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-'Father," said Mairy, were you in
Callan ?"

" Callan ? To be sure many a tinie."
There's a farmer of the Kenncys

tliere.
"' No doubt."
SVClI, I w'ant you to send the ten

pounds to ould Paddy Kemiey."
a i he your' father, Miary ?"
Throth, no sir-or iy anmele, oi mny

cousil."
" Well ?" the priest inquired, looking

puizzledl.
"Well, sir, Paddy Enney wîas ai

farier five or six years ago; an' inother
an' I lived near him. Father was dead.
an' we had very littie; an' the things
)went hard with Paddy Kenney. le
brought the loaf a' bread, ani' the
grain 0' tell to the louse, and the bottle
0' nilk in his pocket, when inother was
sick an' I could dlo very little by spinn-
ing a bit o' wool for a weaver.

" .And you are going to pay him now ?
Oh, no !-nothing could pay Ken-

ny. But I sent the first five pounids I
earned to niy poor mother. She has tie
cabin an' haggart still. an' the ieiglbors
work it for ler. Now, sir, this is ail I
earned you sce ;" and she lot fail the
fold of her cloak ta show how pool hor at-
tire wyas." I spared every penny ; because
I leard that Paddy Enny vas gone
down ; an' I want to sond it to Paddy-
poor Paddy !" the kind girl said.

" Very well," said Father John ; and
he couglhed liko some one who wanted
to cleai his throat.

An' see, Father!"
"Well ?"

Doi't hurt poor Paddy's feelings,
you know," said the servant-naid.
"Tell him that the Widow Quinlan's
daughtor hîad thait mueli to spare, an'
sent it to him to lend it to hi. Mind
Father, to lend to hini, and thon he
won't feel so low I"

God bless Mary Quinlan ! She had a
leart of*gratitu.ide; and she believed in
God.

Thesd poor servants and workmen
perform a wonderfull mission for truth.
People cannot lelp inquirng for the
prineiple whlîiel gives strongth to
fidelity, and life devotion, and all-
abounding faith. Father John used to
tell of a Yorkshireman, who sent for
hipn, one night very late, and whom the

priest found very ill, and in a great
passion at, the saine tinie.

"lWhiat-what is the mîîatter pray
say 1

"Say ! 'il tell tlee, sir," the York-
shirienai eried. "Hee's ny good
womnain, aid yon," pointing to a bur'ly
iman, "l and yon sec, they bo sore about
sendin' for the priest 1

"Oh<, hasee."
"Well I said to 'Onm tliat there wainiil't

no kind ofise ii all tlie talk-as l'mn-
but I shiall die' an [rishminian !

Well, he did die ai "l Irishmlan !'" Tlle
Yorkshui an co id not sepa rate the
ideas of Catholic and Irish ; aid such,
as we said, are the worhkings of he

aworkien's f'aith in Aieriea and in)
India, too.

An ol ordirly 'namied Penny, an EIng-
lislhniaii, cane fromi tine to timte with
Captain Seynour's horse, oi witi
papers, aio letters; and tius beuncaie
knîoin to the domestis.Mr.Seyioir
lik'ed him. HIe had great hon111 and
iuich comlon sense, and lie believed
lie said the ian was faithful.

Father John ivas onc eveOning readiiig
bis Breviary in the garden just h Lf-an-

our before tea, when Denny sn- rtly
cane uL) to hiim, an1d mnarade his salnte.
Father aye returine(l the salite by a
bow.

I wait to becoie a Catholie, sir."
You ?"
Yes. Ive told Mr. Seymour.

" He says, ' Do as you like ;' and I
mneanî to."

"You mnust sec Ie at imiy hose,"
"r Certainîly, siri.''
lcie was a new experience that mlaido

Mr. Leyton Seymour somewlat more
iiteresting, and, oi' coiiise, sent Father
Hayes' iind a.dreaing.

Soie two aio tIiee weeks after, Father
Ilayes was in the midst Of a lot of
Indians. The good flitler vas a great
faivorite aniong tlhe indiains, and aile day
a round dozen of, then came into the
city, and fotind tlemiîselvies in due time
at Fatlher laycs's house. A good long
ring, a good lod kznok, delights an1
Indian; and, as may be supposed, "tley
hîad thoir claimi allowed," wlhen they do.
manded admission. Thera was as niany
as cighît Indian girls, four mon, and
thiey came iolemnly trooping into


