
So ends the prison experience which forms the first partof
the story. The second andmore interestingportion tells the tale
of his wanderings, the "Odyssey," as he calls it, which followed
the imprisonment. Before resuming his duties among his flock,
Renitentus went to recruit his strength by a short visit to his
relations,and during this time there appeared anofficialwarrant
forhis capture,witha fulldescription of his person, notwithstand-
ing whichhereturned toN ,where the first thing thatmet
his eyeswasa notice nailed to his door, ordering him toquit the
district ("Bezirk") within twenty-four hours. The prescribed
time hadlong since elapsed, andhe left thenotice whereitwas.
Next morning, after sayingMassin a densely crowded church,he
he was arrestedasecond time, and theheart-breakingscene of six
months ago was repeated. "Where are you taking me?"he
inquiredof his captor. "Ido not know, sir;my orders wereto
arrestyou, that is all." Hewas conducted to theMayor's Court,
where the extraordinaryproposal wasmade tohim thathe should
defray the expenses ofa conveyance for himselfand the gendarme
toX ,and on his naturally declining, he was told thathe
must,inthat case, goon foot. Itwas a three days' journey, and
hesaidit wasoutof his power to doso;so they lockedhimupin
the engine-house while the question was referred to a higher
authority, and a doctor consulted, who certified his inability to
walk the distance. A carriage was offeredbya gentlemanin the
neighborhood;but they hadnot gone far before agendarme rode
up, stoppedthe carriage,anddemandedthe writtenpermissionof
theLandrath for its use. No such document was forthcoming,so
the* poor wearied priest was ordered) out, and proceededonfoot,
while themanincharge whohad accompanied him wentbackfor
thewrittenorder. The scene which followed is one whichcould
hardly bebelievedonless credible evidence, andthe sufferer him-
self saysthat if hadbeendescribed to himheshouldhave thought
ituntrue,or at leastgrossly exaggerated. Thegendarme rode his
horse at the prisoner,sothat he was literallyupon him {aufden,
Naeken). Ifheattempted toget out ofthe waytheman followed,
the horse rearing, so that the priest was every moment indanger
of being riddendown; andhundreds of persons who witnessed this
disgracefulscene cried out to implore the gendarme to keepat a
greater distance. "It's the way we do to them all!

"
was the

brutal answer. And so the priest was.driven on, like a hunted
animal,for anhour,before the carriage|re-appearedwith the order
for its use. Itwas noonbeforehe biokehis fast at a village inn
where the goodpeoplenot only set their bestbefore him, andgave
himprovisionsfor the rest of the journey, but absolutely refused
allpayment— aproof of generous devotedness greaterthan itmay
seemat first sight, when we consider that far slighter marksof
attachment toa faithfulpriest havebeen often treatedas crimes
"by the "Liberal" Prussian Government. Latein the evening a
halt wasmade for thenight, and at theMayor's office Renitentus
recognizedin thepresiding authority an oldschoolfellow whom he
hadhelped over many animposition in former days,but whonow
ignoredhis outstretchedhand,observedastrictly official demeanor,
askedhisname, andconsignedhim for thenisrht to the ruins of an
oldcastle, whichdiddutyas a temporaryprison.

Nextmorning the journey was continuedon foot, as leave for
using the carriagehadnot beengiven any further. Thistime the
gendarme in charge turned out a very good fellow, in spiteofa
ferociouslymartial expression. After somehesitationhe agreedto
his prisoner'sproposaltolightenthefatigue atthecost of lengthen-
ingthe journey, by stopping at the different presbyteries onthe
way for a short visit. The glass of wine which he goton these
occasions no doubt reconciledhim to the delay, but he confessed
that he was heartily ashamed of his employment;and thoughhe
stared a little at first whenthepeasants greetedhis prisonerwith
the good old Christian salutation, "Praised be Jesus Christ," it
wasnot longbeforehe joinedhim inthe answer,"Forever,amen."

Itwasquitedark when they crossed the districtfrontier,and
the gendarme shook hands withhis prisonerashe askedhim where
he thought of going? "Ihaveno notion, my goodfellow;butI
must lookout for alodgingsomewhere." Andthenandthere they
parted,high among the hills, witha keen wind driving the snow
in the face ofthe exile. He was aperfect stranger to theneigh-
borhood,andso, no sooner had his companion left him, thanhe
turnedback,recrossedtheforbiddenfrontier,andwalkedback for a
goodtwohoursto thehouse ofthe confrere hehadlast visited, who
wasgreatly astonished toseehim again,bxitgladly fedandhoused
him. "

These days of ours," said he,"remind one of the fate of
theFrenchpriestsin the Revolution. The few who took thecon-
stitutional oath werefavouredby the Government,butdespisedby
thepeople for sacrificing their consciences to the Molochof the
State. Even Napoleon said as muchj but history praises the
others now, though theyhad towander about,tolose their position,
and sometimesto dieby the guillotine. Andhistory will oneday
pass the same judgment on those German priestsandbishopswho
esteemed conscience morehighly thina fatbenefice."

After aday's restRenitentus, providedby his friendwith the
necessaryfunds,madehis wayto thenearestrailway,andso,right"into the jawsof the wolf," that is, to thecapital of the forbidden
district, where he bought a suit of clothes in characterwith the
parthe hadresolved toplay, that of commis-voyageur toanimagin-
ary wine-merchant. Thus equipped, he could defy the police
officials, especially as h<* now worea thick beard, ala Dr.Falk.
He walked with mingled feelings of sadness and thankfulness
roundtheprisonwhichstillheld the venerable bishopand somany
ofhisbrethren,andthenwenttothe Cathedral topray for strength
and courage for them, himself, his flock, and all true German
Catholics.

Two days later, the stage-coach was taking him to theplace
which he had been banished from a week ago. Little did the
gendarme(thesame whohadbehavedsobrutallyon the road) guess
who wasthe travestied person inthe corner, when helookedinto
thecoach atthe journey'send. Hepassedhimagaininthe village,

INTERESTINGFACTS ABOUT THE POPE.

On Saturday,May13, His Holiness Pope Pius IX.completed his
84th year. The Catholicjournals of Rome contained Addresses to
the Holy Father enclosed in pretty borders. Even the 'Unita
Cattolica* appearedingala stylewithout themourning border that
encloses its first page since the Italians crossed the Pontifical
frontier on the14thof September,1870. The editor then assured
his readers that this mourning should continue until the Holy
Father was reinstated inhis rights. The

'
Unita

'
gives a seriesof

dates valuable as a record of the HolyFather's life. Bornon the
13thof May,1792,at Sinigaglia, he was baptised onthesameday
by CanonMastai. He wasconfirmedon the 9th of June,1799, and
inthe same year prayed for the imprisonedPontiff, Pius VI. On
the 2ndof October, 1803,he entered the College of Volterra, and
was saved from a mortal illness in 1816. He was ordainedsub-
deacon on the18th of December, 1818, and priest on the 10th of
April,1819. His first Mass was'said on Easter Sunday,11th of
April,1819,andinthat sameyear hewas appointedchaplain inthe
Hospital of Tata Giovanni, at Rome. In1823 (3rd July)he set
out ona mission toChili,andnarrowly escaped shipwreckat Lima
in 1824. Inthe following year he was appointeddirectorof San
Michele,andArchbishopof Spoletoon the 21st of'May,1827,where
two years afterwards he did much by hisfgoodness to subdue a
revolution. Onthe 17thof December, 1832, he was made Bishop
of Imola j on the 23rd of December, 1839, he wascreated Cardinal
inpetto, andproclaimed onthe 14th ofDecember,1840. Itwas in
1842 thathe bestowed his silver spoons on apoor womanwhenhe
had no money to give,and four years afterwards a white dove
alightedonhis carriageashe wasgoing to the Conclave

—
an omen

of his approaching election to the Pontificate accepted by the
Roman people. On the 14th of June,1846,he entered theCon-
clave, andon the 16th was electedPope.

The 'Voce della Verita* thus speaks of him:
—

"Seventeen
lustresof years,and sixof aPontificate! Mostrare is the example
of the firstj there is noexample of the second. And whatis this
man? Is his headbowed,his eye uncertain,his minddiminished,
withmemory slowanduntrustworthy,exhibiting decadence ? No;
itis buteight days ago since the largeDucalHall resounded with
his words,of which not one waslost to the thousandandahalf of
auditors. The thoughts were strong, the images elevated, the
phrasesready andsecure. And no day passes in the other great
Consistorial Hall, filled with long files of visitors from themost
diverse and distant countries, thatheis not seen topass from the
one to the other,finding forallhappyand variedwords,which they
preserve throughout their whole lives." After speaking of the
trialsto whichhe is subjected, the 'Voce' proceeds:"Butwill he
conquer ? Hehas already conquered,we reply. His triumphs are
named the Syllabus, the Council, the protests,and the five years
of imprisonment which seal them. The Syllabus woundedsocial
errors totheheart;the CouncilkilledBegalism and Gallicanisin;
the protestsand the firm refusals,save theArk of Justice, which,
whenthis floodof revoltandcrime will have passedaway,willrest
andoriginateanew world."

OnMay 13, the members of the Sacred College, theprelates,
andanumber of Roman gentlemen filled the ante-chambers of the
Vatican. Although it was not an official feast, they presented
themselvesthere to testify, by their presence and their words, the
sentimentsofveneration,affection, andgratitudewhichtheycherish
towards the Holy Father. His Holiness accepted and returned
their congratulations. A number of foreign andRoman families
werealsopresenton that day. Amongst the former were Mr.and
Mrs.Hutchinson and theirson,JohnMaryPius,dressed,asbefore,
in the costume of the Swiss Guard, and withabouquetofflowers
inhis hand. The Pope stopped at sight of the little fellow and
said tohim,"Wheredid yougetthese beautifulflowers,mychild?

"
The little fellowpresentedhis bouquet to the HolyFather, and,
aftera secondor two,hepaidhis complimentto thePopeby using
the wordsaddressedtoabishopatconsecration,"Admultoaannoe."
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but who could suspect a recalcitrant priest in the singer of so
"patriotic" asong as lohbinein Preusse:Kenntihr tneine Farben ?— "lamaPrussian:do you know my colors?

"
which stoodhim

in good stead on more occasions than one. His own house, he
knew, wouldnot be safe, so heonly stayed there longenough'to
pack a few necessaries, andthen wentto that ofa friend, who took
care to let thepeopleknowthat their*pastor wasamongthem, and
wouldsay Mass early in themorning. JSvery placein.the churoh
was full, and the sobs ofhis hearers often interruptedhimwhen
he charged them ina few earnest words from thepulpit tobe true
to the faithof their fathers,andpledgedhimself, come*whatmight,
toremainfaithful to the Church and tohisbishop.

After Mass,a sum of money was handed to him, whiohhad
beencollectedwithouthisknowledge for hissupportin thewander-
ing,uncertain existence which lay beforehim. - '

Of course the presence of the contumacious priest couldnot
*

remain asecretlong. Hehadheard confessions after Mass,given
Communion,administered Baptism, and visited the sick;andby
eight thepolice wereastir. Indue timeagendarmepresentedbim-
,selfat the house wherehe was lodged, but his host hadalready
placedhimself inasafe hiding-place, safe, that is tosay,fromfear
of discovery, butnot without some danger. Itwasadark corner
of the"well-house," ona few boards laid over the water,behind
♥heturning-wheel. The house was searched from cellar to loft,
bedsandpresses were rummaged,casks overturned,eventhedoor
of the well-house opened. Here, however, the gendarme did not
care topursue his researches too far, and leftthe house with the
promise" to wring the confoundedfellow'sneck whenhedidcatch
him."

(Tobeconcludednextweek).
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