
RULES OF THE ROAD.

HORRIBLE SUFFERINGS OF ARMENIAN
CATHOLICS.

The 'Missions Catholiques
'

gives apainfulpictureof thepersecu-
tionsinflicted on the Catholicsof Armenia by thebarbarians,Redifa
(reserves) and Bashi-Bazouka. The church at Gorzoul, diocese ofArtvin,hasbeen rifled, andthe ciborium, withits sacred contents,
stolen away. One of the bandits was arrested, and the clergy sum-
moned to prosecute, but they were secretly told that if they
obeyed theywouldbe slain, and they knew it wasnoidle threat.
About the same time four or fiveCatholicswerefoully murderedforthe sake of the money in their pockets. No complaints weremade, as it was known that the authorities were either conniv-

t ing or powerless. At Kars, a rather famous place, the Redifs,
to thenumber of twenty,entered and robbed the priest's house ia
the middle of the night. Toprevent the alarm being given they
rolled the cureup in his own bed-clothes, and so roughly thathe
wasnearly smothered. The mudir, or under-governor,of Zeytown,
hadaCatholic servant,whom he submitted tohorrible tortures for
some household irregularity. One of these was to drive needles
into the fingersbetween thenailsand the flesh. Thenthe wretched
creature was suspendedby the feet in the stable,so that hisheai
just grazed the ground, and inthis positionhe was swinging back-
wards and forwards like a monster pendulum. When the general
populationheardof the outrageit was indignant, but the mudir
denounced thepeople ashaving taken upa " Bulgarianattitude,"
and this ominous expressionstifledall remonstrance. At Biredj«?k,
the Redifs did what theyliked with the Christians at large, beat-
ing the men,grossly insulting the women, and threateningdeath
at the slightest resistance. The clergy sent indictments to the
grand vizier, whereupon the governorcompelledthem to withdraw
them onpainof slaughter, and they consented in order tosavea
fearful massacre,for which the Turks were impatiently waiting. It
is openly declared inthe bazaars, by theMoslems, thatif the third
banof the reserveis called out the men will #o,butbefore setting
forth to the front theywill murder all the Christians in thepro-
vince. The same fanatical and alarming language is uttered in
variousother provinces as well, and terrible is the apprehension.
On the 21st of August a band of 230 Rddifs, while billetedin the
village of Sari-Hamza, appropriatedeverything they wanted, with-
outpayment,and thensallied out into the streets,where they com-
mitted the most horrible outrages. Many of their victims died
under their abuse. The menof the villagehad to fly to the moun-
tains to escape masssacre, and the governor waseither unable or
unwilling to do anything.

—
Indo-EuropeanCorrespondence.

THREEIRISHFISHERMEN" ADRIFTINMID-OCEAN.
Thb Old Dominion, of the Old Dominion Steamship Company,
arrived atNew York last week,having on board seventeen men,
fourteenof whom are Italians and three natives of Ireland, who
havestrangestories to tell of the recent stormsat sea. The Irish-
men have a strange story to relate. One of the three,Michael
Moran,awell-builtand hearty-looking man, made the following
statement:

—
"We are fishermen of a little village named Claddagh,near

Galway, andbutashort distance fromwhereFather Burke resides.
We are in the habit of going out to catch fish, which wesell in
Galway. In this waywesupport our families. Thatyoung man
there (pointing to one of his companions) is Michael Smith, who
hasbeen marriedbuta few months. The other manis my father,
Patrick Moran. He is eighty-six years old. lam the father of a
family of five. We are all most anxious to returntoIreland. I
was the captain of a fishing smack, or hooker, named the St.
Patrick. Thinking that we might make agood haulof herrings,
withMichael Smith, Patrick Moran, andmy uncle, John Moran,I
Bet sail inournine-ton hooker onMonday, the 4thNovember,and
madefor Sline Head, about sixty mile from Galway, where we
thought the fishing wouldbe good. We hadnoextragoodfortune,
andatnight foggy weather overtook us.

The wind sprang up, blowing a perfecthurricane. My post
was at the helm, where my hands became frozen. OnTuesday
night theboat washalf filled with water. Itis ourcustomtolight
turf onBetting out,andkeep the fire going. The waterputitout.
Although wehadpotatoesand fresh fish, wehadno means tocook
them. We were four days and four nights without eating. In
order to break the speed with which we werebeing driven we
loweredabasket filled withstones andendeavoredto heave to,but
thecable broke on Friday morning. We could not, previous to
this,reach anysounding. About this time my uncle, John Moran,
agedninety-six, while we wereasleep,towards morning,must have
**eendrownedby the lurching of the ship throwinghiminto the' t T̂' ■^an? ra^e wecould discover no trace of him.
4f^When 150 miles out we were pickedup by a Swedishbark,
the Gorgian,Capt. P. Olsen, bound forHamptonRoads. The ice
drove the vessel intoNorfolk, where wearrivedon the 6thinst. I
am not astranger to America, having been here about thirteen
years ago. Ihave servedon theShenandoah. My father was also
here twenty-five years ago,being engagedinshad fishing atFort
Lee. We are totally destitute of clothing,and have no means.
We intend to see the British Consul to-morrow. We hav3 ac-
quaintanceshere,butdonot know where they live.""The graceo' God was widus," said old Patrick Moran,after
he had finished telling the storyof his thrilling adventure on the
hooker St. Patrick. " When Ileft America five and twinty years
ago,sorraoneo' me thoughtit's this wayI'dbecomin' backagain.
It'shard tellin' what'llcome toa manafore he dies," and the old
manshook his headina"wirra, wirra" way.

As ttie complete story of the adventure of Moran and his com-
panions has not yet bien toM, it miybe well just he-e to give it in
full, as it fell from the lips of the Galway ancient muriner. The old
man wassittingona low stool ne ir the bng'it fire of his boarding-
house,inHamilton Street, New York, when the reporter met him.
The dreadfulordeal through whichhe has bo recently passedhas left

A BEAUTIFUL LEGEND.
♥-»

A bkautiful legend ofDurham Cathedralis thug relatedbyRegi-
naldof Durham:—

A monk ofDurham, keeping nightly vigil ia the minster, satdown inthe stalls and thought; heraised his eyes; he beheldinthe misty distance three formsdescend, and with slow stepscomefrom the east toward the choir steps;each had a bishop's habiteach was comely,veuerable and glorious to behold; and, as theypaused, they sang Alleluiawith the verse, with the sweeteststrainsof melody;then, toward thesouth, where the great crucifixstands,was hearda choir of ninnyvoices sinking intheir severalparts theprose, and it seemed as though clerks in their ministri>s woreserving the bishop celebrant, for there the clear shinin" of thetapers was brightest, and thence the rich deliciousperfumeof theiacense breathe,!around. Then the three bishops sang t!ieir partand the choirm\'le answer withchantingwondroussweet,whileonecelebrate!asbeseems abishop, a-id thenall was done;oncemorethe solemn processionpassedonits wly,anddisappjared like faintimages behind the altar;and they say that they who were at thatservice lie asleep,re/ereJ, in thatancient church, Aidan,CuthberrEgbert,and '
All the YearBound.'
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Friday, March 9, 1877. NEW ZEALAND TABLET.

itsmark, andold Moranis now,indeed, a wreck. During the fourdays ofexposure off the Irishcoasthe contracted a severecold on thelungs,and nowhe coughs mostviolently. Inbeing transferredfromthehooker to the Swedishbark Gorgian, he was hit against the railand injured ''inside,"ashis sonexpresses it.
"The first night we \rur out," he began, 'the weather wualways good,and we set thenetsnear SlineHead. That was on thofourthofNorimber, and thatsamenight the wind began toblow,and

biowedalwaysfrom the east. We triedto workbackagin,butalwaj*
the wind thrunusout to the west. We letgo the mainsail, and phe
wint afore the wind wida doublereef inher fo'sail. We cudintgit
sight or sign o' the sun, aud wesailin' fortnint the windalwaysto the
west. The second night wesaw pltnty lights, but they was jack-o-lanterns, andkern to drawus out into the ocean. The thirdday the
sea was so high that the waterall came aboord the hooker, and we
werekiltbailin' her. Ihad a pan and young Smith hada gallon
measure,but we cudint keep her impty. In the night we w%s all
huggin' oneanotherbe the way we'dget warm. On themornin' ofthe fourth day

—
G-odbless the light thatbrought it

—
we saw a bark,

and they tuck us aboord."
Here the reporter questioned the old man as to whathehad

eatenduring the four days,and the storyc>ntinued."We'dpraties and fish, but the fire wasput outbethe waterand
wecuddintcook thim. Itriedaraw one,but shure raw praties isno
atin' for a workin' man. We wur famished, and sorra one o* me
knows whatud a happinedif we didn't meet the bark. You wur
axinabont me brother, and how ho was kilt. We dunno where he
wint. We all fell asleep for want of sleep, and when we woke he
wasn't aboord theboat. Ithink he wa3 drownded.

— 'Pilot.'

V ByJohn BoyleO'Keihy.
What man wouldbe wise,let himdrink of the river

That bears onitswaters the recordofTime;
A message to him every wavecandeliver

To teachhim tocreep till heknowshow toclimb.
Who heedsnotexperience,trusthimnot j tellhim

The scope of one mindcanbut trifles achieve;
The weakestwho draws fromthe mindwillexcelhim

—
The strengthof mankind is the wisdomthey leave.

For peace donothope; tobe just you'mustbreak it,
Stillwork for the minute andnot for the year.

Whenhonor comes to you beready to takeit;
But reachnot toseize itbefore it is near.

Be silentandsafe; "silenceneverbetrays you.
Be true to your wordand your work andyour friend.

Putleast trust inhim whois foremost topraiseyouj
Nor judge ofaday tillit draws to theend.

Standerect in the vale,nor exulton themountain,
Take gifts withasigh, mostmengive tobepaid."Ihad

"
is aheartache;"1have

"
is a fountain;

You're worth whatyou saved, not the millionyou made.
Trust toil,not intent., or yourplanswill miscarry,

Your wifekeep a sweetheart, instead ofa tease.
Rule childrenby reason,not rod,- and mind,marry

Your girl whenyou can, andyourboy whenyouplease.
Ourstream's not so widebuttwoarches mayspanit

—
Goodneighbor andcitizen: these for acods,

And this truth in sight—every manon theplanet
Has just asmuch right as yourself to the road. — "

Pilot.5
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