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Bessle. Now, mother, it you feel
sufiiciently enlightened—'’

But Mrs. Dobson did not appear to
bear. She had stooped to take in her
own the warm babyish band with its
precious burden of white blossoms and
draw its abashed owner to a place be
side her.

[ do not care to go indoors just yet,
my dear. Henry, you say, has lefu for
the city, and I enjoy the view so much
from the piazza. I will stay and have
Arnold entertain me if he may, while
you attend to your morning engage
ments."’

| have none, unless a promize made
to myself of a cozy hour with a new
povel can be called an epgagement, P
Mrs. Wrexham answered as she gained
the piazza and arranged for her moth
er's use a gieat chair the solidity and
roominess of which invited occupation

After this filial attention she took
apparently no further notice of what
might be considered the idle whim of
the older lady, who chose to continue a
conversation with a stranger child.
Nevertheless, because it was a whim,
Blanche Wrexham was in reality suvr-
prised, and more than slightly curious
For ** whims "’ and *‘ fads '’ of any sort
were the pet adversions of this practical
parent, whose ¢ ymmonplace personality
had in the days of debut and belledom
rather handicapped her brilliant dangh-
ter in their striviog for the social jlace
to which by right of their father's mil
lions they aspired. Toward the founda
tion of these milli the mother's ¢
judgment and economy had helped, but
with the sudden influx of a wealth that

as practically unlimitcd, her gphereof
ocenpation was lost and she had wnever
sought to it herself for one more yre
tentious.

The last will and testamer
millionaire husband and f.rror ace
knowledged in a few introductory Jines
his indeb'ednecss to the he 1y , who
was made withont condition or restric
tion bis executor. To her geod judg
ment he left the further distribution of
bis wealth between the two girls, alone
spared of wany children given in the
days when comfort and competence
were still far off.

It was never entirely plain to the
accomplished daughters how mother
could have helped so. However, their
chosen life left little leisure for do
mestic confidences, and when each in
turn marrying into ‘‘upper tendom,’’ re-
ceived at their parent s hands a dowry
befitting a modern princess, they, with
their aristocratic huspands were well
content to aceept the dead father's val
uation of this helpmate ‘' who gave up
for husband and children much thather
youth held dear. "’

It was long since this expression of
her father's will, still unexplained, had
oceurred to Blanche Wrexbam's mem
ory, and gomehow never with such in-
sistence as this morring, when
the piazza there came to her in in
tervals spatches of the prolenged con-

0d

t of the

ACross

versation between the millior aire
mother and the little immizrant ne phe®
of ber Irish maid. What could they two |

possibly bax in common that Mre.
Dobson ghou

rare opportunity for

sheaf of 14 gos g
motberly soul rejciced,

davghters willingly supplied when

peither husband nor guest was al hand

d chose to peglect such a
garrering the
ip in which her
and which her

bousehc

to criticize this plebeian tendency. Dis
jointed eenterces, questions from Mre.
Dobson and apswers of the boy min

gled with the fine period of the novel
which she had expected to claim her
individual attention, until without any
desire for eavesdropping, Mrs. Wrex-
bham found herself listenieg to a
versation in which she conld pot possi
bly take part. But howhor estly inter-
ested the participants were! and
Blanche immediately recalled that on
the occesion of her last visit Mrs. Dob-
son had positively dozed while her
courteous soz-in-law strove to describe
in his mott fascinating manner the in
cidents of a Norwegian shcotirg’ trip.
Now it was the child's reminizcences of
. sleepy Irish village that held her
awake and alert !

“ For week days,’’ he was saying,
we used to bring the violets and
primroses and big, big bowhs of ‘ May,
but Sundays our Lady hail to have
garden flowers,an’ we got them every
Saturday, ‘cause yon couldn’t go cutting
flowers on Sundays, an' the Sister:
dressed the altar in the ckapel; then,
you know, Saturday evening's everyone
fixed their own altars at home. "’

“ Let me see, iu the gardens in May
you had lilacs ard the monthly roses—
Mrs Dobson paused and the childish
voice took vwp the count: ** O, an' la
purrams, an’ wallflowers an’ locely
tulips, Don't you ‘member the tulips,
ma'am ?’

¢ Indeed I do: plain yellow and plain
red and variegated—some double aud
some single—wern't they i

* Yes an' oh, grannie had a whiteone
an' :\\ways a new flower came out on a
Saturday so’s to be fresh for our Lady's
altar Sunday. I like our ‘statoe’ down-
stairs ‘cause I ecan put the flowers in
her own arms, but auntie said it's not
for them she’s holding out her hands—
it's for peopla, "’

“ For the little children like you
Arnold, who are never naughty  J

¢ No ! Aunt Bessie thinks not. She
thinke the good little children come
without being ealled. They like it, you
know, to be near such a lovely lady an'
the little Lord ; but it's the big peopie
that forget an' vever, never say a
prayer ovr Lady wants the mo:t. That's
what Father Donlin used to tell us, too.
You don’t know Father Denlin, ma'am?"
queried the boy who had found his new
friend's acquaintance with Irish flora
<0 extensive that he concluded not wn
reasoaably it might include the people
also.

“

corn-

No, I do not know Father Donlin,"”’
Mrs. Dobgon said in the absent manner
of one repeating a text rather thansus
taining a conversation, and Blanche
Wrexham, with her mnewnly-sharpened
perceptions, quickly understood that
her mother’s thoughts had etrayed far
from the little questioner and far from
smiling American landscape outspread

fove her. Bnt whither had they
flown? The daughter found herself
puzzled, and wondering as she had
never before puzzled or wordered re
garding a past which with the culti
va‘ed egotism of the modern American

s
I

1
|
\
.
|

girl, she had assumed to be common-
place and uninteresting.
Somewhere—somehow-- Mrs, Dobson's
daughters bad learned, or was it that
they merely concluded that their mother
was of Irish birth. To ber relatives
they had never heard her allude. In
the hushand's obituary novices, numer
ous as befl ted the man of millions,
much stress was laid on a Scoteh Irish
deseent as accounting in part for his
success, But her mother!
mon birthland the bhond #o suddenly
diseovered the led with his
memories of yesterday in the old land
and the woman between whom and her
ehildhood's home stretched the eheck
ered years of striving and achievement?
Mrs, Wrexham felt berself grow posi
tively homesick for a country she had
pever seen, to which she had never
gpared aconscious thouzht, so her tones
were querulous when she spoke:
“ Mother, let Arnold go now ; [ am
sure they bave missed him downstairs.”
This was indeed true, for before her
sentence was finished the pretty face
of Bessie Byroe appeared at the open
doorway, a look of surpiise replacing
its anxious expression ag she noticed
Arnold's position beside the guest.
Mrs. Dobson spoke with even more
than her customary friendliness to her
danghter's favorite maid, which was
patural, remembering Boessie's recent
bereavement ; then bend she whis
pered something to the boy before he
left her side, and that Mrs
Wrexham made sure, was a renewal of |
the promise to visit his helovead ** "sta ‘

Was a con-

between

something

tute' in the pwetty room.’
““ Have you had er

h of scenery for l

one moroing, wott qaestioned the
hostess lightly; *‘if so we shall now go
indoors.’

¢ Indeed, daughter, | cannot say

that 1 have been enjoying the scenery
1t all this time, though I meant to ao

nothing else when I chose ‘o stay here. |

But the little boy's elaster brought
back other scenes, and it is wonderful |
daughter, how clearly the mind's eye
sees and how far! Your terraces and
fountains and flower beds were all

blanks to me, and in their places 1 saw
green lanes and hedges of hawthorn
and laps full of blue viole.s that I can
swell even yet !
' Poor rich mother ' said ‘he daugh-
her softly, more softly than she had
ever before addressed her, except per
haps in the hcur that made one widow-
ed and the other fatherless. “*Then what
did you see in place of me, ‘ ma mere. .
for I was part of the actual landscape?’’
She stood now behind the chair with
her white arms linked around her moth-
er's shoulders and her peachy cheek
resting ou the plentiful white hair, from
which its owner had removed the mod-
ish covering.

¢ [ saw aroth
Dobson said, ¢
hands that
mother-heart —
not wel

er girl, my dear, "’ Mrs.
yessing the dainty white
lightly above her
a giel, not bandsome,
drassed, but a happy girl for |
all that, and her old fashione d pinafore |

]

would nct re
girl, my dear, in—
My own m

therly mother? Yes!

d interrupted the listener, and I
understand ever 8o many things that
were mysteries before. Mother, there
is no explanation due to your hildren,
whose welfare you have set hm.»rui
your owa ; only why not make this morn-
ing's dream a reality and see again, if
yon s0 desire, the hedges of hawthorn
and the green lanes that the little girl
loved 2"’

¢ Ah, why not? Because — because,
Blanche, the woman would miss what
she forfeited long ago, the welcome of
her Lady—the Lady she denied for the
sake of gold and something else more
precious, the ambitions of the man she
loved.”

Back to Blanche Wrexbam's mind
flashed again the phrasing of her father's

|

|

|

|

cognize tbat little |
|

|

WIT THE BIRTHRIGHC OF THE
CELTIC RACE.

IN IRELAND EVERYBODY
RE-PONBIVE,

JOKES AND I8

I have often been assured by Irish
people who know rothing of Eogland
that there is no guch thing as humor in
England. That, of course is insular
prejidice, and they who say it have no
knowledge or make little account of
the great Kogiish humorist, for every
man almost wko has been prominent in
Koglish literature has bern a great

humorist. It  would indeed  be
wad literature over which the light
of Humor did not p'ay.

What is usually true is that humor
is the birthrizht of every Ieishmen, 1In
fing'and the possession of the gift is
far rarer. There are great trac's
which it does no% illuminate at all;
and there will be more laughter over a
single Iris than over a
whole distriet of respectable English
folk.

dinner tahle

annot be explained s a matter of
race. Iu would be easy to say, and it
wo 1d be true in a limited sense, that
humor only comes with a Celtic strain ;
but this womld rot explain at all the
cockney wit, for example, which is
something quite indepecdent of race ;

although in the great humorists of lit
erature oue suspects always Celtic
blood.

One has to he guite an old resident
in Englard before one gets accustofhed

to one's jokes not beir g responded to,
if one does ever g accustomed, |
asked the conductor of an eleetric
train which was buwmping us on the
toc Hammersmith the other day,
finally flung us  from our
it the line was not controlled—
by a man named Jer Ie only stared
and my fellow tra r# looked an
affronted amazement.
As we came across from Holyhead

recently the Irish tickot
the boat serutinized our
closely.

*“ They're a fortnig
of us.

¢« Bedad then they're
age well,"” he replied delightedly.

When we lunched in the train
supply of salt wae of the sparsest.
addressed the English waiter.

“The tax is on sugar, not on salt, ”’
we said.

We had to repeat the rer
times and afterwards to s
that we wanted more salt. Afterward
the waiter and several of his fellows
looked at us surreptitionsly from be
hind barriers, We were apparently
taken for a pair of escaped lunatics.

collector on
return tickets

said one

b old,"”’

wearirg their

our
We

k several
tate plainly

In Ireland the whole world jokes and
the responsiveness is delicious. In Eng-
land vou have learned a sober de-
meanor. As soon as the first velvet
breath of Irish air blows on your face
you begia to rollick.

Lunching ata Dublin
friend of ours of an

restanrant a
impassively dry

was tull of gold, the gold f primroses | \‘\‘f"“‘ M ‘{ l‘,‘d ] Lj_‘ .H? s ‘,u‘\|cf-|".
and cowslips and dandeiions gathered B o, B A
for her Lady’ ar. She was her Lady | " (2} brightnew farthing and went on
hen, as she is Arnold’s Lady to da talking to “;" “‘U,I“' “”.V nnsonsgions
Wron f b iistake. The waiter stood by

patiently tiil there was a pause in the
conve
‘1 be

1% have you n

don te 9 ha
ardon, sir,

3 maller change ?"’
SISTER TO WISDOM.

The Irishman’s wit is huomor as wel
v3 wit 'aad Hamor is own sister to Wi
dom. No true Irishman is ever gui't
of punning, that dreariest of all forms of
fun.

The Trish humor is a rich humor. I
is found at its best in the Irish Ameri
ean ** Mr. Dooley. " Mr. Dooley is at
least as great a philosopher as he is a

said

as one of the immortals.

It is this quality of humor that makes
the Irish lite so gay, so varied, so be
wilderingly pleasant. It is this quality
which makes material pleasures count
for very little in the ordinary Iris!
life.

will, and with it the full realization of
her mother’s late remorse ; and the
tenderness of her Osltic nature over
leaping lite long limitations ot conven-
tion and so - called culture, thrilled in
words that fell on the stricken woman's
ear as softly as evening dews on the
sod of Kiban on.

“ What of the open arms, mother 2’
ghe said. **I could not help hearing
the little lad’'s throry, and even to me
it rang true. ‘It is not with flowers
she would have them filled,” he said,
‘nor yet with the children who love
her, but she waits for thoso who forget
her awhile and — and — are fain to re
tarn.’ ”’

8o with no further word of explana -
tion Blanche Wrexiam understood the
gecret of her mother's young life which
was the sorrow of its closing years, and
knew that in one morning hour, heed-
tul of the call from the lips of a
little echild, she had resolved to rise
up and seek readmission to the old
church, which was indeed to her * the
bovse of her fathevs Margeret M
Halvey in the Good Cunsel Magazine.

B

CATHOLICS AND PATRIOTISM.

An interesting passage oceurs in a
paper in the Nineteeth Century aud
Afier by Lord Hagh Ceel’, in which the
writer shows that “whnile love of coun-
try and love of Church may dwell as
kindred in the same breast, the ardent
Oatholie can not feel towards his
country as though he had vever krown
gcmething more august and more in-
spiring still.” Tne London Spectator
salls this argument original, bus #e
ean not sse anything orizinal in it It
is only what every Catholic has always
felt and known. God and G yd's church
must necessarily be above all sccular
and natiopal interests in the heart of
the Catholic. The Kingdom of God
bas a claim which takes precedence of
everything else. As man's soul is
above his body, 80 i3 a man's religion
above his country. God is above
(Caesar. These are not new thoughts
to Catholics. They should not seem
new or strange to members of any
Christian  denowivation. That the
Protistant Spectator fiuds them orig-
inyl is only another procf of how Pro-
tes'antism, with its narrow, local
and national outlook, has darkened the

minds of men.—Sacred Hoart Review,

An lrishman will not think of his dir
ner 80 long a3 he is bearing good stor
jes. Ie may be buttonholed in the
street cn his way to dinner and forget
all about his meal. They live by en
joyment as well as by food over there,
wnd an Irishman does not care when he
dines.

It is when he is ready, if it is a ma
ter of the public restanrant ; when the
dinper is ready, if he is at home. |
bave boen asked to dine at a Dubli
house, avd have arrived at the door
with the materials for the dipner ; and
I have been punctual for lunch at 1 30
according to the card, and have he¢
received by ball a dozen dogs who sat
wround in chaire and entertained me,
while a maid, looking as though I had
come with the milk in the morning,
came in to light the fire and informed
me that the mistress was lying dow:
with a toothache. The next
arrived at 2 46, and lonch was on the
table at 3.

guest
guest

What matter? One grows acecus-
tomed to the want of punetvality in
time ; and the meal is worth having

when it comes, for it is seasoned wi
gayoty,

They may or may not make big for=
tunes over there, but life is wort!
liv.ng.

What do they want with books, see-
ing how delightful is the page of life
They are not restiul enough for guiet
contemplation of the arts. Kvery man
is his own and his fellows' book and
pictare. Tt is the slower, moracontem
plative raced that are, in the righ
sense of the word, amateurs of the ¢

They will not even write their hux
dowa. Tf they did, what a library
bumor they might make! [Tt is some
thing too instant, too evanescent, t
mneh of the time and the oceasion fo
eold writing down,

FOUR COURTS LIBRARY,

Hverywhere men congregate in Iro
land is a centroe of wit and humor. [t
invades the learned professions and
those whom age might have staled to
laughter. Thoe Four Courts Library in
Dablin is one of the places whence the
good stories emanate. The wits of Dub-
lin, within my memory, have been Baron
Dowse, a judge; Lord Morris of Spid-
dal, also a judge; Father Healy,a
priest ; Dr. Nedley, a surgeon.

All these are gone. Most happily,
Richard Adams, County Court judge,

wit, and in both capacities I salute him |

yet remains. And, to be sure, the
vacant places have been filled, Kven
politics has not made the Irish sad;
and there is no tax on langhter,
When yon set out to tell good stories
fron Ireland they jostle eah other so
vour memory that you hardly know

v h to select. 1 will put down a few
L vzard,
nd of mine v v very en
t v g t thir I {
t wn Boglishwoman. was drivir X
utside ear in Dublin, She wa
I ng everything t he ¢y man, and
: r the rest the fawouns Dublin stou l
v sh she had become ac- |
4 \
an excellent drick it is,"" |
) ** why, it's meat and drink,
b 3
'hrue for you, ma'am,’” replied th
ear driver, an' o night's ! 1 too, if
y nly drink enough of it
other story was told me by a lead
ir Dablin teetotaller who had taken
I pledge against a joke. A well
b n Dablin eitizen, alio prominent |
on the temperance platforms in Dablin
w vddressing a crowded meeting ard
a ng agaiast the assnmption tha

b nlants were necessary to health
ok at me, boys,”’ he sald, * Here

at why 2"

pastenger.

Yerra, sure it killed out all the
"

ry

asked the astonished

another case a friend of mine, a
nan who was walking with his
{ ister, was importuned by a beg
nothing

but gave the beggar

f {
1 )% the relationship and got home
1 ly on the two by remarking, sotto ’
then, may God Ip the l\
¥ little crature that couldn’t say o \
4 "
t
sre goes high art,”” remarked ¢ {
ford beggar as a very tall friend « |
‘; arat “ |
( the street. |
| beg 's wit not always v
| WLive QOne asked sa: » of anl
{‘ Y rec who )AS ( with
\ ant air
o :
\ 8 ould gentle
| B ? He wa
ried last wee
«1 thouzht there was something
| when I seen him goin’ along like that,
| just touchin he ground in an odd

place."’
In another cace my sister was im
portuned by a female tinker, i. e.,
gipsy, with three children. Further
on she met the lady’s mate with three
| more.
| ¢ Our mother's dead, Miss, an’ we'r¢
| orphans,’” whined the children ; *‘ give
| a penny to the poor orphans.’
My eister, young and dogmatie, fixed
an accusing glance on the ‘* orphans.”
[ don't believe you are orphans,"’
she said. ** 1 met your mother farther
| down the road.”
* (lome away, childer, come away,"
said the father, sorrowfully. ** She's
| an unbeliever.” This, however, be-
longs more to pure roguery than to wit,
and there's a deal of sly roguery in
Irelwnd.
S0 netimes the

com

|

|

|

| " . »

| wit is in the form of a
| pliment, One remembers the
l farwous compliment paid to one of the
|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

Gurriags by a  Dublin
“ Look at her, look
ligh

coalporter.
! 1 ecould
my pipe at the fire of her eye,”
Qaiy an Irishman counld have
ladv: ** Well I don’t know yo
but sure whatever age
don't look it.”’
There is tha conseious humor in Tre
land, but there is al
{ or at least the
| as mach a part of Ireland as he
'ilm:w wnd her clouds. One rew
{

at her

said to a

lso the unconsecions
subeonscious, ch i

nbers
the host at the country
| when an angry Er sh guest informed
him that he had put his boots outside
hix bedroom door every night of the
vee k and they had never been touched
replied blandly :
‘‘Sure thats nothing at all.
honestess people in the
country. Ycu might

totel, wh

|

|

|

|

|

‘ We're the

| world in this

i ) lave your goosld
wateh there and it’'d never be touched,

i let alone your bhoots "

| Again there is the answer a Dublin

| car driver made to a

\

1

|

friond of mine
who asked how many the ear sup-
posed to hold. **Well, four if you sit

con’agious and six if you sit familiar.”’

Humor, conscious or unconsei
a thing the¢ meets you everywhere in
Ireland, The sly and innocent, ap
poaling roguery is a thing that meets
you on all sides ; the topsy-turviness
the quaintness, the odd, unexpected
way of looking at things, are the very
essonce of gayety in the country.

It is in the face ‘and the speech of
every peasant ; it locks at you from
the eyes of the town-folk., It makes a
crowd anywhere a thing of life and
gayety, electric with langhter, respons
ive to everything but dullness. That
must have been the snake which St.
Patrick scotched for it is not to be
found from end to end of at least Irish
Ireland.

ous, is

BLUNDER WITTILY,

In a Jand where they are all racon-
teurs, the wonder is that there are any
listeners. It must only be by a gener-
ous system of reeiprocity. Kven when
they blunder they blunder wittily, and
t1at makes the difference between an

|
I ly 1
\rrab, bad lack to the Land ‘

[ eighty years old. I've been a |
t yhstainer all my lifa, and could |
y man of eighty healthier |
t I ¢ |
r. | aid a void
fy a taker
s a hundred Yy L
BEGGARS' W1
rs are cf I
|
( you, \ L ‘4
v el AL« A n
\ | ou ALY A
© 3 y
n the Dablin AN W I
d an Iy 16 far
he coiu in the lm o s h
way of hiz brethren elsewh
, sir,” more in sorr than |
r, * [ leavo you to Him that |
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( Kata Brady d 74, ¥
harged bei ound drun

d premises. M was  vers
govere on the publiean. ‘1 a de
termined.' he wsaid, * to put this
sort of thing with a heavy hand It
a shoeking thing that the mother f the
race should be demoralized like this,
These young girls should be prc-
tected."’

In the same issue was an advertisc-
ment : To be let comfortable hounae ol
8ix rooms Couvenient Situa
Just opposite the gates ol Giasl
Cemetery."’

Are not these blunders 18
18 the wit of other p ople ? Katherine
Tyaan, in N. Y. Son.

P
SUFFERING.

Our holvy Mother, the Catholic ci I

ATk ner ch 1dre a their | i)
" Sign of the \
th nificanc yo found
sacred sign. Thareby i p

I e, o1 God orc
| § 1
ified, and Y ur «
l r,
enters i lite; b

arist is the road t
perfect happiness herealter, and ofter
it is linked to very great joy here
below. Suffering, rightly borne, doc

things for g0 wonderful,

at we find immense cauge Jor

wonder ful
indeed, tl
thankiunlness in its trials a
It has a sort of sacramental grace about
it, to bring near to our suffering
Jesus ; it deadens the alluring voices of
the world, the flesh and the de vil ; it
to look forwari to heaven,

its anguish

e us

cAnses us

where God's tender hand shall at last

wipe all our tears away ; it is 80 cle

irg and so health-giving for our

mortal souls that we find ourse

begging God not to take our cr 5
LAY

from us, but only to grant us strer
t

besr them patiently for Him. Fa
tiently—yes, there is the secret of
love of the cross! Patience is

ange! friend, who takes us by the hand,
and leads us to our Saviour in His

feringz, and makes us desire to b

to Him. Impatience blir ds onr eycs
the sweet vision of that thorn-erova
Head and riven Heart of Jesus,
Paience shows Him to us o

whispers :
tle pain for Him?

iew,

alv
¢ Shall we not wisi
X \‘

\CI'e

- el isiisnaiste
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