
manEmpire by command of the Government. This termof im-
prisonment wasvery hard, the diet so execrablethathe fell sick in
consequence, and his treatment rude and insulting to the last
degree. On this subject he sayshementionsit not for the sake of
complaint,knowing well that far worsewasenduredby thousands
of confessors of old,but toprotest against the crying injustice of
theGovernmentin treating political prisoners,suffering for their
adherence to a principle, in precisely the same wayasthe basest
criminals.

The four weary weeks came to an end. Forty-eight hours
weregiven him before leaving his country,which hehadsimply
and firmly declared he would not do voluntarily;hisconscience
bs aCatholic priest forbade that; but he would wait quietly for
what wascoming. The poor young priest was tohavea consola-
tionbeforehis exile,which, he says, made him forgetallhehad
suffered. His mother was waiting for him. She had read the
announcement of his banishment in the papers,andhadcome to
bidhimfarewell.

"Itwasoneof thehappiest hours of my life;buthow canI
linger over this bright spot,this sunbeam that brokeoutof the
cloudsintomy dark life? Letthe readerrememberthat lamthe
only son of an aged mother who spent her last heller andbore
manyprivationsfor the sake of educating him, who thankedGod
with tears whenshe saw him a priest at the altar,and whonow
after long separationmet him on the eve of his exile tobidhim
farewell, perhapsfor ever. We sat together, hand in hand, late
into thenight. Itoldher allmy story,andshe laughed andwept
by turns. Ihaveneverseenher since."

Andnow we come to the closing scene of this pathetic drama.
Itwas three days before Christmas, and the banishedpriestre-
solved to risk everything rather than leave his people without
Masson thefeast. Itwasfearful weather;snowhadfallenheavily
for a week and lay several feet deep;nota traceof a, road wasto
be seen,buthehadpromisedhis people to be with them atmid-
night,andhestartedat three in the afternoon. Ateverystephe
sank twoor three feet inthe snow,heavy flakes,drivenby astrong
wind,almostblindedhim, andhebegunto fear that evenif hedid
not lose his way,he shouldneverreach N intime. Once he
walked right intoastream,but on he went. The man whodefies
themighty Prussian Government is not tobedauntedby asnow-
storm.

It washalf-pastclever whenthe brave-heartedpriestreached
hi3journey'send. Neither his flock northepolicehad thought his
appearancepossibleinsuch weather,soallwasquietin the village,
anda suppressedcry of joy greeted his entrance into the church,
whereoneof theparishioners was saying the rosary with thecon-
gregation.

"As the clock struck twelve Ibegan Mass
—

neverwithsuch
joy anddevotionbefore

—
and very touchingit waswhen oneof the

choir, ina low voice intoned the glorious hymn Seiligste Nacht!
Finsterniss weichet— 'Holiest night! thedarknessflies.' During the
firstMass,Igave a short sermon on the text, " Glorybeto Godin
thehighest:peace to men of good will.' Never did the words
come so entirely frommy heart, never wasIso entirelyhappy as
then. Yes,happy. Let the man of 'culture

'
and theunbeliever

mock as they may; happy, in spite of trial and persecution: all
weariness,allpainandcare weregone,and tearsof joy andsorrow
filledmy eyesasIthought of the circumstances under whichIwas
keeping the holy Christmas feast, and of the faithfuldevotionof
my peopleto their Church. Itwasahappiness such as the world
cannot give. Isaidmy three Masses, baptisedthree children, and
gavemy flock the generalabsolution. Then my good andfaithful
childrenpressed round me, clinging to myhandandweeping. I
saida few partingwords,and tearing myself from their entreaties
tostay alittle longer, passed once more into the darknessof the
night. Next morning, whenIreached the house of a priest, in
the neighborhood,Ibrokedown, andlay for manydays ina violent
fever."Since thenIhaveonly beentwice atN . To dosomore
frequently wouldhavebeen running into the arms of the police,
for myparish is desolate. The nearest church is an hour anda
half's journey from N ,and only a small number could get
there onSundays in that bitter winter to hearMass. My people
haveno teaching— nopriest toadminister the sacraments, tocon-
sole the sick, to bring the food of life to the dying . . . but
their Father inheavenis merciful!"Ihaverelated themanifestations andthe results of the war
of culture in Prussia merely as they exhibitedthemselves inmy
person: similar scenes are repeated every day in all directionjfc
The whole countrysits sorrowing, and thepriestsareprisoners,or f

emigrants, or, like myself, homeless wanderers. And yet it is &*
contest inwhich the State will not triumph! Ifcmaymakenew
lans, and take thebreadout of the mouths of the priests;butit
will learn all the more plainly that it has to do with Catholic
priests."

The annual anniversary requiem mass for the repose of the
soulof Mgr. Darboy, who fell a victim to the wantontyrannyof
the Paris Commune in 1871, was celebrated in the Cathedralof
Notre Dame on the 24-th nit., at 9 A.M. The choir of the church
wasdrapedin mourning. Among those present werethe martyr's
sister andmany relatives of the family. The erectionof astatue
to his memory, from the chisel of M. Bonassieux, which was to
have accompanied this ceremony, has been delayed, because M-
Abadie, the architectof thenewchurch of theSacredHeart, could
not find time to complete the chapel in whichit is tobeplaced.
This statue willbesituatedinfront of the monumenttoCardinal
Morlot,Mgr. Darboy's immediate predecessor inthe see ofParis.
Itis expected thatit will very soonoccupy the place for which,it
is destined.

"
The doctor, who sat next to the Landrath,mutteredsome-

thing that soundedlike
'
Jesuit indisguise.'"

'Youaremistaken,"Isaid, turningtohim. witha smile, 'I
am a travelling winemerchant of liberalviews and friendly tothe
Empire.'

"'And so'they didnot catch the pastor?
'

asked tie Landrath." 'No:at least they had not done so whenIleft the place.'"'
If thosepeasants don't submit,' said theLandrath angrily,-'I

shall just say the-word andsend a body of soldiers into theplace till
they are tamed.'

"The rest of thepartynodded approval." 'As this affair seems to be of importance to you,'Isaid to the
Landrath, '1should advise your having the church closely watched
n»xt Sunday from as early as five or sixo'clock, as doubtless the
pastor will re-»ppear there on that day.' And thereuponImade my
dow, leaving the gentlemen to puzzle their heads over my character
and torevile the 'disguisedJesuit' to their heart's content."

Our friend spent the remainder of the weekina village on the
Luxembourg frontier, the Moselle beiDg the boundary. At thisvery
timefell the fetepatronaleof the Church,and thepastorof theplace,
ourRenitentus,and another priest— all three under the ban of the
Maylaws,andallwearing thick beards

—
met by appointment tocela-

brftteHigh Mass atnine o'clock. Every precaution had been taken
by thepeople. Aboatwas in readiness to take them across theriver
in case of need, all the rest of the boats being removed toas greata
distance aspossibleandmade fast to the shore, and sentinels were
posted about theplace to give warning of danger. Hardly was Mass
over whena ladraninto the church to give the alarm. The priests
hastily unvested, charged thepeopletokeep perfectly quiet, andmade
thebest of their way to theriver. The gendarmes werenot twohun-
dredyards o4;but theboat wassafely reached,and had pushedoff
somedistance when theyreached thebank, where they were greeted
by much

"
chaff" from the fugitives, who regretted the trouble they

hadhadandadvised them to rest themselves a littleand get cool.
Th« river side wascrowdedbyparishioners,cheeringandwavinghand*
andhandkerchiefs,and the three

"
recusants

"
landed safely,congra-

tulating themselves ondrinking their coffee in a Tillage inninstead of
aPrussianprison.

Renitentus hadrelations ina town not far off, for whichhe took
his passage in oneof the Moselle boats, the captainof which turned
out to be a schoolfellow, who wasmuch surprisedto see him insuch
imclerical garb. When the story was told, the honest sailor*'oidhim
fearnothing while he was onhis boat;but anunexpecteddanger ap-
pearedin the shape of the gendarmes from whom the dark cornerof
the coach and the patriotic song had co lately saved him. These,
however,were closer quarters,andrecognitionseemed certain. A few
wordsput the captainaufait:he beckoned his old friend into his
cabin, where, ashe said, hemight easily lie perdutill the end of the
passage.

"
But thatwould be verydull in such fine weather,and we

willdo things morepoetically. Youseem to begoing through aprac-
ticalcourse of the JEneid and Odyssey; whynot do the same with
the'Metamorphoses?' "Whenonceareverendpastorha9turnedinto
a commercial traveller,he cansurely change from that to a sailor."
Accordingly he donneda red jacketandcap, wentondeck again, and
gotsafely toB .

Saturday saw him again onhis way to his faithful people,and an
houraftermidnight he wasin the church. No lights couldbe ven-
turedon, and indarknessandsilence oneafter another stole in, after
whisperingapass-wordto thesacristan whostoodat the door. Con-
fessions wereheard till two;and then itwo candles were placed on
the altar, screens arranged on each side, curtains drawn before the
windows,and Masswassaid. Itmust havebeen anight never to be
forgottenby thathunted priest and his faithful people. The dark
throngedchurch, the stillness scarcely brokenby the low voices of the
celebrant and his servei,and now and thenby a stifledsob. When
Mass wasover, Holy Communionwas given, then the priest blessed
hischildren,and left jthe place ashe had entered it,insilenceand
alone.

TheLandrath faithfully followedthe friendlyadvice he had re-
ceived,and thepolice watched the church with exemplarybutunre-
wardedpatience for somehours.

Inthe courseof the week the following letter was sent to the
banishedpastor;and whatmusthavebeen theconsolation of such an
assuranceof fidelityand zeal in the,midst of persecution and hard-
ship."Honoured

"
HerrPastor,"— Itseems that the policeareon the

scent:we mustgo to work verycautiously, andso we haveputour-
selves incommunication with theparishpriestsof theneighbourhood,
andreceive their permission for you to offer the HolySacrificeat
night on the threenext Sundays,atP G ,R ,andM .
Yourparishionerswill meet you at these villages. We have taken
everyprecautiontoprevent your arreßt, trustworthy sentinels willbe
posted;a short sharp whistle is the signal of danger;the cryof the
cuckoo the token that all is right. Your people will keep true,in
■piteof every trial and sacrifice, to the priestsent by their bishop;
andnothing shallJmake us waver in our devotion to the Church,
CatholicandRoman, thePope andthe bishops. We thank you for
shrinking from no trouble to be a faithfulshepherd to your flock."

Allwent wellon the next three Sundays, on the fourthcame
achange. AtmidnightEenitentus wascrossing afield leading to
the village of M ,when ashrill, sharpwhistle struck hisear,
thenanother, this time close at hand,and nowhorses' hoofs were
heardcoming nearer andnearer. No one was tobe seen,andnot
ahouse was in sight where he could take refuge. By-and-bye a
gendarme's helmet glittered in the moonlight, andavoice called
out, "What did that whistle mean?" A man jumped out of a
ditch, and ran across the field, the gendarme was about togive
chase, whenhe saw the priest, and asked whatwashis business-No answerbeing given he was orderedto inarch,witha threat of
beingriddendownif heattemptedtoescape. Hewastakenbefore
the authorities of theplace,identified, andsentencedto amonth's
imprisonment,at the endof whichhe wasbanishedfromthe Ger-
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