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August, 1867, brought on in Dundalk an attack of pneu-

monia which nearly proved fatal. 1 blessed God for it
afterwards, because it procured for me a visit to Rome and
the sojourn of a winter in that Eternal City. It happened
thus: My attack of pneumonia kad been in October, aud
the most distinguished dector in Dublin, consulted on the
matter, forbade me to spend the coming winter in Ireland;
s0 m¥ superiors were compelled to send me to winter In a
warmer climate on the Continent. I went at first to Lyons
{France), and while [ was there whoe should come along Lut
my venerahble predicessor in the Sec of Wellington, Dr.
Viard; and his chanhin, Father Tresallet, S.M. Dr. Viard
had come to attend the Vatican (ounecil about to be held
in 1869, and my Superior General, Very Rev. Father Favre,
S, and Father Yardin, S, well-known afterwards in
Welling ton, were to spend with him the winter in Rome. 1

- obtained, as a great favor, from my general, who invariably

i

was all kindness to me, the permission to he one of the
privileged party. I shall never forget the extraordinary
impression made upon me at the first sight of Rome with
St. Peter's noble dome fowering above the ““City of the
Soul”—ns Byron aptly ealls it.  We siarted hy train
from Lyons and spent a night and a day in Marseilles.
There was no railway yet from Marseilles to Rome, so we
had to go by steamer to Civita Veeelia and thenee by
rail, 40 miles, to Beme,  Wo embarked at night and daring
all the aight underwent a terrific thunderstorm and a rough
sen. | was in the snme cahin as Very Rev, Father Favre,
and, in the midst of the alnost continuons elaps of loudest
thunder, an old rooster in a crate on deck, never failed to
mark the watches of the night with his faithfel instinctive
crows. Father Tavre drew iy attention to this fact,
despite the painful tossiug of the ship.  We arrived next
afternoon in clear, hright weather, and took the train at
Civita Vecehia. What a4 train! How slow, how ill-
equipped, how mean in every respect!  And what stations
along the line! And what commedities!  Disgraceful com-
pared with all other railways [ had ever seen.  Father
Favre comwmented foreibly and indignantly an itz sad
condition. “What a pity,” he said, “that when the Papal
Government sxttempled to huild a railway, it did not achieve
the work properly ! Sweh an exhibition of failure lends a
handle to all the fiereest enemies of the Temporil Power
to mock and searn. A good line might as well have been
bhuilt as this had. disgraceful one.”  We reached Rome at
last in a delightful Ttalinn evening after n gorocons sunset.
What a delightful winter T spent in Rome! TFather
General most landiv furmished me with the hest works he
knew wpon Rome, ancient and modern, cand T devoured
them from caver to cover. T had nothing to do but take
care of my health and avoid going out in the keen morning
air till the streets were warmed by the sun; and then study
the books about the churches, shrines, eatacombs, monu-
ments of Rome. and, when T kad stored my mind and fired
my imagination ahout these treasures of antiquity and art,
to go and visit them, again and again, at my lewsure and
inclination, often book in hand. At spare moments T wrote
my impressions in All their vividness, and my letters, on
receipt in Dundalk, were read in the refectory to the Marist
scholasties, much, T was told, to their delight. What
became of those letters T know not: at ali events. they kept
me in touch with wy confreres aud them with Itome.

BACK 'TO ERIN.

I returned to treland, in 1869, cured of my chest com-
plaint, amd was made Professor of Dogma te the Marist
scholastics removed te Dublin.  I"athers Teterrier, Pestre,
and I spent several happy vears at 89 Lower Leeson
Street. T had with my Superior-General a private andience
with his Holiness Pope Pius IX; and got his paternal
blessing.  When the fime came for me to hid farewell to
the City of the Yopes, 1 felt a keen pang of sorrow,
at the thought 1 should never set my eves upon it again.
T would fain have kissed the sacred soil so often drenched
with the prolific hlned of countless martyrs.  How little
dreamt T then thal T shewld in my long lifetime return
agzin and again and amon to the Haly City, and have
repeated audiences with four successive Popes—Pius, Leo,
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Pius, and Benedict. Whe knows? Perhaps I shall yet be
favored to approach the sacred person of the present "ope
Pius XI., ere 1 quit this vale of exile and tears.

Lower Leeson Street, has now a very flourishing day-
school of which Dr. Watters, 8.M., on his relurn to Ireland,
at the end of his Rectorship in Si. Patrick’s College, Wel-
lingtorn, was made Superior, and where he died. He was
shot—in all prebability by the sentry-—as he was leaving a
house, over a mile away from Loeson Strect, where he had
catled for a few minutes to inguire about the funeral of a
priest. The military authérities published the news that
he had been shot by a stray-ball at his own door. He was
hrougﬁt home the day after he was wounded, and lingéred
for a week, dying a most holy death. The authnrities,
when requested, refused to correct the first false news—
another stain upon their much tarnished memory. I took
care to have the correct versiom, given by his successer,
Father McViears, S.M., published in. the New Zealend
Tablet. A fine stonc monument, erccted to his memory,
may be seen to-day in Glasnevin Cemetery.

EPISCOPAL CONSECRATION.

At the close of the Vatican Counci! my predecessor,
Dr. Viard, returned to New Zealaud, and shortly after fell
ill. My superiors immediztely began negotistions with
Rome for my appointment as his Coadjutor, and, during
the negotiations, he died, in 1872. Two years afterwards,
when Dr, Moran (Bishop of Dunedin) had, by direction of
the Holy See, visited the Diocese of Wellington, aud made
his favorable report upon it, I was appointed Bishop of
Wellington in 1874, at the age of not guite 85 years—bheing
then the youngest Bishop in the world. 1 was destined
through God's mercy to become, by consecration, the senior
Bisho_p in the Catholic world, and that is my unigue dis-
tinction to-day.

While 1 was P'rofessor of Dogma in Leeson Street, I
preached for Father Verdon—afterwards Bishop of Dunedin
—-a retreat to the students of Clonliffe Xeclesiastical Colloge
of which he was then Rector. Little did I then think
that I should be, in the fuiure, the prineipal agent to
bring about his electton to the See of Dunedin, and should
preach the sermon at his consecration by Cardinal Moran,
in St. Joseph’s Cathedral, Dunedin.

As soon as the question arose of my likely appoiat-
ment as Coadjutor to Dr. Viard, my superiors withdrew me
from the teaching of theology and brought me to Sainte
Foy-les-Lyon (Rhene), France, that I might be available
when wanted, and that T might have leisure to study the
duties of a Bishop. Tt also gave me the opportunity
to recover my command of the French language, which,
after I became Bishop of Wellington, I utilised to address
large French audiences in various eities, in reference 1o New
Zealand and the Marist Missions generally. I never wrote
these addresses or sermons, bhut only theught them out
carefully and then relied »n improvisation for their dietion,
which came fluently without effort.

I received the news of my appointment to the See of
Wellington on the 29th of January, 1874, Teast of my
Patron, St. Trancis of Sales. When, at an carlier date,
my Superior General proposed to me his desire to have
me elevated to the Episcopate I was staggered; but when,
on reflection, I decided that obedience was the best proof
of humility and the surest sign of God's will, T accepted
the awful dignity and tremendous responsibility, trusting
in God and the “Star of the Sea.” T had never, as God
knows, desired and never asked to return to New Zealand
after my profession as a Marist. 1 put myself entirely
into the hands of my superiors to go where they wished
and do what they commanded, all the days of my life:
my sacrifice of home and country was absolute, and, as far
as dependent on me, irrevocable. And thus, in my poor
persou, was again signally verified the truth of the sacred
words: ‘“An ohedient man shall speak of victory.” (Prov.
xxi. 280

Avehbishop Manning (nol vel Cardinal), at my re-
quest, most pracionsly consenied to consecrate me-in. St.
Ann’s Mavigk - Church, London. T chose myself St Pat-
rick's Day for the comsecration. And why? Because 1
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