
ST.BATHAN'S.
[FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT.]

It is with deep regret thatIhave to chronicle the deathof'Mr.
Edmund Purton, of St. Bathan's, which took place at 5 o'clockon
Thursday morning, 23rd September. The lateMr. EdmundPurfcon
wasbornMay,1838, at Hanley Castle,Worcestershire, England,and
at a very early age destinedtostudy for the priesthood. He was first
at s?edgeley Park School,near Wolverhampton;then for a few years
at theEnglishBenedictineCollege, Douai;andsubsequently,andfor
many years, at St. Cuthbcrt's College, Ushaw, Durham:in all of
whichhe took firsthonors-. After the completion of his theological
course, he suffered severely for some time from disease of the eyes,
whichresultedin the totalloss of sight of one, andpermanent weak-
ness of the other, thus debarring him from attainingthe 'dignity of
thepriesthood. In1870 ho came to St.Bathan's, Olago, where, until
within a,few days of his death,he workedas a miner,and was dis-
tinguished among'his fellow-workmenforhis industryandpersevering
regard for the interestsof his employers. The influence he exercised
by his example and kindly warnings in the cause of temperance,
morality, andreligion, together with his genialdisposition,will cause
his death tobe deeply regretted by all who came within therange of
his acquaintance. Tho complaintof whichhe diedwaspneumonia.
He was only ill a few days,andhis death took all by surprise. The
deceased wasinterredon Saturday, tho 25th instant, and the funeral
wasa tendedby all inSt.Bathan's, andby many from the surround-
ing districts. On Sunday, Father Walsh, inasking the congregation
at St. Bathan's to pray for the repose of Mr. Purton's soul, said:
"That ho (Mr. Purton) had died fiobly aud bravely. Ho had
banished from his mind all ideaof the world. He had turnedhii
whole thoughts to heaven, andcalmly awaited the moment whenhe
would appear before his God. 'As a man lives, so shall hedie/
Edmund Purton had lived an cxaruplarylife

—
at least,asfara6he

(Father Walsh) knew from whathe himself had seen,and'from what
theyallhad toldhim; and having livedan examplarylife, hisdeath
wasedifying.

—
R.I.P."

THE DEAD PASSIONIST.
i1I J

Thk following beautiful notice of the life and death of Father ]

Paulwasoriginally publishedinthe 'Nation.' Wenowpublishit, ]
"with theconvictionthatit will both interest and edify those who ]
readit:

— > !
"Ten years ago, the Honorable Captain Charles Reginald 1

Pakenham was one of the most brilliant and promising officers in 1

the Guards. Amid that gay glitteringLondonworld, withallits '<

splendours, and dissipations, and temptations, he had kept the ''
whitenessofhis soul/ and was belovedwitha certaingentleawe :

by allwhoknew him, for therare angelic amiabilityand purity of
'

hisnature. His uncle, the Duke of Wellington, even evinced a ;
degreeof affectionfor him, whichhe was slow toshow tohis other *"
relatives

—
for the old Marshal had his instinct of the true and

staunchheroic metal that was in him. When the Queencame
overtoIrelandin1840

—
( all clinquant,all ingold/ in the eplendid

scarletof the Household Troops, and the rich aiguelettes of the
royalstaff, hecame in hertrain, as oneof her Majesty's Aides-de-
camp—and all thehouseof Longford, from the Earl to theDean,
welcomedtheirkinsmanto his native city— welcomedtheHonor-able Captain Charles Pakenham, of her Majesty's Coldstream
Guards— sinceknown in this worldand thenext, as the VeryEev.
Father Paul Mary of St. Michael, the Passionist, who was this
week buriedbefore the Altarofhis Order,at Mount Argus, As he
lay there, the most impressive imageof theholiness of death that
human eyescould behold

—
his facefullof happy radiancelongafter

lifehad ceased
—

his limbs decently and gracefully composed,asthoughangels had laidhim at rest— lying there -with thecrucifix
claspedinhis hands,inthe long blackrobe ofhis Order— its stern
spirit of mortification,evenin death displayedin theroughplankbier, thebare feet, and the pillow of bricks

—
the mostirreverent

musthave feltas in thepresence of onealreadybeatified. Visible
there werethe fine fingers, and arched instep, thedelicatetrans-
parentskin,and chiselled features of his high patricianblood

—
there, the stamp of his old soldierly life,almost effaced inamore
rigid and militant discipline— whose manymarks might betraced
inthatlithemortifiedfigure, and the brave,clear calm ofhis face;
but overallahalo whichwas notof thisearth, and whichfilledthe
grim austerityof the grave withgrace, and lifteddeath into thelight of the life beyond— the slow fading of a glorifiedsoul, as of
some grandsunset which,longafter ithas gonebelow thehorizon,
stillleaves itsglow on the earthandin. theair.

r None who sawFatherPaulwillever forgetthatmost touching-
spectacle whichpreacheda more inspiringandmore eloquentser-xnon thanthe Holy Spirit within him had ever tittered, or than
menmay read evenin the marvellous moral of hislife. His,per-
haps,was themostmiraculousof all the English conversions to theChurch. Hardly could the supernaturaleyeofBlessedPaulof theCross, himself, whose heart implored so fervidly, and foresawso
clearly theconversion of England— through the dew of prophetic
ecstacyhave prefigured the singular fact, that both in England
andIrelandhishumbleRetreats shouldbe,as itwere,inaugurated
by twosuchextraordinaryconversions

—
out of thatrace of nobleswho havebeen for threecenturiesthemostpowerfulenemiesof the

Church in the world— as Father Ignatius Spencer, and FatherPaulPakenham, Upon Father Paul, grace seems tohave fallenlike the flash which smote the Apostle of Damascus, and,inthe
yetunabatedglow of his first fervorhe gaveup theghost. When
Doctor Newman, Father Faber, Provost Manning, and the long
series of clerical and lay converts, who were influencedby their
teaching, entered the Church, it was by slow degrees,after long
delays, with tendencies which gradually developed,and withpre-
dispositions manifestly determined. Their conversion had beenprayed forin the Catholic, and predicted,as acertain catastrophe
in the Protestant Church. Dr. Pusey as it was said, had con-stituted himself the sign post from Oxford to-Rome, andmany
lookeddownthe.road and saw there shining beyond sandy tract
anddarksome marsh the fair turrets of the City of God. Inthe
■wonderful andhappy waysof Providenceitwas orderedthatmanyof the most remarkableof them, clerics and laymen, shouldeitherenterthe Church,or receive theearlier and moulding gracesof theCatholic characterfrom oneof BlessedPaul'sBarefootedClerksoftheMost Holy Cross and Passion. The holy FatherDominic ofthatOrder, received in one day, Dr. Newman,FatherDalgairns,and the wholecommunity ofLittlemoreinto the Church. Andtheinfluence which the great Passionist had upon the two most conspicuouslay champions of the Churchof England,FrederickLucasandAmbrose Lisle Philips— men otherwise so totally differentincharacter andin theorderof theirworks— Godonly knows. CharlesPakenham, it is said, was converted by reading a volume of the"writer,whomabove all others,Protestants abhor withahorror farbeyond that whichis lavishedinsuch happyignoranceonpoor oldPeter Dens— thelittlevolumecalled"The Spirit of St. Alphonsus" Liguori." And reading therein in Ms Hounslow quarters, he issaidto have got some glimpses of a higher truth than had yetdawnedupon his soul, but coming through such apparentincon-gruities and superstitious vulgarities, as an enlightened young
officer in her Majesty's Coldstream Guards could hardlybe ex-pected to comprehend. He determined, however, to trace thisgleam divine, thoughit did apparently shine like the spark thatledSinbadout of thecave through dead men's bones to the clearday. APtiseyiteMinister, whom he asked for lights,couldnotpenetrate the mythic meaning of these passages— thought,per-haps,they werepart of the non-essential mummeries of Popery,
withoutwhich thereligion would be on the wholerather respect-able and graceful. Charles Pakenham went straightway toCardinal Wiseman, determined to search out the truth and thewholetruth, manifestor mystery as it mightbe. The end wasafittingrewardforsuch absolute simplicityand purity of intention.He becameaRoman Catholicalmost immediately; andsoonafter(this wasinthe year 1851) being near the Pasßionist Retreatin

The CatholicUnion of GreatBritain,of which the Duke of
Norfolk is President, lias doubled its numbers during the past
year. ThenobleDuke attributesthis fact to the attacksmade on
tlieChurchduringthecourseoftheyearby Mr.Gladstone.
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Worcestshire, lie felt the call toOrders. For thelast twodays of
Lent,postrate before the altar of that community, ■which com-
memorates in every act of its discipline and every wordof its
preaching thePassion of Christ and Him crucified, thevneophyt'e
prayed thathiscallmight be made clear, and his grace sufficing:
Father Vincent, theSuperior of theHouse,earnestly endeavoured
todissuadehim. He naturallyfearedlest the awfulausteritiesof
thePassion, should be intolerable to one so■ delicatelynurtured,
andof a framealready fragile

—
the cutting discipline, thebroken

sleep,the severefast, thestern vow of longpoverty,and therough
routine of thehumblestof all the Church's ministries. Why not
thesubtleandchivalrous Orderof Loyolafor anobleandasoldier—

or the simple and genial rule of Saint Vincent
—

or thegentle,
liberal air, half ascetic, half poetic, of dear old Saint'Phillip's
Oratory ! But theyoungsoldierhad embracedthe Church andthe
Cross withall his souland all his body. To leave the worldand
the world's waysat onceandaltogether— tobury every traceof the
oldAdam, and ariserenewedaud regenerate; anoble,a soldierof
theCourt, a man of fashion

—
therefore the chosen Priest of the

meanest of thevulgar, andthe most squalidof thepoor; onewho
hadlivedalife of inherited opulence, of customary luxury,inan
atmosphereclosed against privation or pain, and lit withgenius,
and passion, and wit

—
therefore hunger, and thirst, and broken

rest, and the voluntary lash, and the barefoot, and the shaven
crown,and thecontemptandobloquyof all the world. Hedeserved
to have,and hehadhis will. ThePassionists at last consentedto
receivehim. On Easter Monday he returned to London,sold his
commission, andall his other property— dividedthe money among
asylums for widows,orphans and femalepenitents— thenreturned
withoutapenny in his pocket to Broadway, and-was received as a>
noviceof thePassion of our LordJesas Christ, under the invoca-
tionof St.Michael the Archangel. The oldDuke is said tohave
beentheonly one of his relations who could comprehend this niosb-
singular step. He hoped Charles would go through with the
regular discipline, as hehad undertakenit, and went tosee him in
his eell— finding him as everyone else did.who went thither— not
the fieryfanatic you might imagine, but moregentle, andgenial,
and gracefulmallhis ways than he used to be in thedrawing-
roomsof St. James.

"And sohe lived,"the life of along, slowagony ofall that was
mortalin him

— '
knowing for certain that he must leadadying

life,' asit is saidinthe" Imitationof Christ,' whomhe imitatedin
all things, and even unto the end: loving and livingamongthe
vulgar ai:dthe lowlypoor,and mortifying eventhe naturalgrace
and flow ofhisrich-intellect, that he might speak to theminthe
plainastandhumblestwords the greatliving lesson of God's Cross.
He badone extei'nal reward only— priceless to oneof hisperfect
humility. Fame utterly shunned him. TJnlil almostImmediately
beforehis death the world had not heard of thesacrifices he had
made, of thesanctity of his nature, of thegreathopein whichhe
was held. Then as death drewnigh, even in theeyes of men, the
crown descended,and theglory grewabouthishead. Thelastwas
made first

—
the novice became theRectorand the Founder— and a

certain mild sovereignty and xmwoiidly attraction diffused itself
overall who saw him.

'
"When death struck him, in aday,likea

revelation,hisnameandhis virtues became familiar to the whole
city— and of all the thousands and thousands who gazed on the
shellof a soulsoholy, therewas not onewho didnot seem to feel
that aSaint had gonehome to theHouse of God."
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