
of confession, andholding to thelast,before the expiringpenitent"
the imageof the crucifiedRedeemer.

'
Theseare the men whom everysmug, vulgar"Stigo-ins" de-lights inreviling. Almostimmediatelyafter the foundatfon of theOrder, thatillustriousChristianhero,Francis Xavier,the"Apostleof the Indies," started for the East. Hetravelled throughIndiaMalacca, the Philippine islands, Ceylon and Japan. To FatherRicci weareindebted for the first workpublished onChina. Heandhis companion,FatherSchall, gainedafootinginthatcountryby utilising their scientificknowledge— astronomy, hydrooraphvmathematicsand clock-making. Theybegan,as Rankeobserves'withmathematics, and ended with religion. The accuracywithwhich they predicted three eclipsesof the moonin 1610 and162<HIraised them immensely in the estimation of the Mandarins,especi-Jally as thenativeastronomers wereabout an hour at faultoneaclfIoccasion.

j Ricci sent the Emperora striking clock, whichhe hadmade,and was invitedto Pekinin consequence. Schall conducted thejpublicmathematicalschoolin thatcity,compiled the calendar,andwas created a Mandarin. Fourteen volumes of his writings in,Chinese,of which language heacquiredaperfectmastery,are"pre-served in the Vaticanlibrary.
j (Concluded nextweeJc.J

INTER-COLONIAL JOTTINGS.

Some months ago a Roman Catholic clergyman, named Healy,
who wasofficiatingas curate atWangaratta, snowed evidentsigns of *
mental aberration, and at length disappeared, in amysteriousman-

*
ncr, from the locality in whichhe had resided. Search wasmade for *"
him, but in vain, and his friends were left a prey to the utmost
anxiety. Meantime, twomembers of thepolice force wereengaged to "*
follow up abushranger whohad lately committed someexcesß, andin s
the course of their inquiries they came upon the traces of a man

'
whom they supposed,from description,tobe the one they were con- !

cernedabout. They tracked this man toapublic-housein theneigh- 1

borhoodof Wagga Wagga, and,besetting the roomin whichhewas 1

sleeping, without making any announcement to the effect that they !]! ]

were policemen, they called onhim to surrender, whenhe, in turn.''
belieTing them to be bushrangers attacking the house, discharged a |'
pistol at them, which, however, had no effect, and to which they j
responded in like manner, but unfortunately more effectually, for '
they succeeded in mortally wounding him. It now turns out to be j!
beyond all doubt that the supposed robber was the Rev. Father (
Healy, who appears to have been aimlessly wandering about the ,
country,asitoften happens to those who are afflicted ashe was,and:
who was thus cruelly shot downby men purporting to be the guar-
dians of the peace. Government has ordereda thorough investiga-
tion into thematter.

A movementhasbeenset onfootinNew South Wales toeneour-1
age Italian immigration into that colony. Itwouldseemthat the
peopleof Italy are now on all sides acknowledged tobeinany-
thingbut flourishing circumstances

—
a rather astounding fact to

those whoremember thepropheciesthat aboundedsome yearsago
ofthe marvellous reforms that would be witnessedwhenthat ter-
rible

"
ultramontane" partyshould havebeenquelledthroughout

thebeaiitifulpeninsula,andthe beneficentreign of the"regculant-
uomo

"
established there. The changes, however, ushered in by

the cryof"Italy for the Italians
"

appear to haveresultedby no
meanssatisfactorily for thepeople, at whose disposaltheir native
land wassupposedtohavebeenplaced,anditturns out thatthere is
everyprobability of large"numbers of them being anxious toex-
change theirazureskies and myrtle grovesandall the fine things
wehavebeen accustomed to hear"highfalutingly" described,in-
cluding thepaternalsway of King Victor Emmanuel, for the arid
regionsbut plentifulrations of New South Wales.

The subscriptions at Sydney for a testimonial to Trickett, the
champion oarsman,amount at present to close upon £600, and will
probably reach amuchhigher figurebefore thelists are closed. The
enthusiasm, manifested on the occasion of this Australian hero's
victory by the natives of the Queen of the South,reminds us of
the tempest of Gallictriumph thathailed thesuccess of the French
horse, Gladiateur, whenhe won the Derby. There was not a cab-
driver that day inParis who refrained from, exultingly slappingthe
flanks of his hack, as if the creature were also—

par hasard— a
Bucephalus,and English pre-eminenceupon the turf wassupposedto
havecollapsedfor ever. Has experienceverifiedthe prediction?

Anenterprising company has undertakento import fromEurope
iuto the Australian colonies anItalianopera troupe. Genuine SignorsJand Signoras with the ringofLaSccla,and theBoulevarddesItaliens \in their performances. We expectthat tbeywill meetwith lively ap-
preciationin these antipodeanclimes, for, howevercertain critics may
prose over the

" legitimate drama," orbewail thefiorature and vocal
antics generally that distinguish opera, there is nodoubt but that the
lyric stage haslong since attracted to itself the lion'sshare of public
approbation.

MOZART'S OXEN" WALTZ.
Tht sensitive natureof Mozart, that sweetestof allmusical com-posers, is well-known. The slightest discordproduced in him
severe irritation, and when engaged in musical composition hisfeelings grew so intense that he almost lost consciousness of allgoing onaroundhim. The following Btory strikingly illustratesthis:

—
Mozartwasengagedin arranging oneof the mostbeautiful

airs inanoperahe was composing, when thebutcher called forhis
pay,whichhad long been due. In vain his wife endeavoredto
attract the attention of the raptartist, whoscribbledaway,utterly
unconscious ofher presence. She ran downstairs, with tearsinhereyes,telling thebutcher that her husband could notbespoken>to,
and thathe mustcome another time. But themanof-blood was
not easilyto bedaunted

—
hemust havehis billsettled,andspeak

with Mozarthimself, or he would not send him another ounceof
meat. He ascendedthe stairs. Mozart, distinctly conscious that
something hadpassedinhis presence, had continued,pouring the
effusions of his fantasia on paper when the footstepsresoundedin
in thehall. His stick was at hand. Without turning his eyes
from the sheet,heheld his stick against the door tokeepout in-
truders. But the steps were approaching. Mozartmore anxious,
hurriedas fast ashe could, when a rap atthe door demandedper-
missiontoenter. The beautiful effusion wasin danger of being
lost. The affrightedcomposer cast a furtiveglanceathis stick

—
it was too short. With anxiety bordering on frenzy he looked
aroundhisroom, andapolestandingbehind the curtaincaught his
eye;this he seized,holding it withall his might behindthe door,
writing like fury all the while. The knob wasturned,butthepole
withstood the firsteffort. Apause succeeded. Words wereheard
on the staircase, and the intruders renewedtheir effortsthe second
time. But the strength of the composer seemedto increase with
bisanxiety. Large drops of perspiration stood on his forehead.
Stemming thepoleagainst his left breast witha forceofdespair,
hestillkept outthe visitors. He succeeded but foramoment, yet
it wasapreciousmoment

— the delightful air was pouredupon the
paper

— it was saved!"
Mr.Mozart,"said thebutcher

—
"

Halt!halt!" saidthe composer [seizing themanuscript, and
andhurrying towards the pianoforte. Down he sat,and themost
delightful pir that wasever heard respondedfrom the instrument.
The eyesof the wife, and even the butcher's, began tomoisten.
Mozart finishedthe tune, rose again,and, runningto the writing-
desk,he filled out what was wanted.

"Well, Mr. Mozart," said the butcher, when the artist hadfinished, " youknowIam tomarry."
"No,Ido not," said Mozart, who had somewhat recovered

fromhis musicaltrance."Well, then, youknow it now;and you also know that you
owememoney for meat.""Ido," said Mozart with a sigh. '*"Nevermind," said the man,under whose blood-stainedAit
beata feelingheart; "you make me a fine waltz for my marriage
ball,andIwill cancel the debt,andlet you havemeat for ayear to
come."

"Itis abargain !" cried the lively and gifted Mozart; and
downhe sat,anda waltz waselicited from the instrument

—
sucha

waltzas thebutcher hadneverbeforeheard."Meat for a year, did Isay ?" exclaimed the enraptured
butcher.

" No!one hundredducats youshallhavefor this waltz:
but Iwant it with trumpets, and horns, and fiddles

—
youknow

\ best
—

andsoon,too!"
" "Youshallhave itso," said Mozart, who couldscarcelytrust
! his ears,"andinonehouryoumay sendfor it."
! Theliberalmindedbutcherretired. Inanhour the waltz was' set infull orchestra music. The butcher returned, wasdelighted
L with the music, and paid Mozart his one hundredducats

—
a sum

5 moresplendidthanhe hadever '.received from theEmperor for the'
gravestof bis operas.

L Itis to this incident that'the lovers of harmonyare indebted
L for oneof themost charming trifles, the celebratedoxenwaltz

—
a

r piece of musicstill unrivalled.

THE JESUITS AND THEIR WORKS.
(Continued.)

No religious community could produce a list of men so variously
distinguished; nonehad extended its operation over so vast a
space;yetinnone had there everbeensuchperfectunity offeel-
ing and action. There was no region of the sflobe, no walk of
speculativeor of activelife in which Jesuits werenot to befound.
They guided the counselsof kings;they decipheredLatininscrip-
tions;they observedthemotions of Jupiter'ssatellites;they pub-
lishedwhole libraries of controversy,casuistry,history, treatises on
optics, Alcaic odes,editions of theFathers

—
madrigals, catechisms,

and lampoons. They were to be foundin the garb of mandarins
superintending the observatory at Pekin. They weretobe found,
spadeinhand, teaching the savages of Paraguaythe rudiments of
agriculture:yet whatevermightbe their employment, their spirit
wasalways the same entire devotion to the common cause, the
game absoute obedienceto the central authority. None ofthem
liadchosenhis dwellingplaceorhisvocationfor himself. Whether
the Jesuit should live under the Arctic Circle, or under the
Equator,whether he should pass his life in arranging gems,and
collatingmanuscripts at the Vatican, orinpersuadingnative bar-
barians under the Southern Cross not to eat each other, were
matterswhichhe leftwithprofound submission to the decisionof
others. If he waswanted atLima,he wason the Atlantic inthe
next fleet. Ifhisministry was needed in some countrywherehis
lifewasmoreinsecure than that of a wolf,whereit wasacrime to
harbor him, where theheadsandquartersof his brethren fixedin
thepublic places, showed him what he had to expect, he went
■withoutremonstrance orhesitation to his doom. Nor is theheroic
spirit yetextinct. "When, inour time,a terriblepestilencepassed
around the globe, when,in some great cities, fear haddissolved
all the ties which, hold society together, whenthe secular clergy
hadforsaken their flocks,when medicalsuccor was not tobepur-
chased withgold, whenthe strongestnaturalaffections hadyielded
to the loveof life,even then the Jesuit was foundby the pallet,
whichBishopandcurat°, physician andnurse,fatherandmother,
haddeserted,bending overinfected lipstocatch the faint accents
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Clifford's Mirror of the World at the Temperance Hall
sustains its interest. A visit to it willbe amply repaid by the
merit oftheentertainmenttobe found there.


