fé { ‘ .
LiIMivep
AY 24, 190,

000000046

Pants

d appreciates
ire made, wil|

pun, in fancy
1 and brown,
Worth

e $7.08

holiday wear,
mixed effects,
3 made . with
value

st desirable
8116

ny other out-
81.05

Silks

facturers

r is the basis
fifty thousand
e collection of
uring this sale

btained, every
mparison with
 Silk without
value,

Pprices are no

. Regular

Bhikensse <o SO0
hes wide.
e 1 B0
Regular

53c

wash.

0. ;
LIMITED
3t., Montreal

—————
——— )

J

)dCCO0.

iLAND,

nded to by

s
[0, Ont.

5al Work,
lows, Cor-
and want

ONTREAL,

they are suré to
~Irighten them,

“A Real Irish

s

Philosopher.

D.(P. Moran.and His Work, “The Philosophy of Irish
: Ireland.”

(J. M., Wall, in New York News.

Here comes a man into the public
life of Ireland from the fringe of
the crowd, as you might say, making
his presence felt instantly with over-
powering force. ¥ew have heard of
him until within recent years, and
any effort at reminiscence concerning
him earlier than that would be like-
ly to go wholly unrewarded. But he
was carefully noting things all the
time, nevertheless, waiting for his
turn to be heard, and now any sym-
pathizer with Ireland, at home or
abroad, who hasn’t heard of him
has missed the opportunity of his
life.

His name is B. P. Moran, and the
capital city of Ireland is his abode.
I have called him a philosopher, for
if he be not a philosopher, then the
term is. devoid of meaning, There is
another Irish philosopher, dead now
more than a hundred years, Bishop
Berkeley that is, who had much to
say on the ‘“‘theory of vision’ ; but
Moran's theory of vision, to my
mind, is far more profitable reading
for an Irishman, now or at any
other time, than the abstruse dis-
quisitions of the Protestant Bishop
of Kilkenny %

There is awakened within me Such
an intellectual affinity toward the
man who could produce such a work
as ‘‘The Philosophy of Irish Ire-
land’’—which I have read and re-
read—that I would like to see gn
entire page in the Daily News, were
that possible, in exploitation of the
great good he has accomplished.

The wonderful grasp which
Moran has of the,underlying im-
pulses of Irish life and his courage
in proclaiming ‘his views come-like g
tonic at a time when a tonmic is the
thing that is most wanted. He is a
friend of Ireland, a Nationalist in
the best sense of the word, who
shows Irishmen their weaknesses, in
tone of satire so searching that the
guilty ones are - obliged to admit
their guilt or else slink away.

It is easier . to discover the truth
in any given line than to diffuse it;
but to discover and diffuse it, as
this man has done
he has donme, is a landmark in the

Mr.

the politics of the country, howso-
ever influential he may be mow or
at any other time, can afford to

ignore.

““The Philosophy of Irish Ireland’’
is a book of essays, written by Mr.
Moran a few years ago, when the
head as well as the heart of the na-
tion was just beginning to awake to
the significance = of the new move-
ment. They were contributed to &
magazine, They come out now as a
book and sell for a shilling, and
have been selling so rapidly that a
second edition: was.put on the mar-
ket recently, and a third edition is

likely to be called for at an early
date,

Mr,
then
who
force

Moran wasn’t as well known
as he is now, but a\ny man
can write as he does would
himself into prominence any-
Where, any time. There is an in-
expressible charm in being able to
say this about a real Irish Nation-
alist who commits Himself to. litera-
ture for the . good of his country ;
and the feeling grows more intense
on knowing that it ll‘t.l'ns. ' There

and in the way |

led calmly a howling mob in  Par-

ing one way, singing and whispering
to each other as they go: ““This man
is right.”

They say this of Dr. Douglas Hyde,
as they do of D. P. Moran—two men
who have done the greatest work
that has been done or attempted
since the setting in, some ten years
ago, of the most hopeful upheaval
that has been witnessed in Ireland in
perhaps a hundred years.

You may open ‘“The Philosophy of
Irish Ireland” and extract not one
but half a dozen sentences, any onec
of which will stand alone, and any
one of which conveys a deep  les-
son. For example, he tells us that
“Humanity will always go right in
curves.”” No man who has taken
but a mere surface observation of
things would ever have been able
to pen a master phrase such as

that. There is in this one phrase
alone ample material for a good-
sized volume. And yet—and yet

some shallow platform utterance, a
mere chime of empty words, re-
ceived, as young reporters say, with
“loud and prolonged cheers,’”” will be
acclaimed oftentimes as the depth
of human wisdom, while the other
stirs never an emotion at all.
This is one portion, and only
small portion

a
at that, of the stag-
nant mental condition in Ireland
which he lays pare and combats;
and when through with the book,
you sit back and wonder that no
man in Ireland, capable of doing it,
has ever attempted to tell us about
those things before. What an.inex-
haustible mine he has set out to ex-
plore ! If you have kept digging
with him as far as he has gone,
you ‘will never want to give up un-
til the last shovelful of earth has
been turned and the final pickings
made.

He seizes upon many little things
which  the average person considers
unworthy of notice.

A primrose by the river’s brim,

A yellow primtose was to him,

And it was nothing more.

Not so with Mr. Moran, for in a
study of matters generally regarded
iin Ireland = as of no account, where
they are not overlooked altogether,
he tells why we are as we are, and
how we may become as we ought to
be.

A certain French writer lays it
down that the Celtic temperament,
more than any other, inclines to a
‘‘“vehement reaction against the des-

potism of fact.”” And then there is
cited the anecdote, supposed to
confirm this, of the man who ex-

claimed: ‘I know the facts may be
against me, Mr. Chairman, but so
much the worse for the facts.”” Let
those who may judge as to the truth
of this; I am content merely to say

touch Mr. Moran, Men have under-
gone punishment for effect, and some
even have died for effect. But the
man who' will challenge fate for a
fact is greater than either. This Mr.
Moran has done during his six
years as editor of the Leader, whose
policy is 'the natural sequel of the
policy outlined in these pages, and
bhas come through the ordeal with a
success as signal as that which greet-
ed Parnell himself when the Pigott
forgeries were shattered and he fac-

liament—a block of ice amid the ge-
neral flame ! \
To encounter a man of this €ype
in the public life of Ireland, in the
full noon of his strength, who not
alone knows what should be done,
but. also- what can be done to
for Irel
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man I've ever known, for he has
been abused, as who indeed has not’
who diverges from the beaten track
and says thihgs that we all know to’
be true and that every one of us has
been unwilling or afraid to say.
Knowing well Ireland and Irishmen’
—aswell, T should fancy, as any man
who ever penned a line on the sub-
jeet—he welcomes the worst, You
may fire at him as often as you
have a mind to, but when the smoke
has cleared away and he is seen still

standing, don’t be surprised if it
lhappen to be yourself who is car-
ried off on a stretcher. You ore

| certain to be more careful next time. ‘
| That is one of the great wants in
gIreland—qu and f{ree criticism of
}those who are friendly to the cause,

| but who yet differ; and this he em-

| phasizes again and again. The cri-
| ticism of those Irishmen who are
lun!ricndly to the cause and are

Jchecring for England all the time is
|not dwelt upon; for that, unhappily,
| we have always with us. When
1n0r,mul conditions are restored n
:Ireland, as they are certain to be
| when the line of thought which this
| brave man champions attains its
| fullest development, that trouble, he
| holds, will have disappeared with all
[ the others, and the common welfare

|of a common country will become
the ambition of all.
““The ~ redress of political griev-

ances,’”” says Mr. Moran, ‘‘calls for
the whole efforts of a few, the par-
tial efforts of many, and for no ef-
fort at all beyond good will from
the majority. There is nothing
unsound in that; mno, nor in thia:
‘““The view that the only way to be
Irish is to be a Nationalist politician
has all but made a corpse of the
Irish nation. Politics is not ome of
the polite arts, and in no country
does it attract the best class of the
population. It follows from this
that the quiet, accomplished and
wealthy portion of the non-combat-
ants in a political fight, not to men-
tion the palpablé snobs, are driven
to associate nationality witha move-
ment which, however ably and hun-i'
estly managed it may be, is largel |
made up of wild talk, village de- |
magogues, lip patriotism and petty
tyranny.”’ The tremendous latent
forces that could be set in motion
to bring Ireland up fo date in the
educational, industrial and economic
world are not looked upon as na-
tionality at all. And this, accord-
ing to Mr. Moran, explains the “‘ne- |
ver-ending procession of Irish-born
|men and women_  that year by year |

| commit themselves to the capacious

tions.
a martyr, a victim of a modern In-

Irish language to glory in, no Irish
drama to enjoy, no Irish pictures to
lic
braries with, no traditions to swell
them out with racial pride; but left
to ghift for themselves, they sought
own
nation denied them by buzzing about

buy, no Irish books to fill their

the little glories which their

everything ‘respectable’ that

for steak. The convent
‘finished’ young lady or the
British jackeen

jects for satire either. They

ing of the country imto their
hands.”’

This book has set
ing. The Leader, he

which owns,

and which is, after a fashion, a per-

manent weekly synopsis of the les-
sons the book lays down, has also
set Ireland a-thinking. Its style,

toe, is followed by

lications of more recent origin—a
form of tribute to real worth and
excellence, which is surely the most

flattering of any.

When the battle is won, and there-
feet,

fore Ireland at length on her

erect and alone, what joy would not

be mine could I but cast a ballot for
D. P. Moran as her first minister of

public instruction.

Protestant Mayor of Memphis

~«Gives L(ssons to Apostate
Manderer.

A few years ago, when the A.P.A.
was rampant, the notorious ‘‘Fa-
thor, Slattery’’ was engaged by that
un-American society to ‘‘lecture’’ in
the Southern cities. It was arrang-
ed that the campaign of slander
should begin in Memphis, Tenn.

The Catholic population of
beautiful, progressive city have
ways been

that
al-
remarked for the intelli-
gence and patriotism, and are fore-
most in politics, education and busi-
ness;

The coming of Slattery was an-
nounced by insulting posters. His
press agent was ingenious and indus-
trious. The columns of the local
press were filled with accounts of the
terrible - things threatened by mem-
bers of the Ancient Order of Hiber-
nians and other Catholic organiza-
Slattery was represented as

quisition, and the right of ‘““free

| speech’” was to be utterly abolished, |

The saddest thing about the affair
was that Protestant ministers

| poused the cause of the reprobate.

maw of West Britonism.”’

The conclusion here is not definite
{enough. and I would like to say
something; but, unhappily, the space
I have is definite enough, and so I
|am obliged to hurry on. Mere hat-
|red of England he discounts as “a
jhad passion at the best and one that

near the
and at last even many Catholics be-
that there would be troubla. !
Then the deputations began to
vade the Mayor's ottice.
of Police was a Catholic,

lieved

As the night of the lecture drew

excitement grew intense,

in-
The Chief
He knew

|is absolutely unjustifiable on moral éthat apprehensions of violence were
| ¥ ki groundless. The other side pre-
‘grounds, unless it be lmpersongl and tehded to: be susniclons. of him.

complemenfary  to a real desire to The morning Slattery was billed

| keep intact the distinctive character,
‘;truditions and civilization of
jown country.””
What he says on unity is well said.
| Listen to this: “Unity of opinion
Iom any subject, or unity of view as
fo political methods, is not a nor-
mal condition in an independent,
thinking population.”” In Bngland,
he says, the “heckling,”’ that is,
cross-questioning of a Parliamentary
candidate by the meanest of his con-
stituents is ome of the most attrac-
tive features' of an election struggle
and stimulates thought. In Ire-
land this would not be tolerated.
‘“A nation,’”” he says, ‘‘must be in- t]
spired into unity; she cannot e t
drilled into it.” Nationmal unity, 1o 1
be  of ‘real avail must, he declarcs,
‘‘be the flower of a number of move-
ments for the creation and fostering
of the elements, spiritual and ma-

one's

|1
|

i

|
I

i

{ lecturer,
ing.

ter his personal attention, and re-
!quested them to return in one hour,
| The Mayor was a man of superb cul-
ture ‘and liberality, one of the lead-

ing of the confidence which all classes
reposed in him. He at once sought

were made.
course he intended to follow.
intended to take charge of ‘‘Father’
Slattery himself,

terial, that 0 to the making of  a|mittees and guards were to be dis-
nation. When' the people go back | pensed with. He would meet  the
into their normal traditions, get “lecturer’” ' at the railroad station

with his own carriage and make him
his personal guest, The press herald-
ed abroad = that the Oatholics were
snubbed, thi

|to arrive a deputation of ministers
| waited upon the Mayor.
dreadfully
{that a body of ‘“‘trusted’” special po-

They were
in earnest. They insisted

ice should be appointed to guard the
The Mayor at last be-
ieved that the situation was alarm-
He assured the ministerial de-
putation that he would give the mat-

ng cisizehs of Memphis and deserv-

he Catholic pastors and some
he leading Catholic laymen.
he ministers

of
When
returned, his plans
He told them the
He

All reception com-

that the t"gemend" Qlat-

The Meyor

came
from England, and by saying ‘steeck’
school
West
are really no sub-
are
1melz\nc}mly monuments to the inca-
| pacity of  those who took the mold-

own

Ireland a-think-

es-

‘|Prince Antoime of Hohenzolern, * ;i

and the magnificent hospital erectad
by the city for the Sisters. Though
the Mayor treated his visitor with
the utmost kindness, the latter
secmed bored and could not be led
into conversation. Evidently the
Mayor was not the kind of man he
relished, and the absence of violence
on the part of the Catholics
monotonous and mortifying.
The Mayor inquired of his guest if
he was weary and politely asked him
if he wished to see any more of the
city. Slattery bluntly told him that
he had seen enough. The Mayor toid

was

him that there was one more place
of interest which he wished to show
him. They were soon at the gate of

a cemetery. They entered and walk-
marble shaft that tow-
the beautifud South-

draped it with

ed toward a

|ered as high as
that
‘quln'inus frond

|ern trees their
|

“Mr. Slattery,” said the Mayor,
other Trish I,”],_i“l have a purpose in bringing you
| here.””  His voice was husky with

jemotion, and his eyes gleamed, more
than ‘‘Let
is written there.”

|in sorrow in anger. me
The
aloud the inscription,
which stated that the monument had

been erected to give testimony

read what
Mayor read
to
the everlasting esteem and love and
to the

seli-sacrifice

commemorate heroism,
the

lic priests and nuns who laid

devo-

tion and of Catho-
down
their lives on the altar of Christian
charity in the dark days of the ter-
rible plague.

The Mayor’'s eyes were filled
tears.

with

““Read the names upon that shaft,”

he continued. ‘“The pastor heads the
list. He was of that race to which
you are a disgrace. He was Na-

ture’s nobleman, benevolent, pure,
il‘uithful to every trust and a lover
jof liberty. The other men whose

|names are there were like unto him.

|Thny had "neither kith nor kin in our
jcity.  Read that long death roll of
those devoted women whose earthly

names even were given up for cha

Where can you find a parallel

of heroism and Christian

!rll_\',
; devotion ?

No earthly motive moved them. Un-
til the dark days of our sorrow came

they were unknown to us. Then,

| when dread and sorrow filled every
heart, when the most sacred ties
| : ;

{and obligations failed to save ouw

sick from desertion, when there were
no hands to smooth the throbbing
to the parched
lips, when all hope of succor seemed
gone, those heroic priests and ange-
lic women entered our homes, dared
|the horrors of the plague, smiled at
the spectral face of death itself, and
for the lives of our children and our

{brow or _give drink

| wives gave up their own. Look at
the fourth name on that roll of an-
|gels. T do not know her name, hut

she was a  heautiful girl, and her

voice had the mellow ‘brogue’ of the

IRGu ZADER DRAD
Michal Da_vl_tt_Passes Away
in Dublin.

Dublin, May
closed to-night,
and painful

30.—A notable career

when, after a long
illness Michael_Davitt
died peacefully and painlessly at 12
o'clock in the presence of his eldest
son, Michael, and his two daughters,
who had devotedly attended him
through his and of manv of
his most intimate friends, including
John Dillon.

illness,

Shortly before his
death Father Hatton had been with

him. Mrs. Davitt, who had been
in constant attendaffce on her hus-
hand until a few days ago, when
she herself was taken ill, lies Pros-
trated in the same hospital, too
weak to leave her room.

The greatest sympathy has been
displayed by all classes of society
during Mr. Davitt's illness. To-day

the hospital was besieged by anxious
enquirers, E. Redmond, lea-
der of the Irish Party in Parliament,
was a frequent enquirer by telephone
from the House of Commons, and
gave his proposed continental
trip the Whitsuntide holidays
in consequence of the condition of
his friend, the father of the Irish
Land League.

John

up
over

Among the callers at the hospital
to-night was Lord Hemphill, on be-
half of the Karl of Aberdeen, Lord
Lieutenant of Ireland, and the Coun-
tess of Aberdeen.

Mr. Davitt retired from the repre-
of South Mayo in Parlia~
ment in 1899, hut to the last took
a keen interest in the politics of hig

country.

sentation

Death was due to blood poisoning,

which followed two operations for
necrosis of the jawbone, and spread
so rapidly that afl efforts to stay
its course were unavailing. Mr. Da-

vitt's illness began with an insidious
attack of toothache, towhich he paid
no attention until John Dillon urged
him to have recourse to medical ad-
vice.,

Michael Davitt was of Irish-Ameri-
can parentage, though born in Ire-
land. Martin Davitt,
was a County Mayo man, who set-
tled in Pennsylvania, and returned to
Ireland, where Michael was born in
1846, Martin Davitt was evicted
during the troubled times of 1852,
and England, where in
1856, as a boy of 10, Michael start-

His father,

moved to

ed to work in a Lancaster cotton
mill, and in the following year his
right arm was torn off in the ma-
chinery. Subsequently he was em-

ployed as a newsboy, printer’'s devil
and assistant letter carrier. He join~
ed the Fenian Brotherhood in 1865,

gouth of Ireland. I had an only
daughter just her age. She was
stricken down, the ferrible death

mark of the plague set its seal on
her beautiful brow. I, was ill. |
| In my anguish I cried to God for
{ help.  There at my
| door, That girl, robed in black,
jhnl(ling the crucifix in her hand,
| knelt beside my. daughter’s bed. Man!
| do you think she could die while an |
|angel was caring for her ? No, my ;
:(iaughtor lived, but her ministering |
‘nng(-l died. This is enough. Now
to you. Do you think you can 1»(»I—l
lute the air of our beautiful city
by your foul slanders of that pri(‘:«lr—,
hood and those Sisters ? Why, n:un.'
the very stones of our pavement
should fly in your faée. If the men
of our city should prove so dastard-
ly recreant to the memory of those
noble men and women who gave up
their lives for us, the women of our
city should rise and stome you to
death. Get your foul presence from
our city.””

Tt is needless to say he went, and
the press were hard put to explain
why Slattery did not speak at Mem-
phis.—New World.

too,

was a rustle

Another Catholic King.

The heir to the Roumanian throno
is a Catholic, and son of the !a{g

the Catholic  branch of that house. |
The . present (who. is the first) King
©of ‘Roumania, having no direet heir,

adopted his brother's second

Palestine, France, Itay and Switze;
‘|land. ' He also visited South Africa

in his book, ““The Boer Fight  for
Freedom.””
Ppublications were : “‘Leaves from @
w"u

and speedily became a leader in that
organizétion. So active did he pe-
come that in 1870 he was arrested,
charged with treason-felony, and af-
ter a celebrated trial
sentenced to 15
tude.

in London was
years penal servi-
Seven years later he was released
on ticket of leave, and at once allied
himself with the jate Charles Ste-
wart Parnell, with whom he founded
the Trish Land League in 1879,

In the following year, 1880, Mr,
Davitt made a tour of the United
States. where he iounded the Aux-
iliary Land League organization. Re-
turning to England in 1881, he was
re-arrested under his ticket of leave
and sent back to Penitentiary, being
released in 1882,

For some time after that Mr. Da-
vitt travelled over the world, Jec-
turing and otherwise promoting the
Irish cause, gnd in 1895, while in
Australia, was elected by acclama-
tion for East Kerry, sitting in Par-
liament until 1899, when he resign-
ed. During his active career Mr,
Davitt travelled through: the United
States, Canada, Australasia, )

Egypt,

during the Boer war, which rem‘uudu
Other = of Mr, Davitt's

*” "n\ilu’u




