
What Our Lady of Loretto has been to Italy; Our Lady ofFourvieres,La Salette,Lourdes, toFrance;Our Lady of Foye and
Halle toBelgium;Our Lady of Navan andTrim to Ireland, Our
Lady of Guadalupe is toour neighboring republic,Mexico.

TheBlessed Virgin, asis piously believed,appeared toDiego,
an Indian,and sent him to the bishop to direct a church tobe
builtona site indicated. The bishopsenthimback togatherroses
there,and winter as it was,he foundroses,and filledhis cloak v ith
them;butat thebishop's palace the roses had vanished,and on
the rude canvas of the cloak was painted a beautiful picture of
Our Lady, stillpreserved.

TheBishop of Mexico,theholy Zumarraga,placed thepicture
in a chapel till a church was erected on the spot miraculously
designatedby theBlessedVirgin.

The first church soon proved insufficient to accommodate the
thousandswho crowdedit. In1695,Francis deAguiar,Archbishop
of Mexico, laid the corner-stone of the magnificent basilica, on
whichvast sums were lavishedby the faithful.

On the first of May,1709, thepicture was translated toit, and
placed on a silver throne that cost $80,000. Altars of beautiful
marble are erected in the church and chapels,and the service-
plateis of the mostcostly description. The great silver lamp is a
marvel of elaborate work. The altar railing is of silver, and is
protectedby a secondrailing of costly wood,exquisitely carved and
inlaid withsilver. Thevenerated pictureis surroundedby aframe
of pure gold, the offeringof Don Antonio MariaPucareli, Viceroy
of Mexico.

As Our Lady of Guadalupe was deemed the especialPatroness
of the Indians, the revolution, which made Mexico a Republic,
increased devotion to her. She is thePatroness of Mexico;and
evenin the present time when religion is so much opposed there
by the so-called Liberals, Our Lady of Guadalupe is still honored
andrespected.

Dr. Edmond Alix has published a work entitled"Essai sur
I'A.ppareilLocomoteur des Oiseaux," inwhich themode of locomo-
tion has been determined by a careful study of the anatomyof
birds. His conclusions on this point arecontained in theproposi-
tions :—":

— "First. The wing inits downwardstrokebeginsby moving
forwardtoattain its basis of support; after whichitstrikesbriskly
fromabove downward,andat the sametime frombefore backward,
as aresult of whichthebirdis projectedforward. Second. Atthe
momentat whichthe wing commences todescend,its lower surface
looks forward;but as it descends this surfacegradually turns to
lookdirectlydownward, and ultimately more andmorebackward.
Third. During the ascent of the wing it moves upwardand for-
ward, its lower surface at the same time looking forward." This
agrees closelywith Marey's results obtained by mechanical appli-
ances tobirdsin flight,butthe twoinvestigatorsdifferon the ques-
tionwhetherthe variationin the inclinationsis duetoits structure,
or merely tothe effect of the air upon its flexibleposteriormargin.
Dr. Alix takes the formerview.

WAIFS AND STRAYS.
++

A survivor of an Indian attack tells the following:
— "Ihad

been sent onaheadupthehill, justwhere thebig stonehutstands,
by the road, and with a boy named Kountze, from Omaha,
sat downto wait for the waggons, which were slowly comingup
out of the valley. When the waggons reached usIstarted on
alone through the rocks andpinebushes to seekagoodcamp. A
few hundreds yards farther onIlooked downaravine to the right
and saw fivemounted Indiansride across the valley. Istarted to
goback to the train, when at least a dozen Indians ranatme out
of thebush,and youbetIran andhallooedfor help. Inaminute
more twoor three of them shot at me. Ifelta sharp,stinging
paininmy left leg another in my leftBhoulder, andIfell. Then
they were upon me inaminute, and oneof themput hisknepiqf
my back,while anotherhitmeaclip withaclub orabuttof agun,
Idon't know which, asIhadno time to think. AllIknew wasI
wasbeing scalped;my hair was held tight. Ifeltahot,red-hot,
stinging sort ofpain all around the top of my heid

—
beingtorn

outby the roots
—
it was too much; Icould'ntstandit;Idied

—
<jifc

leastIthoughtIdid. Butmy scalp wassaved just as it wasbeing
tornoff. The boys at the waggons hadseenme running;saw the
Indiansandcame on— thirteenof them

—
and got up just in time

to prevent the red devils finishing their work. The Indians, as
wellas my friends, thoughtIwas dead. ButIcame toagain,and
my scalp was laidback again. Itwas only half torn off, as you
will see,andis growing againnicely."

Many of our readers "will remember an accomplishedEnglish
priest, Father Anderdon, who was on a visit at Cardinal's
M'Closkey'shouse a few years since. Previouslyhe had been for
along time chaplainof the Catholic University Church, Dublin j
now he is a member of the Society of Jesus. Recently lecturing
in Ireland,he told a good story which we find in the 'Weekly
Register.' We are sure our readers will appreciateit:

"'On my
first arrivalin London,' saidFather Anderdon, * not being able to
giveupmy quartersimmediately in the Archbishop'shouse,Iwas
obliged to look out for lodgings— inLondon a desolate sorb of em-
ployment. Atlast Ifoundveryrespectable lodgings anda very
grim andprimold landlady.' 'Well,' Isaid, walking through the
rooms, 'Ithink these will doj I'll take them.' The old landlady
coughedandlookedverygrimly and withanair of suspicionatmy
Roman collar. Then she said, 'Yes, sir

—
ahem;yes, sir. But

where'syour references ?' After thatIwrote to a friendandsaid,
'Now Ican put into precise formula the difference a Catholic
priest finds between the receptiongiven him inIrelandand that
which awaitshimonhis first appearancein anEnglish household.
InIreland, whenheenters, the womanof thehouse exclaims, 'Oh!
here's his reverence!' But in England 'tis, 'Oh! but where's
your reference?' The story, says the 'Examiner,' was keenly
relishedby the audience,andsome time elapsedbeforethe laughter
itexcited subsided,and the reverend speakercould apply himself
to graver topics.

Conde, the greatestof the generals,excepthis contemporary,
Sobiesfei, in anageof generals,passing through the city of Sens,
which belonged to Burgundy, andof whichhe was the governor,
took greatpleasure in disconcerting the different companies who
came to compliment him. The AbbeBoileau, brother of thepoet,
was commissioned to make a speech to the princeat theheadof
the chapter. Conde,wishing to disconcert the orator,advancedhis
head towards the abbe, as if with the intention of hearing him
more distinctly, but in reality to make him blunder if possible.
The abbe, who perceived his design, pretended to be greatly
embarrassed,and thus began his speech:"My lord,yourhighness
oughtnot tobesurprisedto see me tremble whenIappearbefore
you at the headof a company of ecclesiastics;were lat the head
of anarmy of thirty thousand menIshould tremble muchmore."
The prince was so charmed with this sally that he embracedthe
orator without suffering him toproceed. He askedhisname, and
whenhe found that he wasbrother toM.Despreauxhe redoubled
his attentions and invited him to dinner. The prince onanother
occasion thought himself offended by the Abbe de Voisenon.
Voisenon, hearing this, went to court to exculpatehimself. As
soon as the prince sawhim he turnedawayfromhim.

"
Thank

God," said Voisenon, "Ihave been misinformed, sir;your high-
ness does not treat me as an enemy."

"
How do yousee that,M.

Abbe?
"

said his highness coldly, over his shoulder. "Because,
sir," answered the abbe,"your highness never turns your back
upon an enemy." "My dear abbe," exclaimed the prince and
field-marshal, turning round and taking him by the hand, "itis
quiteimpossiblefor any man tobeangry with you."

The main entrance toHowthCastle,near Dublin,used to beJ
left open during the dinner hour until not verylong ago. The^
originof the custom is thus related:About 300 years ago there
lived in the westof Ireland a celebratedfemale chieftainnamed
Grace O'Malley or Granua Waile. She ownedavastterritory, and
had castles todefendit and shipsandmen. So renownedwas she
thatQneenElizabeth invited her to her court,whither she went,
accompaniedby alarge retinue,whereshe doubtlesswas feastedin
accordance with her rank. On her return she was forced to land
on the east coast of Irelandtoprocure provisions,whichhad fallen
short. Ithappenedthat she landedat Howth, and,walking upto
the castle made knownher wants. The servantsrefusedto comply
withher wishes at once, telling her she must wait as the family
wereat dinner. Indignant at suchtreatment, she returnedto the
shore tore-embark. There she saw alittleboy, the son of lordof
the castle, playing. As soon as she was told who he was, she
orderedhimtobe seizedandcarried onboard her vessel. Taking
theboy withher, she sailed to her home in the west. Here the
youngprince was keptaprisoner for some time,but finally Grace
yielded to thepetition of the father andreleasedhim, oncondition
that everafter the door should stand open during dinner to wel-
comeall comers.

[Friday, Sept. 8,1876.NEW ZEALAND TABLET.
THE FAILINGS OF ABDUL AZIZ.

A.Frenchman is sending strange correspondence fromConstanti-
nople to Paris, to show up the extravaganceof the old Sultan.
He had, says this correspondent -who is named Wsestyne, seven
hundred cooks, who servedup to him at each repast thirtykinds
of pilaffs that he scarcely touched, and would frequently throw in
the faces of his attendants for the least cause. Aziz was very
violent, and would thrash even his Grand Viziers. They could
only soothehis ire "by promisinghimmoney; andapropostosilver,
here is what was found in his palaces. First, jewelsestimated at
twenty-four millions; then obligations or shares representing a
valueof elevenmillions ;and,finally,ahundredand threemillions
ingold. Recollect,these millions are in francs. M. de Wsestyne
says the new ships ordered in England have been sold to the
BritishGovernment. Ironcladswere ahobby withthelate Sultan,
andhe lovedtolook at them out of the window. But the French
correspondentgives a deplorable account of the ignoranceof the
Turks inseamanship,and tells astoryin proof,whichIimagineI
have read somewhere before, besides in the tale of " Barney
O'Biordan, the Navigator." Still a good thing may be once
repeated in translation. "The Sultan was so proud of his new
fleet that he ordered one of his captains totake an ironcladinto
the English waters. As long as the captain commanded the
venturous shipin. the Mediterranean, all went well. They hugged
the coasts, and pilots were always available. But when once
Gibraltarwas left behind matters changed. Thelast pilot,how-
ever,said to the captain who had privately intimatedtohim his
embarrassment— 'Follow that ship yousee before you;itis going
toEngland. Yours is abetter sailer than she is, so you needonly
slackenspeedandkeepher inview.' The pilot left him, and the
captain followed his advice, and never troubled his head about
conipass orbearings. Allwent well tillnight,which came ondark
and foggy. But atdawn they saw the smoke of a steamer,which
they considered must be the guide of yesterday, and they stuck
moreclosely thanever toher,followingher lightseachnight. One
day passed,twodayspassed,then four, then eight. Land was no
longer anywhere visible,but the guiding steamerwas everin front.'
Faith!

'
said the Turkish captain, "Inever thought England was

sofar off.' At last, on the twelfth day, they enteredanimmense
port,andsomecustoin-hot:se officerscame outand were receivedon
board the Turkish man-of-war

— 'What brought you here ?
'

said
oneof thembluntly to the captain inEnglish. '

Icame topresent
the homages of the Sultan to your Queen.' " What Queen?

'
'Queen Victoria;aminot inEngland?

' " T guessnot, stranger;
youareinNew York.3

"

SANCTUARY OF OUR LADY OF GUADALUPE,
MEXICO.
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