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all these bards must vield
arst place to Turlogh 0O’Carolan, the
1ast of the famous minstrels—bards
and harpers—whose genius fired the
gouls of the Irish people in the past
centurias. This well-known harper
was born in Nobber (County Meath)
in 1670, of humble parents. His
education was confined almost  ex-
lusively to the Irish language. The
family of the O’Conors of Belanagare
interested themselves in directing and
promoting the mental improvement
of the youthful bard. While still a
vouth he lost his sight during an at-
.tnck of the smallpox, which for ever
deprivad him of the aid of books.
His harp then became his constant
L.companion and solace; and in his
twentieth year he commenced as a
professional minstrel by visiting the
houses of* the nobility and gentry
throughout the country. His great
taste and feeling in music insured
him a hearty welcome in palace and
abin, where he was always treated
s a guest, as he maintained the
dignity of his profession, and was
(above receiving any pecuniary re-
muneration. He composed many
beautiful airs, had a wonderful me-
mory, and extraordinary powers of
dmprovisation. He was at once a
poet, a musician, a composer, and
sung his own verses to his harp.
‘Goldsmith, in one of his cgm’m‘mg
essays, tells us that being once at
the house of an Irish nobleman,
where there was a musician present
who was eminent in his profession,
Carolan immediately challenged him
4o a trial of skill. To carry the jest
forward, the host persuaded the mu-
sician (Geminiani, a famous Italian
violinist) to accept the challenge,
and he accordingly ptayed over on
his fiddle the fifth ‘“‘concerto”  of Vi-
valdi. Carolan, immediately taking
up his harp, played over.the whola
ipiece after him, without missing &
note, though he had never. heard it
before, which produced some surprise;
but their astonishment increased
when he assured them that he could
make a concerto in the same taste
:;m"”- which he instantly compos-

But

Carolan’s compositions are stated
‘to have nnumbered in all about two
thousand. His muse delighted  to
€xpatiate on the theme of female lo-
veliness. The exigencies of space will
only allow me to give the names of
& few of his beautiful lyrics of this
-dlscription; so I must refer the rew-
de'r to the translations of them by,
Sir Samuel Ferguson, Miss Brooke,
-and to Hardiman’s Irish Minstrolsy
for “Bridget - Cruise,’” *Mild Mahel
Kelley,” “0'More’s :

obite were originally party songs,

common the spirit of
‘that was sung beford the
of the Round Table, that
the courage of Roderick Dhu
allace, and fired with immortal
many an Irish soldier on a
thousand fields of battle—Robert M.
Sillard, in the Catholic World Maga-
zine. * ;

Bishop Whteside
~ On Parental Duty,

The Right Rev, Dr. Whiteside (Bi-
shop of Liverpool) paid his visit to
St. Augustine’s Church, Preston, last
week end, and on Sunday evening de-
livered his visitation address to a
crowded congregation, who listened
with deep interest to his remarks. His
Lordship said that in studying the
life, passion, and death of our Lord,
we must often have been struck by
the value which He set upon an im-
mortal soul. In addition to His own
sufferings, for the souls of mgun!;inri,
God had instituted the Church, priest
hood, and sacraments in order to as-
sist the soul to save its life. All
this showed us that we naa a serfous
duty to the souls of those with
whom we mixed with every day, and
if this were true of those towards
whom we had not any speoial duty
except in charity, how much was it
tmue of those towards whom we had
serious responsibilities ? If this ap-
plied to anyone, it applied to pa-
rents with regard to their children.
Both father and mother had serious
obligations which neither could shirk.
Each was bound to support the
other, At the same time, as a rule,
the responsibility of the father rested
more upon him when the children
grew into their teens, and got out
of the mother’s control. while that of
the mother was at the time when the
children were young, and their wninds
impressionable as wax, when every
word and action had an influemce on
them. Therefore he (the Bishop) con
sidered no responsibility greater than
the mother’s, for they all knew how
children drank the example given ;
even when the mother went about her
household duties, or spoke to a
child’s brother and sister it observed
her, and she was its one authority.
She should realize that responsihility

and if through har fault, by word
or action, the child’s soul was in-
jured or lost, at the door of  that
mother lay the responmsibility, and

she would have to answer to God for
it. She should teach her children by
word about God. How many mo-
thers hesitate to speak to chilirem
about God and their religious ruties?
Some taught them their prayers as
though teaching them a lesson, hut a
mothar should feel she had to influ-
ence hen children by word and ex-
ample.

He was afraid there was a cervain
number of methers everywhere, and

unfortunately they were on the  in-
crease, who gave had examples to
their children by drink, he did not

say drunkenness, because that would
be an extreme case.  They knew that
was a sin which excluded from the
Kingdom of Heaven, and that a mo-
ther must lose all sense of decency
and responsibility © when she drank;
but he meant those who drank a lit-
tle now and then more than they
should do. Those were the onas who
did the harm to their children, fami-
ly and themselves. First of all, they
incurred responsibility before God for
wasting money. How many people

at  the presant day did not realize
their responsibility with regard to
money 1  Some people seemed  to

thln{: they could do what they liked
- with what they earned. Of course,
they had a strict right to it  with

{ man, but they had not
to Gotk, who gave them
obtain it. God  would
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_ Parents had also another duty with
regard to their children. . When they
‘reached a marriageable age, if they
wished to marry a non-Catholic, they
would probably tell the parents that
they were sure the one they wished
to marry would become a Catholic
aftér the marriage. Against this
His Lordship warned parents, quot-
ing: from the statistics of the parish
of “St. Augustine’s figures showing
that in their congregation at pre-
sent there were 233 persons who had
contracted mixed marriages. No
doubt, the Bishop said, in the gener-
ality of the cases the Catholic had
expected the Protestant to turn a
Catholic, but out of thesa 233, 21
had become converted, while in 15
cases the conversions had been the
other way, the Catholic turning Pro-
testant. 1In that congregation there
were 140 children of mixed marriages
being brought up as Protestants. He

blamed many mothers for these
things. How often mothers were
weak on this subject. If they did

not help, at least they connived at
it. If the Catholics would only
stiffen their backs and force the nan-
Catholics to become Cathblics before
marriage they would thus make many
converts.

His Lordship then spoke strongly
about Catholics marrying at the re-
gistar’s office, and in Protestant
Churches, and said they had far too
many in that congregation who had
contracted marriage outside the Ca-
tholic Church. He compared this to
a child running away from home
where her parents had always lavish-
ed kindnesses upon her to get marri-
ed. Perhaps the parents would in
time forgive her, but would they con-
tinue to treat her as before ? Cer-
tain,y not. And so these people
could not expect God to continue to
lavish his blessings on them as i
they had contracted marriage in their
own Church.—London Universe.

The Redemptorists
In France.

The Paris correspondent of the
Dublin Freeman says :
“The Redemptorists continua to

maintain a bold and firm attitnde,
like the Barnalites of Paris, in pre-
sence of M. Combes and his myrmi-
dons. Father Riblier, formerly Su-
perior of the Redemptorists at Sab-
les d’'Olonnes, on the French west-
ern coast, is still in conflict with the
government bailiff who has to collect
fines and taxes. This emergency par-
son wanted Father Riblier to notify
the Redemptorists who had been pro-
ceeded against the fines which they
had been condemnew. ‘The venarable
Redemptorist replied that his breth-
ren were no longer with him. 'Three
lodged in the towns so as to avoid
judicial proceedimgs, and the others
hava gore to countries wherein they
find much more liberty than in
France,”” Father Riblier facetiously
added that he could send the notifica~
tions to the Redemptorists who had
gone to the lands of liberty; Lt
unfortunately fnom the bailiff’s point
of view, he was not a local, Parisian
or international postman, nor did
he see why he should render such a
service to the government which the
bailifft so worthily represented. The
bailiffi has threatened to have re-
course to the gendarmes, but Father
Riblier says he does not mind the
gendarmes in the least, and that he
would rather enjoy going to prison.”

Patent Report.

Below will be found a list of pa-
tents recently granted Ly the Cana-
dian Government through the agency
of Messrs. Marion & Marion, Patent
Attorneys, Montreal, Can., and Wash-
ington, D.C. :

_ Information relating to any of the
fur,
nished free of charge by applying to
the_ apove-named firm. ]

., Smith’s
threshing machine.
V. Marte]

“What a typical March day,.’ said
young Mrs. Loughlin, glanci be-

ing the days of courtship and en-

tween the curtains of a dressing-
room window, which was now fur.
ther muffled by the haze of the at-
mosphere withim,

Only a sense of maternal duty as-
sisted the lady in this, her unaccus-
tomed effort at early rising, for not-
withstanding all the luxurious acces-
sories of fleecy gown and lurred
shoulder wrapw, her imagination per-
suaded her that the chill of the outer
world must certainly be noticeable
{ within the shelter of her, luxurious
home, The gilded time-piece on her
dresser told her that it still lacked
some minutes to seven, and she had
promised—in fact proposed—that at
seven o’clock she should be ready to
take the nurse’s place;by tno pifside
of her own small son, now convales-
cing from a tedious uillness— ‘‘Miss
Keating has Dbeen so self-sacrificing
while dear Gerald really needed her™
—Mrs Keating explained to her hus-
band—‘‘that I could not but offer
to do this when she spoke of wishing
to go out early this morning, and yet
being unwilling to have Gerald per-
haps wake up during her absence.’’

““T should think Winnie or the new
maid could have taken her place, if
you had arranged it so,”” remarked
Mr. Loughlin, accustomed to his
wife’s partiality for late rising.

“They were going out, too; I for-
got to ask them why, but I know it
was to Church, and T am sure I
heard them pass downstairs before
daylight. This is not Sunday !
What is it, Jim ?”* With her hand
on the doorknob, Mrs. Loughlin wait
ed her husband’s reply, and in the in-
stant’'s pause realized, too, that she
was pearhaps breaking a settled ruie
of her married life, which was never
to recall to his mind the religion or
he had appar-
oblivion

religious observances
ently committed to
their wedding day.

since
His hesitation in answering  her
question was no affectation.

The Hon. James Loughlin, capital-
ist and politician, had managed {o
forget’ many things with which Jiin-
mie Laughlin, the bright facea Irish
of twenty years before,
familiar,

immigrant
was pleasantly e

“Let me sce—yesterday was March
the 16th, was it not ? this is the
17th ! O, this is Patrick’s Day—an
Irish holyday; the girls like to go to
Church, 1 suppose !"’

“I should say they did !"”” thought

Mrs. Loughlin, as she hastened
through the dim hallway to her
apartment, ““they must like to or

they would never venture out on such
a morning as this.”

Pretty Miss Keating, the trained
nurse, was a CatHolic too, and
ways during Gerald’s illness, arrange-
ments were made for her attendance
at Sunday Mass. Now she stood
outside of the sickroom, drawing on

al-

her warm gloves, while she waited
the mother’s coming.

“I am sure he will not troubla you
any,’”’ she whispered, ‘““he may not
wake before I come in, but I thought
it was best to be certain.”

““O of course I shall enjoy sitting

with him now that I am realiy
awaka, but must you go to your
Church this cold moming ? Would

not the do; can I take
your -place then just as well ?
“Thank you for the offer, It is not
at all compulsory for us to go to
Church to-day, but father and mother
—they ane bLoth dead now, said . the
pretty nurse sadly— liked to keep
this day as it was kept in their old
home. They always went to Mass
and took us, too, and now I like to
offer a Holyday Mass for them.”’
Mrs. Loughlin did not quite under-
stand, but she said no more,
when sitting idly %gsid(- the sleeping
child, whom even the rustling of the
she

afternoon

only

morning paper might disturb,
continued the train of thought stare-
ed by this simple evidence of her cm-
ployees’ devotion to their parents’
faith. Why did it mean so much to
them and apparently nothing to her
own husband ? Was it because world:
ly success and riches sufficed as a
substitute ? Not in all cases,  she
knew, for there was their neighbor,
Judge Grace—moneyed, influential,
with the - added prestige of descent
and inherited positiom, and he was

| the acknowledged pillar of that same

little Church, frequented by Winnie,
the cook, .and Margaret Keating. Tn-
deed she had heard the former refer
casually to Judge Grace “taking up
the Sunday coliection” there, mnd it

['¢ t, to introduce into the goy
circle where she moved a lover of
such straight laced tendencies as Ca-
tholics must needs possess.

“Jim” had been simply perfoct in
this light, never mentioning religion
that she could recall, and since their
marriage he was equally satisflactory.
Only once she remembered—when Ge-
rald was extremely ill, the father
had spoken soma incoherent words,
in which mention of his own sins and
his boy’s baptism were strangely
mixed, but then he was entirely un-
strung by excitement and suspensa,
and Miss Keating had led him rrom
the room and talked soothingly
him in the library while his
stayed with the relieving nurse,
await the doctor’s vardict.

With such thoughts as these, which
meant iittle and led nowhere, Mrs,
Loughlin was engaged until the
nurse’s pleasant voice sounded on her
ear, and sha roused herself to report
that the little patient had hardly
moved duning his mether’'s watch,
and that his sleep was so tranquil
she would not oven kiss him lest he
be disturled.

A gloomy day of rain and chill ve-
rified the morning’s threat, and Mrs,
Loughlin ‘welcomed gladly that after-
. noon hour with her little son,
t lowed her by the doctor’s rules. She
found him bright and merry despite
the weakness that still remained, and
now quita busy, arranging against
the white cuunterpane, and amongst
the snowy pillows of his bed, the
wmany toys and knick-knacks with

to

wife

to

al-

which he had learned to while away

the long hours of his unoccupied
day. In g curtained alcove of the
big room, the nurse sat, amranging

the contents of a neat portfolio, in
anticipation of her nearing departure
from the house where she had spent
almost the entire winten.

‘“Miss Margaret gave me these pic-
tures, mother!" the patient anmounc-
ed gleefully, “‘fast as she found them
in her box, and I'm to keep them all
‘cepting just this one, and it belong-
ed to Miss Margaret’s mother, so of
course she must keep that.’’

With a child’s instinctive delicacy,
the little fellow
while he drew the special picture
from its yellowed envelope and held
it towards his mother. ‘It isn’t just
a picture, is it ?’’ he said in a puz-

lowered his voice

zled way. ‘“‘Soon as Miss Margaret
is through. writing, she will tell me
about it.*’

‘““And she may tell me, too, pet, for

I do not know what sort of picture
it is. What is this, Miss Margaret?"’
Mrs. Loughlin asked, lifting between

har jewelled fingers the circle of stiff
white paper, on which was laid a
cross lormed by bright colored ribbon
outlined by shining ;beads.

O! that,” answered
cominjg  forward—‘'is
meant to explain to Gerald; is
called a ‘“‘Patrick’s Cross’ ; in my
dear mother’s time all the Irish chil-

the nurse,
something I
it

dren wore such ‘crosses’ on their
shoulders on St, Patrick’s Day; this
is St. Patrick’s Day,”” she added in
an explanatory tone.

““So Mr. Loughlin told me this

morning,’”’ said Gerald’s mother, still
examining the Patrick’s Cross with
interest. ‘“Perhaps he remembers—'’
As she spoke the heavy portisres
that helped to exclude all household
noises from this quiet room were pan-
ted quickly and Mr. Loughlin step-
ped to his little son’s bedside.
““See, father,’”’ exclaimed Gerald,
even while he lifted his face for the
kiss of gneeting, ‘‘this is a Patrick’s
‘Cross the Irish boys and girls wear
them to-day, Miss Margaret says.’'
“I do not know that they wecar

them to-day, dear,’” corrected Miss
Margaret gently, ‘‘they wore them
when my mother was a little “girl

there.’’

“And what is their meaning ? A
badge of some sort ?’’ inquirad  Ars.
Loughlin, who as a member of the

most advanced women's literary club
in the city, was naturally ‘keen’’ on
{olk lore.

“Well, a badge of Catholicity, I
suppose we should say,” Miss Keat-
ing answered, ‘‘The cross is the
central idea. That was St. Patrick’s
gift to Ireland, of course, and so
while the men wear the shamrock, be-
cause he used its leaf in explaining
the Holy Trinity, the little folks
wear the pretty Patnick’s crosses as
a kind of pledge, I think, that they,
‘too, would follow the Faith he
taught.”

Perhaps. for the moment, Miss Mar-
garet forgot her surroundings, and

esger to note down this new item for
her club paper.

But the father, the busy man, who
found it difficult to spare these few
afternoon moments to the boy he
idolized—why did he not relinguish
the badge at orce, and proceed with
his usual inquiries regarding the pa-
tient ?

His delay and silence attracted his
wife’s attention.

‘“Have you ever seen one before,
dear ?'’ she inquined, divining easily
enough, that her silent husband was
deeply moved.

“I have: worn such a Patrick’s
cross,’”” he answered—not hesitating
now, as he had done in the morning
when she questioned about the loly-
day—‘‘It was pinned on my breast
by a mother who would rather have
seen ma lifeless at her feet, thar to
know that I should live to deny it.”

There were tears surely in his voice
but the listeners coula not see his
eyes, for he rose quickly and passed
from the room, laying the ‘‘cross’’
gently on his boy’s pillow.

There was no use in trying to ig-
nore the happening, so Miss Keating
turned to the wife who had also risen
as if to follow.

“I am more sorry-than words can

tell,”” she said, “but how could I
foresee this ?'’
““There is no need to be sorry or

embarrassed at all, Miss Margalet.
Come to me,when Gerald can spare
you, and we will talk about it; tell
him now, something more of the cus-
toms of his fathar's country, for fa-
ther so busy, he had to hurry
away to-day.”’

In the library Mrs. Loughlin found,
as she expected, a distressed and un-

is

nerved man, in whom his assoctates
would never have recognized the dar-
ing organizer of financial and politi-
cal parties.

“Tell me what this means, Jim,”
she said bravely, without any at-
tempt to ignore the situation, and
the man who had been so long sunk
in the depths of moral cowardice
cognized the
it.

re-
challenge and rose to

‘It means that I see myseli this
moment as God's angels sce me—that
pitiful thing—a renegade from the
Faith in which T must always Le-
lieve ! I wore the Patrick’'s Cross :
the childish pledge that Miss Keat-
ing speaks of, and to-day when i ¢
touched these faded ribbons, they
seemed like scorpions, stinging me
into remembrance of my dastardly
sin! Oh, what am I to do ?"

““Perhaps I am not t:r.)mp:.'(en!.I to
answer that question,’’ replied the
weeping wife, ‘‘but I know where it
can be answered—you can go to the
Church where Winnie and Miss Marg-
aret go, and the priest there who
seems to solva all their difficulties
will help you ?"’

‘0, my wife, you do not even yet
understand what a traitor I have
been. When Gerald appeared almost
lost to us, I vowed that if he were
spared— I should do something—I
hlandly know what, Lut I meant bap-
tism for him in the Catholic Church.
Miss Keating heard my promise.’’

‘““Let us call her, then—perhaps she
can halp,”” and at Mrs. Loughlin's
call the nurse came, looking pale and
disturbed for all her effonts to con-

ceal matters from little Gerald. She
listened to the wife’s few words of
explanation, for Mr, Loughlin, with

his head resting on the carved man-
tel against which he leaned, mnde
no sign at her entrance.

‘““And now for my confession,’” said
the purse firmly. ‘I had meant to
defer it a few days longer, but it
may ease your conscience, Mr, Lotugh-
lin, to know that I saw to the ful-
filment of your vow. Gerald was
baptized during that dreadful spell
of unconsciousness, on my assurance
to the priest, whom I called in tha€
day while Mrs. Loughlin was forced
to rest, that you, his father, not
only consented, but had promised
God it should be done. From that
hour I, for one, date his recovery.’*

“Thank God,” came from the lips
of Gerald’s father, and then he turn>
ed to his wife, ““You will not blame
Miss Keating for this, Louise ?”*

““There is no room for Llame,’’ was
the answer, “rather should I remems~
ber with gratituda that my boy was
miraculously restored. I do not un-
derstand the Faith that is so much
to Miss Margaret, and was so much
to your mother, but T am satisfled to
have my boy trained in it, if  his
father leads the way.” ¢ 7
And so it was that through a Pat-
rick’s Oross of “‘faded green and tar-

” one weakling was  ro-




