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JACKY.
Ward of the London Hos- 

10 ‘ a wasted little cripple. He 
t^so small that It was rather dif- 

” find him. But just then he 
^ a thin little arm in my direc-

see’d yer afore yer wee’d me,” 
w„ his gr««»g. and his eyes spark-

with pleasure.
■Ain't yer got no books fer me? 

asked presently.
T held up a volume, whereupon his 
' lands closed over it. When he 

tfthe hospital he took t*e hooks 
tomP with him. and in the little 

of the tenement he used 
mother, who

and to the little 
whom he lo' 

the tiny back room

back room
to read them to his 
could not read '
brown-eyed Mary whom he loved.

X remember
where they all lived, the father and 

■mother, Jacky and Mary. And the 
bod wherein they all slept, and in 
which the cripple lay all day. Many 
a„ hour have I spent in that stifling 
tenement, room with the window tight) 
chut find the vermin crawling across 
the ragged coverlet.

When T did not go the mother used 
to send for me with the apology— 
«the child do be askin’ fur yer " 
"Yuss,” she continued, “an’ ’e sez 
-Mother,’ sez ’e, ‘think as she’,11 come 

to-day ?’ ”
-< -Mebbe,’ sez I, jes’ ter quiet him 

Uke, ’an’ when the days goes by an’ 
yer ain’t come, e’s broken-’earted. 
Yer see,” she used to add, theer 
ain’t nuthink fur 'im ter look at, 
'cep' the walls, an' times 'e’s in pain 
-pore Jacky,” and the mother’s eyes 
would fill with tears. So I used to 
ait by his bedside with a sketch-book 
•on my knee.

“Now, Jacky, what shall I draw?” 
The question always brought a light 
into the tired childish eyes.

“Kin yer—” then he would pause 
to think. “Kin yer dror another 
nigger ?”

“What sort ?” I’d ask.
’E were playin' the bones yuster- 

<t'y,” he’d say meditatively, “now 
make ’im dancin' a jig;” which I 
obediently did. Time was when I 
studied art in foreign studios, when 
ray artistic vision was bounded by 
Greek ideals, and I worshiped Helle
nic models, even though they were 
only in dull plaster. Therefore when 
first I was asked in the back room 
of the tenement to draw a modern 
nigger in checlbxl trousers and a top 
hat it seemed to me like a desecra
tion of art. But when I had once 

looked up from the page df the 
sketch-book and caught sight of a 
small, pinched face aglow with plea
sure and the trn-v -f amusement 
trickling down the little wan cheeks, 
I began to think there might be more 

virtue in the outline of a nigger 
than in the masterpiece of a Phidias.

At other times, when the light was 
fading in the tenement and little 
Jacky looked frailer than usual, the 
sketch-boob« would be laid aside and 
the conversation would drift into 
•other channels. Then the mother 
used to steal up from the street and 
stand in the half-open door.

“Yer don’t mind me listenin’ while 
yer talks to the boy ?” she would 
say. “Fur Gawd ’elp us, it’s many 
a day semce I ’eard tell o’ religion.” 
She would sit on the rusty fender 
with her arms clasping her knees, 
and in her eyes there was a hungry 
expression as if a starving soul look- 

-ed out. And presently her gaze 
would rest on the tenement bed where 
her cripple child lay with hie face 
drawn with pain.

"Don't cry, Jacky,” she'd say soft
ly; “yer’ll be better arter this." For 
her thoughts had crossed the borders 
of earth and had passed into that 
•other land beyond, where the crook 
•«d are made straight and the voice 
of weeping is no more.

Shortly after this I left the neigh
borhood, and Jacky used to write to 
me- Quaint efforts in load pencil 
they were, full of enrntehing out and 
Nlerary amendments. For it was 
roily When a word was past all help 
™t the small scribe wo-v 

sntiouBly wet his finger—leaving me 
* °* Pencil smudge». But now

« letters have ceased, for Death 
"M claimed—not Jacky-but both
tlLl>îreBte Anfl on|y Informa- 
,.™ be elicited la the fact that 

e children were last », i,.„a i-

BILLIE. i
I saw a woman coming along the 

street one day. She was crying.
An’ it ain't no manner o’ use 

talkin’ ter the boy,” said she, be
tween her sobs, “fur 'e’s that ’ead- 
strong ! an’ now that 'e’s took up 
with them 'ooligans, 'eaven 'elp 'im! 
W'y 1 'e stopped aht tWo nights làs’ 
week, an’ 'e don't say wot 'e done 
wif 'isself.”

Therefore I pictured this widow’s 
son as one of the local roughs, with 
his hair combed over his eyebrows.

But, as it turned out, Billie was 
like no other Hooligan of my ac
quaintance. To begin with, he was 
only about two feet high, and his 
years numbered seven all told. Be
sides this, he had a pair of bright 
eyes.and a dimple in one cheek.

At the sight of this reputed mons
ter I laughed. “So you are the un
mitigated ruffian, are you ?” Where
upon Billie blinked his eyes and gave 

little inward chuckle. That was 
how it began. For it took but 
short time to discover that 
we owned many iniquities in com
mon, and the sense of proprietorship 
which Billie assumed in my regard 
was particularly soothing to my 
feelings.

I was talking to a group of wo
men late one afternoon when I be
came conscious of a small figure 
leaning against a neighboring lamp 
post.

“You seem busy,” I said, address
ing this small boy in the shadow. 

“Yuss,” was the response.
“What do you think you are do

ing ?” I asked.
“I wuqvvaitin’ j fur yer,” he ans

wered. BiRjg’s^^elf-possession being 
not the least of his charms.

“What for.”
“W'y ! abaht them frogs,” said he. 

“Yer said as yer wanted ter ’ave a 
frog race, didn’t yer ?”

“Of course I do. Have you the 
frogs ?”

“They’re on the leads,” said he, 
“£n a jar. Come an’ see ?”

“How do you get there ?” I asked. 
“Yer know where we lives ? Well, 

yer goes up the tenemcn’ stairs an’ 
inter the fust floor back. Then yer 
gets aht o’ the windy, an* the frogs,’ 
he repeated, “is in the jar.”

But to climb up the tenement 
stairs and clamber through the win
dow of the first floor back, just to 
examine three frogs in a grimy jar 
seemed to me entirely a work of 
supererogati on.

“I don't think.” T said, diffidently, 
“that I like 'leads’ much.”

“S’pose yer thinkin’ o’ the baby," 
said he.

“What baby ?” T asked.
“The baby wot rolled orf. Lord 

yuss !” he continued, “it were next 
door to us. An’ the lady 'ad jes’ 
come 'ome from a day’s charin’, so 
she puts the baby aht on the leads, 
while she cleans up the room a bit. 
An’ next time she looks aht. the 
windy, the baby was gorn—fell dahn 
inter the nox’ yard; theer ain’t no 
railin’s ter the leads,” he explained, 

“Was it killed ?” I asked in hor
ror.

“Killed !” reiterated Billie with 
seeming satisfaction. “Not ’alf !” 
Then dropping satire, ho remarked 
solemnly—“dead as yer like.”

“SNEAKING” WALNUTS. 
Several children were playing to

gether at a corner. One wee person 
aged three and a half was doing the 
cakewalk before an admiring audi
ence. Then tiring of the dance she 
cast about for other amusement.

“Tell yer wot !" she ejaculated. 
“Shall I show yer ’ow ter sneak wal
nuts orf a coster's barrer ?” Where
upon the tiny child gathered herself 
up for the effort. First she gave a 
hasty glance around partly to collect 
the ej'es of ner audience and partly 
to impress upon them the necessity 
of caution. Then she located an im
aginary barrow of walnuts, and, 
having tucked her grimy little hands 
into her pinafore, she smiled with an 
assumption of disinterested gaiety y 
and so sidled along. It seemed the 
merest accident that she should have 
brushed against it. And as she con
tinued her stroll she hummed a gay 
air from a music hall. The act now 
over she turned with a quick move
ment. to the group of children and 
triumphantly extended her pinafore. 
“That’s 'ow me mother does it," 
said she.

the initiated as a ''hug-me-tight.'' 
According to the dictates of* fashion 
it ought to have reached to the 
waist. But the voice of fashion is 
silent in Stepney; throttled by the 
stern hand of necessity. So Wee 
Willie wore his mother’s hug-me- 
tight, and it covered his knees. But 
his face was radiant. Yesterday had 
been a day of^ÿays, for having wan
dered further afield than usual some 
one had given him a sixpence. Asked 
how he had spent it, Wee Willie gave 
detailed account.

“Theer were a 'alfpenny fur milk— 
that wer fur little Joey wot's sick,” 
he interpolated, “an’ a pennyworth 

coal. Then another penny went 
on kindlin’ wood, an’ a penny fur ^ 
sugar. After that we bought a pen
ny worth o’ tea, w’ich leaves 
'alfpencc.”

“And what then ?”
“Three 'alfpenny buns,” was the 

response, and his eyes glistened at 
the recollection thereof.

(To be continued.)

ST. MARY MAJOR.

STOMACH TROUBLE
The Agonies of Indigestion Gan 

Be Cured by Dr Williams’ 
Pink Pille.

’Mea-the
l»by

Utile ,
-ieter-eitt,^ on i

All over the land there are people 
whose lives had been made miserable 
through the pangs of indigestion, 
who have been restored to the en
joyment of health through the use of 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. One of 
these is Mr. Wm. Moore, of Welland, 
Ont. Mr. Moore is the manager of 
the electric light plant in that town, 
and stands high in the estimation of 
the citizens. He says: “It is really 
a pleasure to speak in favor of Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills. For four years 
prior to 1903 I suffered great tor
ture from indigestion and stomach 
trouble. I could not eat solid food 
without experiencing great agony, 
and for over two years I had to re
sort to a milk diet. I had grown 
emaciated and was almost unfit, for 
active work* I was treated by doc
tors and took advertised medicines, 
but without any lasting benefit. One 
day a friend urged me to try Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills. I began their 
use, but I must confess that it was 
without much hope that they would 
cure me. After taking a couple of 
boxes I could see an improvement. I 
continued using the pills until I had 
taken eight boxes, when I was com
pletely cured and able to eat any 
kind of food I desired. I shall al
ways praise Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills 
as they saved me from such misery 
as only a despoptic knows. I might 
add that my wife has also used the 
pills for troubles that afflict her sex, 
and has been fully restored to 
health.”

Bad blood, poor blood. watery 
blood, is the cause of nearly every 
ailment that afflicts mankind. It is 
because every dose of Dr. Williams’ 
Pink" Pills make now. rich, red blood 
that they have such wonderful power 
to cute such ailments as indigestion, 
anaemia, rheumatism, ncnralgia. St. 
Vitus dance, heart troubles, kidney 
and liver troubles, and the special 
ailments of women, young and old. 
But you must get the genuine pills 
with the full name “Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills for Palo People.” on the 
wrapper around each box. Sold by 
all medicine dealers or by mail at 
50 cents a box or six boxes for $2.50 
by writing The Dr. Williams’ Medi
cine Co., Broctozille, Ont.

1 dreaded

WEB WILLIE.
It was a. grotesque child figure 

that ambled down a side street. Ills 
diminutive breeches hung In tatters 

and. Instead of a 
completed by 

known to

CATHOLIC ÉDUCATION FOR 
GROES.

The address of Booker T. Washing
ton in the churches of 1'rovidence, 
R.I., show him to be an educated 
man and a gentleman besides, says 
the Visitor. No man in the country, 
perhaps, should naturally be more 
indignant at the treatment of his 
race by the whites; and yet while 
Washington spoke on dangerous 
grounds, told facts as he knew them, 
and spared not condemnation where 
he thought it was needed, no part of 
the country, be it north or south, 
could take any offense at what he 
said. He had praise. for the south 
and the north; he had blatiie, to®, 
which he spoke fearlessly; and with
al there was not a single harsh say-\ 
ing in all his speeches. It was Book
er T. Washington, ^lso, who said 
several years ago that the only hope 
of the colored man was in the Ca
tholic Church. Here we have an 
example of what education and Chris
tianity can do for the colored man.

ST. BRIDGET’S NIGHT REFUGE.

Report for week ending Saturday. 
21st January, 1905:

The following had a night's lodg-

The Basilica of St. Mary Major, at 
Rome, is one of the most celebrated 
shrines in the world. It is most 
renowned because^ of the miracle of 
the snow, which is annually com
memorated on the day of the found
ing of the Basilica by a Pontifical 
High Mass in the Borghese Chapel, 
when at the Offertory showers of 
snowy roèe leaves are scattered from 
the dome on the marble floor be
neath, until this is covered with a 
fragrant summer snowfall, pure and 
spotless as the miraculous snow by 
means of which Our Lady vouchsaf
ed to designate the site of her church 

three ^°n that l)UrninS August day of A.
( D. 352, and thus the Basilica came 
^ by its beautiful title of “Our Lady 

of the Snow.”
In after times this church wad add

ed to and improved, and it was en
tirely rebuilt in the fifth century by 
Pope Sixtus III in commemoration 
of the Council of Ephesus. Century 
after century various Pontiffs have 
enriched the grand Basilica with stu
pendous works of art; for all that 
was fairest in art was brought to 
Our Lady’s feet, but it was left to 
the age of the “Renaissance” to 
place the costliest gems of decora
tion in its crown in the shape of two 
splendid chapels, the “Borghese” and 
the “Sistine,” which rise in stately 
beauty on either side of the apse.

Again even the people who are not 
much given to churchgoing- at other 
times turn oxit at Santa Maria Mag 
giore; and all through Christmas af
ternoon the stately Basilica re-echoes 
to the glad strains of music and the 
steady hum and ceaseless movement 
of a great crowd coming and going, 
passing and repassing, looking at 
the church and listening to the Ves
per music; but one and all pausing 
to say a few prayers in the quiet 
Chapel of the Blessed Sacrament, 
where, inclosed by the iron gates 
from the throng outside, the Prison 
er of Love is with us truly in His 
royal state. It is one of the most 
characteristic and thoroughly cos 
mopolitan crowds in Rome that, 
semblcd in Santa Maria Maggiore on 
Christmas Day, and all classes of 
society are represented, rich and 
poor, gentle and simple, prince and 
peasants; strangers from afar-off 
lands, near country people in Roman 
costume; priests and prelates, friars 
and soldiers—literally "all sot*s and 
conditions of men,” and our native 
land is represented in the throng.

Inside, the church has the form of 
a true Basilica, in its most pure and 
severe form of architectural beauty 
and the sensation of perfect harmony 
is the one which strikes the eye most 
on entering it; a marvellous thing as 
one realizes its proportions as the 
largest Church of Our Lady in the 
world. It certainly has not such 
glowing, triumphant beauty, such 
floods of light, and such splendor of 
sparkiling marbles as the Basilicas of 
St. Peter, St. John Lateran, and 
St. Paul Outside the Walls, but 
possesses a solemnly rich magniti 
cence of its own, and the faith and 
glories of the past seem to linger in 
those solemn precincts, where the 
grand mosaics of the walls testify to 
the great antiquity of the shrine. By 
reason of the light, it is a good 
thing to visit Santa Maria Maggiore 
on Christmas Day, for the sombre 
gloom of its aisles is relieved by can
dles and electricity.

Here is preserved the great relic of 
Bethlehem, the crib oiJ manger of our 
infant Saviour; this is why the good 
Romans flock in crowds to pay their 
devotions at the hallowed shrine 
which speaks to them so eloquently 
of the Divine Infant, for nearer to 
Bethlehem they cannot be than kneel
ing beside the wood of the manger 
which gave its rough shelter to the 
tender body of the Son of God in the 
pitiless cold of that first Christmas 
midnight. Touchingly beautiful is 
the association, that in the largest 
church in the world dedicatee 
Blessed Mother, the relics of the crib 
of her Divine Child should be pre
served; and our hearts turn with lov
ing devotion to the spot where Mo
ther and Son are alike honored in 
that beautiful human tie which binds 
the Babe of Bethlehem so near to 
our poor nature.

The church is situated in one of the 
highest parts of Rome, in a fine 
“piazza” or square, with a beautiful 
column before it, crowned by an ex
quisite statue of the Blessed Virgin, 
which seems to be watching over the 
city and the Basilica so specially de
dicated to her honor.

The facade of the church, with its 
two fine towers, which from their 
commanding height are seen all over 
Rome, is particularly massive and 
imposing, a befitting approach to the 
splendors of this gorgeous Basilica. 
Following the usual lines of architec-

the Popes used to give the Papal Be
nediction on certain feasts of the 
year), adorned by mosaic pictures of 
the fourteenth century, most of which 
have reference to the history of the 
building of the Basilica.

The legend or history of its foun
dation may be interesting to repeat 
here, for it is a singularly beautiful 
one, and will interest many of our 
readers who may perhaps have won
dered why the titles of “Santa Maria 
ad Nives” (Our Lady of the Snow), 
or the “Liberian Basilica,” have been 
bestowed on the Church of St. Maria 
Maggiore; but the names are more 
than sufficiently explained by the 
legend, which runs thus:

In the month of August, in the year 
352, a miraculous fall of snow cov
ered the ground on the Esquiline 
Hill in one particular spot, and that 
same night, the 5th of August, the 
Blessed Virgin appeared in a vision 
to a holy Roman patrician, one John 
the Patrician, ordering him to erect

church in her honor on this spot, 
where the miraculous snowfall was 
found. Ho revealed this vision to 
the reigning Sovereign Pontiff, Pope 
Liberius, who thereupon decided im
mediately to lay the foundation we 
see to-day.

The Basilica's most striking feature 
its vast nave, stretching away 

into far distant vistas of space, and 
divided into aisles by long rows of 
magnificent columns, said to be of 
Greek marble from Mount TTymettus. 
The “Confession,” in the centre of 
the church, to which one descends by 
a flight of marble steps, Is surmount
ed by a Papal Altar and a grand 
canopy or “baldaquin” -of bronze, a 
marvellous work of art, borne up 
by four porphyry columns enriched 
with raised gilt work, and lovely 
marble figures of angels at the four 
corners.

Under the splendid Papal Altar in 
the “Confession,” rich with marbles 
and precious stones, is the shrine 
where the relic of the crib is usually 
preserved, but the day before Christ
mas eve the relic is removed and car
ried by the chapter of the Basilica 
to the sacristy, where, on an altar 
specially prepared for it, and enclos
ed in a magnificent silver and crystal 
casket, it is publicly exposed for 
tho veneration of the faithful until 
early on Christmas morning, when it 
is brought back and placed on tho 
Papal Altar for the whole day, only 
to be taken down when it is carried 
in solemn procession around the 
church after Vespers.
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Newfoundland Correspondence.
The Mount Cashel School of Indus

try seems to have had a very pros
perous year. The large list of dona
tions given during the year, and es
pecially at Christmas is a proof that 
the good people of the whole island 
are supporting it nobly, and the 
work of the Christian Brothers for 
the cause of the orphans is appreci
ated. Under the direction of Rev* 
Brother Slattery, the school has ac
complished a great deal of work, but 
during the coming summer it will be 
enlarged.

The Benevolent Irish Society build
ing Committee recommended to the 
Soclets' the tender of Harris and 
Phippard for an addition to St, 
Patrick's Hall. The building will 
be fronted with Don Valley brick at 
a cost of $17,553. The new wing 
will be known as “Tho O’Donel 
Wing,”

Bell Island parish is building up 
rapidly. A new church now adorns 
tho place, also a large hall and fine 
school. A bazaar is now being held 
in aid of the church fund. Rev. Fa
ther James McGrath has accomplish
ed a great amount of work since be
ing appointed pastor of the historic 
little island.

The winter so far has been a severe 
one. Snow storms of unusual seve
rity prevailed at the beginning and 
now intense frost with the thermome- 

I ter down to thirty degrees below 
zero is on the programme. The htfya 
and ports around the coast are 
frozen over and navigation fs a thing 
of difficulty.

Ilis Grace Archbishop Ilowley was 
invested with the Pallium nt Rome 
last month. Ilis Grace will not. re
turn to St. John's before March.

The herring fishery In many parts 
of the Island has been a great suc
cess during the year. American ves
sels have taken large supplies te 
Gloucester and other places.

ing and breakfast : Irish 268: French ture on which Basilicas are erected.
gliah 28, other nationalities,
al. 444.

it has a portico with columns and 
open gallery or “loggia" (from which

A FAMOUS IRISH OFFICIAL
The retirement of Master Pigot 

from the position in the Four Courts 
Dublin, which he has held for up
wards of forty years, will remove a 
link with an historic past. Master 
Pigot has been so long known as a 
Master of the Court that it is al
most forgotten that his career at 
the Bar, first on the Connaught and 
subsequently on the North-East. Cir
cuit, was highly distinguished, and 
that he at a time when County 
Court Judges weçe allowed to,prac
tice, filled with success tJie office 
of County Court Judge in two coun
tries before he compounded in ac
cepting the post of Master of the 
Court of Exchequer, of which his 
father was Lord Chief Baron from 
1846 till 1873.

Lord Chief Baron Pigot was O’Con
nell's bosoir friend, and one of his 
most enthusiastic admirers. So far 
back as 1834 O'Connell recommendr 
ed Pigot for the post of Attorney- 
General. Pigot was one of O’Con
nell’s counsel in 1835 on the peti
tion against his return to the House 
of Commons. Some old briefs of 
Pigot's lately turned up at a waste 
paper store, and in the folds of one 
was an unpaid, becaifse unpresented, 
cheque for a hundred guineas. in set
tlement df Pigot's professional ser
vices at this time. Pigot became at 
last Attorney-General, but resigned 
on the fall of the Melbourne Gov
ernment in 1841. On the return of 
the Whigs to power he was not re
appointed, but he was shortly after
wards, by the influence of O’Connell, 
made Lord Chief Baron on the pro
motion of Sir Maziere Brady to the 
Lord Chancellorship.

Pigot's eldest son, Mr. John Ed
ward Pigot, was one of the fore
most members of the Young Ireland 
Party, but owing lo family ties 
which he regarded as inseparable, he 
retired from public life, left Ireland, 
and practised at the Indian Bar, 
where he made a large fortune, com
ing home in the prime of life to Ire
land to die. It fell to the lot of 
his father to try and sentence to 
long periods of transportation John 
Mitchell and John Martin his son's 
intimate political and personal 
friends, for public conduct which he 
knew bad his son’s svmvathy. and 
would but for a father’s entreaties 
have had his cooperation.

LEARNED WHAT MADE IIER FAT<
Of a young doctor who had just 

opened an office—his first one—in the 
vicinity of Rittenhoueo square, and 
who is fond of using tho largest 
words he can find while practicing 
his profession, his friends tell a little 
story. He was visited recently by a 
woman who is wealthier than shç is. 
wise, but whose patronage he was- 
anxious to secure and retain.

“The trouble is not serious,” he 
said, after examining the patient, 
“and dub principally, I think, to an 
excess of adipose tissue.”

“My goodness,” said the woman, 
awed and alarmed “perhaps it’s that 
that makes me so awfully fat ! ” and 
the doctor was hard put to explain 
without giving offense.
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Apropos of the National ceremony, 

in connection with the feast of St* 
Patrick, which is to be held at the 
Westminster Cathedral on March 19, 
the Rev, Michael Moloney, who 1» 
actively concerned in its ôfganizà//' 
tion, writes that the Archbishop of 
Westminster has-kindly consented to 
officiate on the occasion, and that 
the musical director of the Cathed
ral has taken charge of tho musical 
arrangements. The Bishop of Ro- 
phoe will preach the sermon. It in in
tended to have original Irish hymns 
of great beauty sung to their tradi
tional airs, and both from the na
tional and artistic points of view 
the function promises to be one of 
groat interest. Father Moloney adds 
—“There is now but one difficulty. 
The committee needs a considerable 
working fund before it can commit 
itself to the final preparation, and 
it is for this fund that I appeal. I 
submit that the appeal should have 
special claims on the Irish people in 
London, who are’better off and bet
ter educated. Are there not among 
the many Irish lawyers, doctors and 
merchants of London fifty persons 
who will give a sovereign each to
wards the holding of a service so 
well suited to the feast of their nar- 
tional apostle, and so honorable to 
themselves and Ireland ? If we do 
not during the next few weeks find 
that there are, then T fear the pro
ject will have to be abandoned. Pro
bably such an opportunity as this 
will never again recur of establishing 
in London the tradition of an annual 
service, by which the general world, 
as well as the Irish people them
selves, could be made aware of the 
dignity and vnbie of «h» Intellectual 
inheritance of Gaelic Ireland. I have 
hope that fifty such can yet be found 
and 1 beg them without delay to ral
ly to the project and save it.”

'a*


