
"
Have you never read of theheroismof FatherDamien wholeftall the pleasure of modern civilisation and the many comfortsthathis ability could secure tohim, and went away to spend hislife ministering to the outcast lepers of Molakai'/ he himselflaying down his life a sacrifice to the loathsome disease/ Or thenoble Sisters who left their homes and friendsandall that life helddear toassist him ? Orof Brother Joseph,young,talented,wealthya convert to our religion, who first took his life in his hands tominister to the wantsof yellow fever patients of the South, andwho, when his services wereno longer needed there, took up that

greater sacrifice where the heroicDamienhad laiditdown ? MaudIfear youdo not pi^y sufficientattention to the 'poor weakmortals'of to-day. You look beyond the centuries for your heroes andheroines. And now,Maud, let me tell youa story of ahero whomImyselfhaveknown.'
In theearly seventies,as you have learned, shortly after JohnandIwere married, we concluded that we would seek our fortuneupon the broad prairies of the West ; and, without going intodetails,Iwill say that we lost no time in taking upour abode inthat fabled land. Youmaybe sure that settlers wereat that timefew in theregion wherewesettled.'We wereeight miles from town, and that themerest frontiervillage. Youcould travel for miles and miles andexcept along thecreeks you would not see ahuman habitation— all was boundlessbillowy prairie. There was no Catholic church in the town, andthe priest visited us at irregular periods of about once a month.The half dozenCatholic familiesmet to worship in theliving-room

of one of the local merchants.
°

'Itwasno slight task tokeep informedof the coming of thepriest, andmany a time when wehad gone fasting for Communion
we were disappointed by his failure to appear. Many times whenhehadcome,Iamsorry tosay,the cold winter blizzardskeptus athome. John didnot think itpossible for him to brave the storm,andImust confess thatIdidnot urgehim verystrongly on thoseoccasions.'Upon our first attendance at Mass we observeda fine lookingmanof about thirty-five, who took his placeas closely as possible tothe altar ;who always remained kneeling while others sat down,
received Communion,and,as soonasMass was finished, mountedhishorse and galloped swiftly over the plains. On every recurringMassday we saw thishandsome manin his accustomed placeat theaJtar, alwaysassumingthe samedevout positions,always receivingCommunion, and always hurrying home immediately after Mass.We wondered verymuch whom hecould be,and, after we becameacquaintedwithour co-religionists, made some inquiries.'We were told thathis name wasDariusMartin (which struckmeas being somewhat out of the order of Catholicnames);thathelivedtwelve miles awayon the Hackberry, and was supposedto beaprosperousbachelorranchman. We weregiventhefurther informa-tion thathenevermissed Mass. Rain or shine, hot or cold, whenthehot south winds drove the sand in cutting driftsand witheredthe grass and parched the corn, or when the blizzard raged androared,he wasto be seenathis accustomed place, always receivingCommunion,andhurrying awayas we hadseen him. Many times,'twassaid, hehad beendisappointedby thenon-arrivalof thepriest;butitneveraffectedhis coming,and on those occasions he paid hiscontribution, which was always generous. It was rumoured thathe hadan invalid relative who wasa great care tohim, but thiswasscoffedatby others.

One day in the early springtime, after we hadbeen almost ayearon theprairie,JohnandIconcluded we would take a trip inanorthwesterly direction,asection of thecountry wehad notvisited
a?v-na?v-n m whatnew wondersthe country possessed. Alow rangeof hills reared theirmisty summitsin thedistance. We might findsome curiosities there.

So we hitched up our spirited ponies and dashed awayoverthe plains. We had no road to guide us or fence to bar ourprogress. Nowand then we would come toacabin or dugoutof ahomesteader and his patchof breaking; these of course we wouldhave topass around,anobject of curiosity to the settler'sfamily.'
Fully twenty miles weretravelled before wecame to thehillsAt their base grazeda considerable herdof cattle cared for by onelone herder whosepony prickeduphis earsat our approach.'"Whose placeis this ?

"
askedJohn of thecowboy.'"

DariusMartin's," was theanswer.'
We were surpriaedat the information, but were pleased tolearn that we wereso near thehome of one of our own communi-cants. We accordingly asked the way to the house and weredirected to a clump of trees that grew in a gulch of the hills.Thither we drove. When wearrived at the grove we saw that itsheltered a low rambling house of apparently much room, whileextensiveout-buildings and corralsclusteredback against thehill.'A man was engaged in some work beside the house as weapproached, and upon lookingup we saw our fellow-worshipperHe droppedhis tools andcame towards us, evidentlyrecognisingusa faint smile uponhis handsomeface.

''
He invited us to alight and putupour team,as dinner wasabout ready. While feeling somewhat embarrassed at thethoughtof intruding, we wereneverthelesshungry and tired and accentedthe invitation.

*'Mr.Martinusheredmeinto asmall sitting-room whileheandJohn went to put up theteam. Iwasastonishedat the contentsofthe apartment. An organ stood in one corner,a large and wellfilled book-case in the other. Numerous articles of furniture ofpeculiarbutartistic design were arranged in themost appropriatepositions.
1A neat and substantialcarpet covered thefloor, whilethe wallsandceiling were artistically butchastelypapered. What surprisedme much was aninvalid chairstanding almost in themiddleof theroom. Ihadnot yet seen aninvalid whocould be theowner,andhadmy doubts that the cook who was preparing the savorymealcouldbe such.'But the most remarkable of all were the pictures whichadorned the walls. They were for the mostpart representationsofepisodesinthe life of theSaviour. There was oneof theBlessedVirgin andSt.Joseph journeying toBethlehem. There was anotherof the findingof Jesus in the temple;one of theGoodSamaritan:another of the woman touching the hem of Christ's garment " abeautiful one of Christ in the Garden; also Raising the Young

Woman toLife;The Laying of Christ in the Tomb;TheResurrec-tion, and a magnificent Crucifixion. There wereothers, whichIdonot now recall, all of which were conductive toa life of piety andself-abnegation.'
By the time Ihad finished my inventory of the surroundingsMr.MartinandJohnreturned to thehouse. "Ihopeyouhavebeenable to entertain yourself in our absence," said Mr.Martinin acheerful tone.'"
Ihavebeen interested inyourpictures,"Isaid.'"Yes?" in an inquiring tone ashe gazed meditatively aroundupon them.

1 Just thenIheard a faint call from an adjoining room. Ourhost excusedhimself andretired to the other apartment. He soonreturnedand informedus that his mother wished to be brought
out.'" Is she sick ?" Isolicitously inquired

1"An invalid,"he answered as he proceeded to wheel the chairintothe otherroom. Soonhere-appeared wheeling thechair, whichcontained a frail, snowy-haired woman,upon whose face the mostexcruciatingpainshadleftan indelible impress. While there werefaint traces of former beauty, her features bore marks of im-patience.'
Mr. Martin introduced his mother, and she in turn acknow-ledged our salute with a faint smile and inclinationof thehead.She informed us thatshehad been a helplessparalytic for thepastten years, tshe had met with an accident

—
a severefall whichin-juredher spineand caused completeparalysis of the lowerportionsof the body. She had never since been able tohelpherself andchanged her positions only with the helpof her nobleson. Thephysicians in her eastern home had advised them to come to theWest, where the clear, light atmosphere, the dry climateandchangeof scenemightin time restoreher.

1The change had benefitted her health, she said, but shewassatisfied thatneveragain wouldshe be able to walk,or be anythingbut a burden to thosearoundher."Every dayIpray that Imay die and laymy poor brokenbody down to rest for all time." And thepoor creaturebrokeintosobs.
" But," shecontinued after she had calmed herself, 'Dariustells meIshould not feel this way; thatGod will call meinHisowngood time."'"'
My son is a Catholic and he believes that weshould nevergrumble but should offer up all our sufferings to God, and ourreward will be all the greater. Poor Darius! If God has anyspecial rewards they Bhould be for such ashe. Day andnight, forthe past ten years,he has been a faithful attendantuponhis poorcripple of amother."'"There, there, dear mother, do not speakof it. You knowthatIam only toohappy to know thatIamsparedtobe of serviceto you. Ihave been helpless in my time and moreof a burdenthan youhave been tome."'"Oh, Darius !" the old lady cried, 'Ihave deprived you ofevery pleasure in life; of companions, a family, society, traveleverything thatiadear to theheart of youth."

'
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THE DEVOTIONS OF DARIUS.

(By R.H.Kanein the Church Progress).'
IDOnot believeitis possiblefor us tobe as devoutas they were inthose olden days, nor to endure thepersecutions and tortures thatsome of them had to suffer,' declared Maud, looking up from thebook inwhichshe had been so deeply interested.'

Why not ?'Iasked.'
Why not ! Why, Nora! how can you ask such a question?Could youendure such suffering?''Perhaps not,' Ianswered.

'
But becauseImight not be abletostand the test is that proof that itcannotbe donein thesemoderndays ? There may have been those inyour early days who wouldbe as week as we, if they had been called upon to suffer.''ButIdonot believe there areany whocould do as thoseearlyChristiansdid. Just think of their hidingawayin the Catacombsof the cities;of hearing Mass in out-of-the-wayplaces, knowing

that the dagger or the spear of the soldier, theraok and thewheef
or the stake and faggots,awaited themif detected. Just think ofbeautiful maidens thrust into the den of gaunt,half-starvedlionsand never for a moment wavering from thefaith. Nora wenevercould do it,' and Maud covered her eyeswithher hands to shut outthehorrible pictures thather imaginationconjured.
Istudiedher in thoughtfulsilencefor a few moments.

'
Maud

'
said I, 'lam convinced thatthereatebeingperformed for the loveof Him whogaveHis life that weakmortals likeyouand memightenjoy theglories ofHeaven,acts jost asnoble, just asheroic, just asself-sacrificing in these degenerate days of ours as ever the earlyChristians knew. You must remember those earlyChristianslivedin an age schooled to war,hardships, and cruelty, whileinourmodern times wearereared toodelicately.Persecution finds a muchtenderer plant upon which to exercise its power in thesedays thaninithedays of the ancients.''

And for the reasonsstated byyou wecannotproducesuchhero-ism,' triumphantlydeclaredmy sister.'But, my dear Maud, you have forgotten or you have missedthe stories of modern heroism of which these days arefilled.
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