable, condensing into 150 pages a very clear summary of the chief
events from the earliest times to the year 1815. The clearness of style
and arrangement is helped by certain details in the use of various sorts
of type. The young historical student will find this book a great
help.

pThe other book, by Mr. T. J. Livesey, only brings the history of
England down to the Wars of the Roses. It is more juvenile and less
practical than its Dublin rival, and has many good pictures, and some
ballads, fortunately not original. Messrs. Burns and Oates make this
No. 11. of their “ Granville History Readers ’—so called, perhaps, out
of compliment to Granville Mansions, their new publishing house, in
which we wish them a long career of utility and prosperity, true to the
spirit of the worthy founder of the firm—James Burns.

VII. Z%e new Portrait of Cardinal Newman.

Trovex this paragraph is found under the heading of “New Books,”
it_does not refer to Mr. Jenning’s recent biography of the great Cardinal,
to which, kindly meant and pleasantly written as it is, we think the Jrish
Eecclestastical Record paid a most extravagant compliment last month.
To be noticed at all by “P. M.” was compliment enough. The por-
trait before us now is the only one that represents to us Cardinal
Newman as he is, ‘& man (says Zhs Ttmes) bending under the weight
of fourscore years, his face deeply furrowed, but with a brightness in
the eyes which suggests that his work is yet far from being done.” Let
us give the venerable man’s own words on the subject :—

‘It is, indeed, most acceptable to me, and a very thoughtful kind-
ness, that you should have proposed to provide a memorial of me for
time to come, and memorial so specially personal, which, years hence,
will bring back vividly the remembrance of the past to those who have
known me, and will carry on into the future a tradition of what I was
like to the many who never saw me. . . . In carrying out your purpose
you have had recourse to a man of widely-acknowledged genius, whose
work, now finished, is generally pronounced to be worthy of his re-
putation, and is found by competent judges to claim more and more
admiration the more carefully it is studied.”

Mr. Ouless, A.R.A. is almost the greatest of living portrait-painters,
and M. Rajon is, certainly, the greatest of living etchers.
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THE FOSTER-FATHER'S ANTHOLOGY.

BY THE EDITOR.
Part 1.

AN anthology means a gathering of flowers; and the foster-father
in whose honour these flowers are gathered is Joseph, spouse of
the Blessed Virgin Mary.

These flowers spring up most seasonably with the crocuses in March,
for March is 8t. Joseph’s own month, for & reason which Aubrey de
Vere indicates in one of his ZLegends of St.> Patrick, where he allows
himself to think of a much earlier saint than our great apostle :—

¢Of Hebrew patriarchs last
And chief. The Holy House at Nazareth
He ruled benign, God’s warder with white hairs;
And still his feast, that silver star of March,
‘When snows afllict the hill and frost the moor,
‘With temperate beams gladdens the vernal church.”

These lines are the only ones in this paper which have a right to
be enclosed within what are called, not quite accurately, inverted
commas. The other flowers are gathered now for the first time. For
instance, Miss Katharine Tynan—whose muse, we perceive, with
pleasure, and without jealousy, is acceptable to 7% Graphic and Tinsley
—has sent us for St. Joseph’s altar a tribute whieh (for the reason
another poet has explained for us) she calls *“ A March Sonnet.”

O thou dear Saint, who bearest in thy hand
A silver-shining lily ! now thy praise
Is sung by those who love thee, for the days
Of windy March are in the wakening land.
Beloved of Mary ! now I see thee stand
Beside the Crib with wondering raptured gaze,
Or tending the Ohild Obrist through toilsome ways
O’er the far-stretching lonely desert sand.

Beloved of Jesus! would my words were meet

To reach thee in the sunshine of His face
And bloom as pale March flowers about thy feet—

To rise and greet thee in thy heavenly place,
In shape of violets odorous and sweet

And with the late-born primroses’ fair grace.

As space is growing scarce, we shall separate this sweet sonnet
from the next poem by no more prose than suffices to say that we owe
the latter to] Sister Mary Stanislaus, and that it might take as its
distinctive name, ¢ 8t. Joseph of Sion.”
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8t. Joseph! he from whom is named
All enrth’s paternity,

While yet He dwelt amongst us, claimed
A father’s care from thee ;

And she, whom ¢ David's mighty tower”
And “ Christian's Help " we call

Leaned on thy strength in danger's hour,
And trusted thee for all.

He who upholds the great round earth,
And speeds the starry train,

‘Who gives the little birds their birth,
And feeds the flowers with rain ;

‘Who shines in sun, bedews in shower,
To fructify earth’s soil,

Now seems a child bereft of power,
Dependent on thy toil.

See o'er the desert swift they go,
To Egypt far away,
St. Joseph's prudence wills it so,
St. Joseph leads the way ;
And when once more they homeward wend,
Not theirs again the choice
God’s secret guidance they attend,
And Joseph is God’s voice.

In Nazareth, home of peace and prayer,
St. Joseph still holds sway,

He bears the weight of toil and cave,
They love and they obey.

Does any doubt perplexing rise ?
St. Joseph’s voice will guide.

In every need love trusting cries
« 8t. Joseph will provide !’

O Joseph! we who in degree
‘Would tread the path they trod,
And make our earthly dwelling be
Like that dear home of God,
Entreat thee dwell among us too,
To aid, provide, defend,
To give us good in season due
As father and as friend !

And, oh ! by all thy peaceful years,
By all the dangers run,

By all the joys, by all the fears,
For Mary and her Son;

Oh! by thy peaceful failing breath,
Jesus and Mary nigh,

Be with us, Joseph, at our death,
And help us all to die.
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From the banks of the Lee 8t. Joseph has received two tributes in
verse, the offering, however, of one heart. Miss Helena Callanan
addresses to the amiable patriarch a sonnet on the eve of Holy Com-

munion:—

Saint Joseph, by the sorrow and the love
8o deep, so warm, which, when the infant cry
Of Jesus mingled first with choirs on high
Thy tender sainted heart did thrill and move,
Seeing thy cherished One, thy Spotless Dove,
Heaven's lily fair, our earth-stained race among,
All homeless with her Babe desired so long.
If such dear memories reach thine ear above,
Beloved of God ! plead for us at His throne,
That we, our souls made whole and strong,
At morn may sing a glad triumphant song
When in His sacrament He secks His own,
That we may meet and greet Him as we ought,
Our Love who giveth more than love e’er sought.

Our contributor has neglected two very little exigencies of the
strictest sonnet-form, which have been duly observed by her rival
sonneteer in a previous page. But no fault can be found with the
rhyme or reason of her second poem in & more popular metre, which
is headed simply, ¢ To 8t. Joseph :”—

Bright hidden pearl, more loved and known
Than all save Mary round God’s throne.
The days have dim and distant grown
Since first we knew St. Joseph ;
Love in our souls was warm and young,
Praise on our lips like incense hung
As with our childish hearts we sung,
¢ All hail to thee, St. Joseph !”

But now that sin has dimmed the ray
Of happy childhood’s smiling day,
8till may we our poor tribute pay

Of love to thee, 8t. Joseph.
8till be thy kind protection near,
Still to our pleading lend an ear,
Keep us in paths of holy fear

‘Where thou hast walked, St. Joeeph.

Guardian of Jesus, sheltering tree,
Glad toiler for the blessed three,
Our Mother’s spouse, ah, have not we
Dear claims on thee, St. Joseph ?
Around that tender memory clings
The perfume of such heavenly things;
Thy name is like the whisperings
Of sweeteet peace, 8t. Joseph.
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Our Lord hath favoured thee with power)
To guard on earth His richest dower,
Be our strong shield in danger’s hour
And guard us, blest St. Joseph !
Be unto us a father mild
Help us to love the Holy Child,
Companion of the Undefiled!
Pray for us, pure St. Joseph.

Through tracklees wastes of desert sand

Thy weary feet sought Egypt’s land —

Teach us to hear God’s least command
And bless His will, St. Joseph.

Journey