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THE HARP.

¢ Father,)” said Mary, were you in
Callan 77

“Callan?  To be sure many a time.”

“There's a farmer of the Kenneys
there.

*No doubt.”

“Well, I want you to send the ten
pounds to ould Paddy Kenriey.”

“Ts he your father, Mary ?”

“Throth, no sir—ot my uncle, or my
cousin.”

“Well 2" the priest inquired, looking
puzzled.

“Well, sir, Paddy Kouney was a
farmer five or six years ago; an’ mother
an' I lived nearhim. Father was deud,
an’ we had very little; an' the things
went hard with Paddy Xenney. le
brought the loaf o' bread, an' the
grain o’ tea to the house, and the bottle
o’ milk in his poclet, when mother wis
sick an' I could do very little by spinn-
ing a bit o' wool for a weaver,
~ “And youare going to pay him now ?”

“ Qh, no —nothing could pay Ken-
ny. Butl sent the first five pounds I
earned to my poor mother. She has the
cabin-an’ haggart still, an’ the neighbors
work it for her, Now, sir, thisis all T
earncd you see;” and she let fall the
fold of her cloak to show how poor her at-
tire was. “ Ispared every penny ; because
I heard that’ Paddy Kenny was gone
down; an’ I want to send it to Paddy—
poor Paddy!” the kind girl said.

“Very well," said Father John; and
he coughed like some one who wanted
10 cloar his throat.

“ An’ see, Father!”

“Well ?”

“ Don't hurt poor Paddy's feelings,
you know,” said the servant-maid.
“Tell him that the Widow Quinlan's
daughtor had that much to spare, an’
gent it to him to lend it to him. Mind
Father, to lend to him, and then he
won’t feel so low !”

God bless Mary Quinlan! She had a
}C\em't. of gratitude; and she believed in
God.

Thesd poor sorvants and workmen
erform a wonderful mission for truth.
>cople cannot help inquiring for the

principle which gives strength Lo
fidelity, and life devotion, and all-
abounding faith. - Father John used to
tell of a Yorkshireman, who sent for
him, one night very late, and whom the

A

priest found  very ill, and in a
passion at the same time.
“ What—what is the

say 1"

“Say ! 'l tell thee, sir,” the
shiveman  cried. “Ieve's my
womun, and yon,” pointing to a
man, “and yon sce, they bo sore
senddin’ for the priest!”

“Oh, 1see.”

SRVl 1 osaid to 'em that there wasn'y
no kind of use in all the tulk—ns I'm—~—
but 1 shall diean Irishman !”

Well, hedid die an ¢ Irishman " The
Yorkshire man could not separate the
ideas of Catholic and Trish; and such,
as wesaid, are the workings ol the
workmen's fuith in Americe and in
Tndin, too.

An orderly "named Denny, an Fing-
lishman, came from time to time with
Captain  Seymour's horse, or with
papers, or letters; and thus beeame
known to the domestics.  Mr. Seymour
liked him. e had great honor und
much common scnse; and he bhelieved
he said the man was faithful.

Father John was one evening reading
his Breviary in the garden just hglf-nn-
hour before téa, when Denny snftrtly
«ame up to him, and made his salute.
Father Hayes returned the salute by s
bow.

“T want to become a Catholice, sir.”

“You?"”

“Yes. TI've told Mr. Seymour.

“And YA

“He says, ‘Do as you like;' and |
mean to.”

“You must sce me &t my house.”

“ Certainly, sir.”

Here was o new experience that made
Mr, Leyton Seymour somewhat more
interesting, and, of course, sent Futher
Hayes’ mind a-dreaming.

Some two or three weeks after, Father
Hayes was in the midst of a lot of
Indians. The good fiither was a great
favorite among the Indians, and one day
a round dozen of them came into the
city, and found themselves in due time
at Father Ilayes’s house. A good long
ring, a good loud knock, delights an
Indian; and, as may be supposed, ““ they
had their claim allowed,” when they de
manded admission. There was us muny
ag eight Indian girls, four men, and
they came solemnly trooping inio

greal

matter pray!
York-
good
buely
about




