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HE«VICK OF THE KING OF EPAIN OFERAT
ING IN ITALY
BY WILLIAM MLENNAN
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1746, :
Lourks snd I met with the
“ulv)'ut-‘ ::(r\'“u":( ‘w“hu':h\ god me with a
geeret miss1on towards Prince Charles ; of
our voy g3 to Scotland, and the dizmal
tidings thal thore meal us
“Your Royal Highness,"" | annwerc.d,
¢ [ ywear by my mother's soul I will
ngt leave Scotland waile he is in any
danger, and neither thrnat. nor .pOI"ll
wili tempt me to be unfaithiul to him in
word or thought." ;
“ It is enough,’' bhe nalq;
tenst you without the oath.’
The next morning we parted from
him, embracing him like any private
ntleman, as he wished to keep his
cognito absolute ; so he took his way
fnto Flanders, and we to Dunkirk,
ere to join some twenty-five ofticers,
volunteers tor Prince Charles. We
nd our vessel ready lor sea, and
before sunset were safely on board,
mpeting old friends and making new
o8,

“1 can

1t was night by the time we ran.out
of the harbor, and many an anxious
Kour we had of it, for it was no easy
utatter to make the run from ¥rance to
&tlnnd in the year '46, when every
sail was looked upon with suspicion.

1 need make no apologies for our
afxiety when we were uimm.llod to lay,
to by the first Knglish ship we met ;
and the invitation was quickly followed
by a puff of smoke and the boom of a
gun. A sense of danger is largely
qnickened by unfamiliarity, and though
apy of us wonld have made little .0( at-
tacking a battery on shore, this sea
fighting was a new and |IV|t-1)rllt1)rt'c|:!xﬂ
ontlook int when we saw what a pair
of han's onr privateer, fitly named the
Swallow, eonld show, we soon recovered
our confidence, and after this it was a
mere ypeculation how long
anvthing we met could stand up to us
at all.

Our erew of about fifty was a mixed
lot. French and Scoteh, but they were
thorougzh at their business, and it was
curious to see how true the Captain
eould judge of the exact room he must
give t) any suspicions sail it was a
game of hare and hounds all the time,
for no sooner were we rid of one than
we wonld fall in with another to take
up the running ; bot none of quxm
sorved to do more than raise our spirits
and take our minds off the discomfort
most landsmen find at sea. We encoun-
tercd varions weather, but the worst
only bronght out the sailing gualities
of the Swallow, until at length we made
the coa-t of Scot'and, and all eagerly
looked to the end of our voyage, which
was to bo at Inverness; indeed, the
Captain counted on making Cromarty
Head before night, and to lay there
till the morning.
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That day at dinner Father O'Rourke
gave us another taste of hissong making,
which was greatly appreciatec on ac
count of tho reference to the *‘ White
Cockade,” always a favorite quickstep
with the Jacobite Regiments :

Merrily, meriily blows the wiad from oif' the
eoasts of France

The Coannel open wide b:fore, God send us
now good chance !

Give us the green soas rolling freo and bul way
on ®gh ) gloer

And we'll s the swif teat e wake ¢
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full wind, and stood out to sea with
thankful hearts for the danger we had
30 narrowly escaped.

Great was the surprise of my com-
rades when aroused to find we were
again making for the open instead of
ending our voyage : but, as Father
O'Rourke said : ** Captain Lynch,
your patron saint evidently thinks that
even a little extra salt water is better
for you than the inside of an English
prison. The truth is that Irishmen are
such favorites that even the devil him-
self will do them a good turn at
times."’

Though I thought to mysell there
were others fully as deserving as the
Irish, I said nothing.

As our intended landing was now im
possible, our Captain determined to
stand round the Orkneys for Loch
Broom, in Cromarty, on the West
coast.

We had an easy run, and as soon as
we were signalled from the shore, and
on lying to, a boat was put out. In the
stern there were seated two gentlemen,
one of whom, the Captain iniormed me,
was a McKenzie, and in the other Father
0O'Rourke and I only too soon recognized
Creach.

** This means trouble of some sort,"’
I remarked ; ** we would never find him
s0 far afleld il things wero going right.”’

“1 fear it, too,"” he answered, and
before long our worst apprehensions
were realized.

We withdrew at once to the cabin
where I met Creach, or Graeme, as he
still called himself, without remark, for
I recalled my word to the Duke and
felt there was something too weighty
on hand for even the remembrance of a
personal quarrel. In afew moments we
heard, to our dismay, that Culloden had
been fought and lost the very day we
had sailed from Dunkirk ; that the clans
were teattered and no one kunew what
had becoms of the Prince,

After the dreadful news had been
given time to sink into our benumed
senses, [ asked for personal friends, and
heard, to say sorrow, from McKenzie,
that my Uncle Scottos, who had been
among the very first to join the Prince,
and was much esteemed by him, had
died like a soldier and a gentleman in
his service in the first charge at Cullo-
den.

When the body of his clan refused to
answer the signal to charge, and stood
still and dumb under the insult which
had been put upon them in placing
them in the left instead of the right
wing, be cursed and swore like one
possessed, as did others. But finding
it of no avail, he changed of a sudden,
and, turning to his own men, threw his
honnet on the ground, erying to them,
with tears in his words : ** Let them
go! DBut my own children will never
return to say they saw me go to my
death alone !'” and with that he charged,
overy one of his own following him. It
was fine, but of no eflect, for the Kog
lish swept them off the face of the earth
by a point-blank fire before ever steel
met steel. He was picked up and
carried off by two of his men ; but find-
ing the pursuit grow too hot, he called
a halt.

‘“ Put me down here !"" he said, and
quickly taking off his dirk, sporran,
and wateh, he sent them to his son with
the message that his end had come as
he had always wished, ** Sword in hand
and face to the foe,”’ and bade them
leave him

And so died one of the gallantest
gentlemen, and probably the best
swordsman in all Scotland.

Besides, 1 lost many other of my
friends and kinsmen, as | afterwards
learned ; but this was no time for pri-
vate mournings, and [ turned at once
to the business in hand. My comrades
decided there was nothing to do but re.
turn, and proposed our action should
be unanimous.

** Gentlemen,' said 1, *“ in the face
of sueh tidings as we have received, no
one can doubt but your resolve is justi-
fied, and had I simply volunteered for
military service, as you have done, I
wounld not hesitate to glve my voice to
your decision, which Ihold to be honor-
ible in every way. Bat I am charged
with private despatches and other mat-

.
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It was with the highest expectations
that we looked forward to landing on
the n yand joining the Prince, of
whose movements wo were in ignorance,
except that we were to rondezvous at
Inver:

In the latter part of the night I was
awakened by an ugly from
Cag i Lynch, one it flicers of
our mpany

* What is the matter I asked, in
gome alarm

* [ dreamed the devil bad hold of me
by tho heels, and about to dash my
brains out."

L 1 ps the davil is not so very
far ofl I vreturned ; and then, being
SOmeV t restless, part from the heat
and rt, from our being so near our
lavdiug, T thought [ would take a turn
on tho deck. No sooner had my eyes
got accustomed to the light than, to my

alarm, 1 made out the dim owtline of a
grea p, whioh must have come up

dpring night, unseen and unheard
by our sentinels, and was lying to
be'ween us and the eatrance to the
bay. 1 at once made my discovery

Rnowa to the Captain,
hurriedly on deck. swore with a great
cgth I had saved their lives, for she
was no other than an Knglish man-of-
wgr on the outlook for such as wo.
Then, without more ado, he slipped his
anchor, got up sail as quietly as possible,
afid, in a fever of anxisty, we waited
& see whother the tide which was set-
ting on shore or the light winds which
were moving would prove the stronger.
At length onr sails genily filled and
r;:m to draw, 30 we orept round under

e shadow of the ‘and uutil we got the

who, coming

|

ters for the Prin¢e by the Duke of York,
and I am not free until [ have av least
wtempted to carry out my mission, for
which I know I have your good wishes,
and so must go on alone.”

“* Not alone, ny
r O Rourke,
y hand to me across the table.
I am curious, gentlemen, to see S ot-
land, and am sure I ¢annot do o better
than in company with our friend here."

** Bat, sir, how can you expect to
travel about here in your cassock ? You

broke
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would only have to meet the first loyal
man to be arrested,’” objected Creach,
the first time he had spoken to either
of us.

* Thank you for your suggestion, sir,
though doubtless the word *loyal’ was a
bit of a slip on your part. 1 am too
well accustomed to meeting blackguards
of every deseription to fear even a
‘loyal’ man !"" Whereupon every one

looked at
s0 address
thought

him in surprise to hear him

Creach, who, however,
well to make no reply ; and
shortly after our conference broke up,
Creach returning to shore, whilst Mr,
McKenzie remained with us until we
had formed some plan,

Father O'Rourke arranged with Cap-
tain Lyuch, who had volunteered from
the Hungarian service, and was near as
big a man as himself, that he should
provide him with a spare uniform, and,
when once arrayed, he presented so fine
an appearance that we, one and all,
wade him our compliments upon it,

“ Captain Lynch," said he, at dinner,
‘I have another favor to ask before we
part, and that is for the loan of your
name while I am playing at this mas-
querade. 1 know it is a ticklish thing
to ask, this loaning of names, but as 1
have always been particular of my own,
I ean promise you I know how to care
for yours."

** Faith, you can have it, and wel-
come, provided you are careful not to
mislay it, for 'tis the only bit of prop-
erty my poor father ever left me,’ re-
plied the Captain, with great good-
nature.

** Nover fear, you'll have it back

safe and sound. I'll make good kitchen
of it, 8o it, 8o it won't be worn out, and
it they hang me, I'll take care they'll
do so under all my true name and
title.”

Seeing that Father O'Rourke ap-
proved, I determined that half the sum
[ carried was quite enough to risk, so I
did up ope thousand guineas in one bag,
five hundred in another, and confided
the remaining fifteen hundred to Cap-
tain Lynch to return to the Duke, to-
gether with a letter explaining our in-
tentions, and with farewells all around,
followed by many a good wish from our
comrades, Father O'Rourke and I clam-
bered down the side, followed by Mr.
McKenzie, and were rowed ashore. We
gave the boat’s crew something, apd
waving a farewell to those on ship-
board, picked up our postmanicaus and
struck inland.

TO BE CONTINUED.

* SWEET SIMPLICITY.”

THE STORY OF A BTRANGE
IN THE SOUTH.

CONVERSION

North Carolina society, in the days
just preceding the war, boasted of no
more queenly belle than Elizabeth
Hardy, upon whom nature had con-
ferred the gentlo, winsome grace--and
her father the nickname—of Sweet
Simplicity. There were two older
sisters. With much mock solemnity,
and as fitting the disposition and char-
acter of each, the good natured old
gentleman bestowed upon the one the
name—official in the family ecircle—
* Tomboy,”" and of * Grand Dignity"’
upon the other; and by no other name
did he ever call the three girls. But
Sweet Simplicity naturally came near
est Dad’s ideal of a maidenly daughter
and a gentlewoman, and she assumed
beside him, as by right divine, the
place of pet, companion and chum.

Young, beautifuland rich—a planter’s
daughter—of a family proud of its col-
onial ancestry and social distinction,
Miss Elizabeth was born and reared in
a palace of Southern aristocracy and
blossomed forth into maidenhood sur-
rounced by all the fascination of luxury
and flattery. Nature had dealt gener
ously with her in the matter of personal
charms. Uunobtrusively, unwittingly,
she displayed an intellectual equipment
suggestive of rare gifis as well as good
masters. But despite all, unspoiled by
the attentions and devotion that met
her at every turn, by her father's un-
disguised predilection and partiality,
the bore her honors with an uncon-
scious grace and an artless simplicity
that became her as much as her name

The father wis a typical Southern
gentlemen of the best traditions; a bit
aristocratic in his independence and
high sense of honor, dignified and
correct ; but open-hearted and gener
ous, kind to his slaves, a lover of the
fireside and a lavish entertainer. He
had fought under Taylor and Scott at
Pala Alto and Buena Vista, but was
destined to eteh his name still higher
on the roll of Southern chivalry. He
was lord of a thousand acres, master of
hundreds of blacks, famous for his high-
grade cotton, his princely hospitality
and his three beautiful danghters.

When the war cloud broke over his
teeming plantations and happy home
life he was staggered. But he re
covered shortly as the martial instinct
came back. Then he swore a mighty
oath, buckled on bis already historie
sword, mustered all the countryside and
led his men vuder the Stars and Bars to
the front to repel the hordes of North
ern invaders, On more than one hard-
fought field, with his dashing, reckless
spirit and the bravery of his sturdy
mountaineers, he saved the day for the
Confederacy, and deserved well of the
fast-losing cause. And he kept at it,
in spite of unsuccess and misery, till
one day the sword was knocked from
his bloody hand ; and they brought him
home pretty well eut up and perforated
by Yankee steel and iead.

All this was ferty years ago. Mighty
changes have come over the South since
then., There is a new South, redeemed
in blood, chastened by fire, striving to
forget the nightmare of the past, and
bending every energy towards the up-
building of a new empire on the ruins
of the old, Very little survives of the
old order of things, save the indomit-
able spirit that courts disaster, laughs
comes. The old manner of living is
gone; old animosities are buried with the
bones of the war-horse. Old landmarks
and old faces disappearone by one, and
nothing remains to tell the tales of the

stirring past and the glories of the
South betore the war.
One, however, remained and lived a

quiet, retired lile
town of Old Fort.

She was a little old lady, whom no-
body was privileged to see and hear, to
know and love, but the generations of
the children that flocked to her to learn
the wondrous secrets of the stars and
the deep, hidden mysteries of the
flowers. She lived in a mansion buiit
long before the war, of the old colonial
style of architecture, such as the gen-
try occupied in those days—as shown
in our school histories. There was a
high wall on closing a large garden,
whose treasures were thus sacred from
the gaze of the vulgar. In this garden
the old lady lived most of the time;
here she held her child-court and gave
her audiences.

She had a very white face and very
white hair, the children said, and a soft,
gentle voice; but always spoke in low
tones, and seemed sad. But she bright-
ened in their presence. She never
mentioned the past or anything con-
nected with her history and life. She
only talked of the stars and tha flowers.
They said, too, that she wore a strange
garb, like a nun's, and had a string ot
beads hanging from her girdle, which
she fingered unceasingly, as though she
loved them and liked their touch, And
there she had lived, nobody seemed to
know how long, receiving ‘no callers,
showing herself to no one but the chil-
dren, who affected to keep her mysteri-
ous secrets, even as she herself did.
Generations came and went ; she never

in the unromantic

changed. Nebody knew her name, but
somebody had called her—the name

at misfortune, and takes the world as it |

stuck to her, and she appeared to like
it—Miss Simplicity.

¢ One day recently Father Marion, the
zealous, energetic young pastor of
Asheville, was summoned by telephone
to the village of Old Fort. He started
immediately, but all along the route he
racked his brain trying to remember
who of his flock lived in that place and
needed his sorvices. He had not known
a Catholic to reside there during the
ten years of his pastorate. He knew
of the strange old lady that lived in
the mansion and taught the children
astronomy and botany, and wondered,
rather vaguely, if it might be she. And
it came to pass that it was.

A messenger was waiting for him at
the depot and led him to the house and
to the door of the sick-room. He en-
tered to find a little body propped up
with pillows in the bed ; snowy hair,
pale face, kindly smile, just as he had
expected to see ; her bright eyes beam-
ing with expectacy and gladness at his
coming. She read the surprise on the
face of the priest, and beckoned him
closer. Then, rustling a little, either
to compose herself comfortably or to
find an opening for an explanation.

“ Mr. Preacher, or Father,’’ she said,
a trifle embarrassed, ‘ I thank you for
coming at my request so many miles,
on what must appear to you a strange
mission. I am, as you see, a very old
woman, and have not long to live ; and
during all my years I have spoken to
but one Catholie, and he was a priest ;
and that was a long time ago. Before
I die, I want to know one thing, and
you, as the minister of God, are the
only one that can tell me.

** Listen,”” she said, warming up to
the subject. ‘‘ I once made a promise.
| was always taught to regard a promise
as something sacred, to be kept invio-
late ; and this was a death-bed promise,
the most hallowed of all. I gave my
solemn word to my dying father never,
while life lasted, to become a Catholic
—a Papist, as he called it. For over
forty years I have kept my word. Yet

| I have lived a Catholic, as near and as

well as I knew and could.
knew—but I did.

¢ What I want to know—and the
doubt has distressed me all these years
—is this : now that I have done living,
50 to speak, do you think God still holds
me to that promise ? Is there not an
authority on earth that can say, in His
name, if I may be relieved of this heavy
barder, or must earry it even into the
grave 7 I know little of such things,
but is there not some means whereby,
without offense to God or dishonor to
my father's memory, I may die a Catho-
lic in fact as have I lived a Catholie in
spirit 2"

And then she told her story. It was
at a fashionable watering place, in the
height of a busy society season, in the
later fifties, that she met one Father
Murphy. Whatever brought Father
Murphy to that place at that time is no
doubt a story by itself. There are few
Catholies in North Carolina to-day ;
there were immeasurably few then.
But there he was, one of the Wild
Geese, the inevitable Celt, found where
one least expects him — everywhere.
By what attraction or accident they
meet, how they managed to converse, on
what topics and to what length, she did
not say. Only she learned from him to
love the ancient Faith, the Faith of her
fathers, the Faith of simple truth, of
peace and purity, of knowledge of God
and exalted womanhcod, and to long to
embrace it.

She returned home at the end of the
geason, and made to her father an un-
usual confidence—she had no secrets
from him. And it was nothing less than
her determination to become a Catholie.

The old man heard.

Secession, war and its accompanying
defeat, even defeat for the South, the
chivalrous, martial, valiant South ;
these things he had deemed possible in
given circumstances. But this idea of
his davghter's, where did it come from,
how did it come, what did it mean ? Of
all the impossible whims the feminine
mind is capable of conceiving ; of all
the unheard of, undreamt of, inconceiv-
ahle things, this was the limit ; tbis
stood alone and had no fellow !

He did not answer, but he thought,
thought heavily. The old gentleman
had never tronbled himself much about
creeds, dogmas, religions and the like,
His time and attention had been too
heavily taxed with the all-engrossing
cares of a large plantation, the ruling
of slaves, the turning out of superior
cotton, His ancestors had been Scotch
Presbyterians, of the bluest blood ; and
the blood now tingled in his veins, But
he was the farthest possible removed
from a bigot or a tyrant. e hated re-
ligious strife, and allowed that any re
ligion, or no religion, was good enough,
80 long as 1t snited him. Nevertheless,
it occurred to him now that it would be
hard, without choking, *‘to swallow the
extravagances and superstitions of the
Papists, with their Pope, their Virgin,
their beads and saints, ete.”

It was not, however, on these grounds

and he mnever would nor could have
on these grounds—objected. As far as
she and he were concerced, if she found
peace and comfort and happiness there-
in, he would cut off his good right arm
rather than interfere. Ian fact, he
would have learned to be happy in her
very happiness.

But the rub was elsewhere. There
was society, the world ; and his world,
he knew it well. Catholics were aliens
in the land ; they were banned from
society. Cotton aristocracy, the scions
of the cavaliers, hated, despised, loathed
the atmosphere, even the name of Rome;
this was an article of their creed. And
in the event of her standing with the
outecast clan, taking their beliefs and
name, what would happen? Ostracism,
scorn and contempt ; disgrace and
ignominy., How could she face all this?
He could. For her he would hurl de-
flance in the face of satan and his re.
ligions, not to speak of society and its
infuriated harpies. Buat this slip of an
innocent, guileless girl, used to caresses
and adulation, she to be singled out for
the sneers of ignorant and pitiless big-
otry, a mark for the bitter shafts of
Pharasaic sneers and sarcasm -— the
thought sickened him. She would not,
could not be thus rash for the sake of a
mere whim.

But she would. It was the first time
her will ever stood out against his,

Nobody

There was nothing sharp in the clash,
as when high-tempered steel meets
steel ; nothing angry or bitter or barsh
or petulant, on one side or the other.
She spoke of duty to God and consience
—a rather unanswerable, because in-
comprehensible, argument to him ; of
profound indifference to social frowns
and disdain—he knew she did not know
whereof she spoke; of the mysterious-
ness of the old faith—and he was incap-
able of following her. She laughed at
his objections and his dread forebod-
ings, and, with a guile and coquetry
quite unusual in her,said he did not mind.

There is no telling what would have
been the outcome ot this strange joust
of wit and afiection, light on the sur-
face, but deadly earnest underneath, if
the crash of strife and war's loud alarms
had not come and called to other
thoughts.

Thero was uo-returning to the sea-
shore and Father Murphy. Time de-
veloped too strenuously, The old gen-
eral left for the front. She remained
alone in the household and took charge
of affairs.

When they brought him home more
dead than alive, she nursed him with a
frenzy of affection. The brave heart of
the girl fluttered when she saw him fall.
The fatal topic had been forgotten, ap-
parently, for no mention of it was ever
made.

Nevertheless, it had rankled in the
bosom of the old warrior. It had pur-
sued him on the battlefield and haunted
his camp fire slumbers. What would
become of her ?

The day wore on, dreary and sad, and
he felt the end was nearing. One day
he called her close to him. Then, for
the first time in his long and honorable
career, General Hardy played the bigot
and tyrant. He whispered that he was
about to die and leave her, but before
going he wished her to make him oune
promise. Would she make it? Throw-
ing herself on the bed and her arms
around his dear old neck, sobbing as if
her heart would break, scarcely aware
of the full nature of the impending evil
that was to fall and snatch away her
father, of course, she promised ; and,
with a smile of satistaction on his face,
the old general gasped and was gath-
ered to his father’s,

The promise was kept. No human
being shared the secret that was locked
in her bosom. She shut herself in from
the world, a world two-fold desolate to
her. She chose to live alone, keeping
communion with the stars and the flow
ers, nourishing her soul with the crumbs
of truth she had pigked up under the
table of faith before she had promised
never to sit at that table as a member
of the family. Her secret she kept as
sacred as her promise—the one and the
other, as hallowed heirlooms as the
memory of her father.

““Was there not on earth an authority
that would and could tell her, in the
name of God, if that promise still held ?
Would He be content with her Catholic
life, a life of prayer, of penance, of
purity, of everythirg but the sacra-
ments and outward adherence to the
Church ? Or did He wish her to break
that promise ? Would He allow her to
embrace that faith, to die marked with
the sacraments, a Catholic in very deed,
and could the dream of her life be
realized at last 2"’

There was a long silence when she
had finished speaking. She was quite
exhausted, but feverishly anxious ior a
word of hope. The priest, too deeply
moved for speech, felt a lump in his
throat that he could not swallow, while
deep down in his soul there was a voice
singing a rapturous canticle to the God
Who is wondrous in His works, admir-
able in His ways, inscrutable in His
designs and divinely mysterions in His
unspeakable mercies.

The dying woman looked for an an-
swer to her query.

He told her that no father worthy to
be hers could fail to be satisfled with
her forty years of fidelity to a promise
given : to doubt it would be a dishonor
to his memory. Andsince God, through
means to Himself alone comprehensible,
had brought her to a knowledge of the
true faith, then nothing under God
could be suffered to stand in the way
of the accomplishment of His holy de-

sign.  When conscience calls, God
calls ;: and every other voice must be
hushed. When conscience beckons,

then God's creature must follow—fol-
low, if need be, through fire and water
and blood ; for God alone has the right
to command, and every human author-
ity is subordinate to His.

Not to all is it given to see the light.
But beyond the grave all things are
made clear. And seeing with a new
and better vision, he who exacted the
promise in the uncertain and imperfect
light would not now be capable of say-
ing nay. :

He found her exceptionally well
versed in the teaching of the faith.
She had read widely and deep. Her
understanding was clear and her grasp
of details marvelous. There were no
difficulties, no objections, no misunder
standings or misconceptions. There was
no cloud on her mind, no fetter on her
will, and the grace of God was ready to
fall like a gentle dew on the virgin soil
of her heart. He baptized her. The
next day he returned to hear her con-
fossion, and she received with ecstasic
joy her first Communion. He anointed
her, And she died ; and no purer soul
ever quitted mortal clay for the bosom
of God.

The news of the priest’s visit to the
mansion had already been whispered
abroad. Mystery upon mystery! The
people learned of her death and spoke
words of sympathy. The whole com-
munity turned out and followed the bier
to the cemetery. Father Marion was
there to officiate. The novel spectacle
of the Catholic priest reading Catholic
services in this little Protestant grave-
yard was a feast for the wendering eyes
of the multitude. He read the simple
ritual, blessed the ground and the
coffin with holy water, offered the cus-
tomary prayers for the repose of her
soul. And, standing at the head of the
open grave, before the gaping crowd,
with an eloquence and feeling that sur-
prised even himself, he lifted the veil
of mystery that had hung over her life
and told the beautiful, touching story

of Sweet Simplicity.—S. V. P, in Cath-
olic Transcript.

t leaves and took

AN IRISH VIOLET FABLE,

In the ancient times, when floy,
and trees and fairies were on slumkinn
terms and all friendly together one
fine summer's day the sun shone oy on
a beautiful garden where there ey
all sorts of plants that you ecould mene
tion, and a lovely but giddy fairy Wem:
sporting about from one to the Other
(although no one could see her becauge
of the sunlight) as gay as the morpjy
lark ; then said the fairy to the rogg .

‘ Rose, if the sun were clouded anq
the storm came on, would you she
and love me still ?”*

““ Do you doubt me ?'' said the g
and reddened up with anger.

‘¢ Lily,” sald the fairy to anothey
love, **if the sun were clouded apg
a storm came on, would you shelter anq
love me still ?**

*“ Oh ! do you think I epuld change 7"
said the lily, and she grew still paley
with sorrow.

* Tulip,"’ said the fairy, *‘ if the ggy
were clouded and a storm came op
would you shelter and love me still 3"

“Upon my word!"’ said the tulip
making a very geutleman - like hoy
“ yon the very first lady that ever
doubted my constancy.’’

So the fairy sported on, joyful to
think of her kind and blooming friends,
She reveled away for a time, and they
she thought of the pale blue violet thag
was almost covered with its broad greey
leaves, and although it was an old com.
rade, she might have forgotten it hag
it not been for the sweet scent that
came up from the modest flower,

““Oh! violet I"’ said the fairy, ** if the
sun were clouded and a storm came on,
would you shelter and love me stil] 3"

And the violet made answer :

“You have known me long, sweet
fairy, and in the first springtime, whap
there were few other flowers you used
leaves; now you've almost forgotten
me—but let it pass—try my truth—if
ever you should meet misfortune I 53y
nothing."

Well, the fairy skitted at that and
clapped her silvery wings and whisked,
ginging, off on a sunbeam ; but she was
hardly gone when a black cloud grew
up out of the north all in a wminute,
and the light was shronded and the

sltep
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rain fell in slashings like hail, and
away flies the fairy to her friend the |
rose.

‘* Now, Rose," said she, * the rain

is come, 80 shelter and love me still,"”

‘T can hardly shelter my own buds,”
said the rose ; ‘‘but the lily has a deep
cup.”

Well, the poor little fairy's wings
were almost wet, but she got to the
lily. ** Lily,” said she, ** the storm is

come, s0 shelter and love me still
“Iam sorry,"” seid the lily, *‘ but if

I were to open my eup the rain would

beat in like fun, and my seed would pe

killed entirely; the tulip has long
leaves,"’

Well, the fairy was down hearted
enough, but she went to the talip,

whom she always thought a swest
spoken gentleman. He certainly did
not look as bright as he had done in
the sun, but she waved her little wand
and, * Tulip,” said she, ** the rain and
storm are come, and I am very weary,
but you will shelter and love me still 2"

** Begone !"’ said the tulip; ** be off;"
says he; ‘‘a pretty pickle I'd beif I'l
let every wandering scamper come
about me.”’

Well, by this time the fairy wos very
tired, and her wings held dripping at
her back, wet indeed, but there was no
help for it, and, leaning on her pretty
silver wand, she limped off to the vio:
let ; and the darling little flower, with
its blue eye that, clear as a kitten's,
saw her coming, and never a word she
spoke, but opened her broad green
the wild wandering
creature to her bosom and dried her
wings and breathed the sweetest per:
fumes over her and sheltered her till
the storm was clear gone.

Then the humble violet spoke and
said: ‘' Fairy Queen, it is too badto §
flirt with many, for the love of one true
heart is enough for earthly woman ot
fairy spirit; the old and humble love
is better than the gay compliments of
a world of flowers, for it will last when
others pass.'’

And the fairy knew that it was true
for the blue violet, and she contented
herself ever after and built her downy
bower under the wide-spreading violet
leaves that sheltered her from the rude
winter's wind and the hot summer's
sun, and to this very day the fairies
love the violet beds.--S. C. Hall.

BLA CKENING THE IRISH RECORD

Says the . Catholic Citizen: “A
Jew, booked for some offense in the
New York police court, gave his
name as MecGinnis, and his birthe
place, Ireland. This instance of the
unfavorable bearing of eriminal sta
tistics on the Irish race ‘went the
rounds’ of the press at the time
Many offenders, possessed of a lo¥
cunning and a spiteful sense of humor
seelk to revenge themselves on the
burly Irish policeman who arrests them
by claiming to be of his nationality:
Policeman Tom Murphy, in Milwaunkee
on New Year's night, picked up %
drunk and disorderly man and brought
him to the station. The offender
knew the policeman who arrested him
aud he got even, so to speak, bY
booking himself as Tom Murphy. 0
Tom Murphy arrestéd Tom Murphy.
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No Breakfast Table
complete without i

EPPS’S

An admirable food, with a}'l
its natural qualities intach
fitted to build up and mainta n
robust health, and to 1'051g
winter's extreme cold. It 18
a valuable diet for childred

COCOA|

The Most Nutritious
and Beonomical.

MARCH 25, 1905.
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§7. PATRICK IN THE FJ

MOST REV. JOHN HEALY,
Concluded.

Gerald Barry, who wrote |
later, in the beginning of the
century, refers to the same [
lief as almost universal. I
however, does not attribute t
of all polsonous reptiles' to
of Patrick and his crozier.
rather that it is due
properties in the air and in
the land which render it f
venomous things ; and he qu
able Bede,who wrote in the
tury and states the same. '
man declares, furthermore, |
thing poisonous was brought
Jands, it perished at onc
tonched the soil of Ireland.
attempt to settle this con
decide on the truth of theal
For eight hundred years :
popular voice has attribut
munity to the merits of St.
his blessing of Ireland iroo
That he drove away the de
fidelity and paganism, corpi
corporeal, cannot be quest
Jorelyn says he drove awa
and serpents also, in ord
demons, if they returned,
so congenial abode in wh
refuge. A

Patrick having receivec
great favors from God de
mountain on Holy Saturd
turned to Aghbagower, wie
brated the great Kaster f
peloved friends, Senach
Mathona the nun, aond
student, who was then 1
catechism and his psalms.

PATRICIAN PILGRIM,

It may be well to say
concerning the Pilgrim i
bardly necessary to obser
grimages of this kind, for
of visiting in a spirit of fal
ance holy places sanctified
ance and by the labors of
and His Saints, have been
the earliest days of Chri
will continue to the end of
are the natural outcome
piety, and they have alwa
be a most eflicacions mean:
ing Christian faith and

Christian devotion. Pilgr
sacred scenes in the Hoi;
made long Dbefore the

lielena, and, one way or
still made every year by
every Church that callsits
In Ireland, too, such
have been made from th
and not unpaturally to the
intimately associated with
labors of St. Patrick. (
stand out as the most celel
f Armagh, Downpatrick,
and the Reek ; and for me
the two last have been by
frequented places of penar
tion. This is not the plac
Lough Derg, the most fan
pilgrimage in the North o
if we do not except the R
celebrated in all Ireland.
PILGRIMAGE TO THE
Now we flnd the pilgr
Reek existing from the ve
The ancient road by whicl
crossed over the hills fro
to the Reek can still be
bare, as it were, by the fe
generations of Patrick’s
dren. No doubt the «
sanetity of the place in pe
tion arose not only from
St. Patrick prayed and fa
forty days, and blessed t
and the people, and all |
its summit, but also frou
of pardon said to be mac
all those who performed t
in a true spirit of pen
Tripartite Life the first
Patrick is said to have .
tained from God, is th:
Irish who did penance ev
hour would escape the
That is, no doubt, per
there be real penance ; I
estimation it came to m
anee at the Reek was
means of salvation, thi
fluence of the prayers,
merits of Patrick. Mo
sinners were likely t
special favor of the Sair
those who trod in his sa
praying and enduring,
self had prayed and end
This is a perfectly sound
Penance—sincere penal
anywhere will wash aw:
the latest hour of a man
penance is far more like!
and the graces from W
are far more likely to t
antly, in the mid
places which Patrick
through the efficacy of
gion for such devoted
prayed for all the soul
naturally enough, he p
for thote who honor,
trust him. On the sov
cal prineiples, therefor
to the Reek is likely
eflicacious means of ol
wnd pardon throagh t
merits and bl ssings of
Colgan tells us, in a note
oferred to above, that
coustantly visited by pi
with great devotion, fr
he Kingdom, and man
to be wrought there.
hree hundred years ag
grimage was an old one
bofore the time of Col
tells us in the twell:
crowds of people were
watching and fasting ©
the Reek, believing cor
80 doing they would |
gates of hell, for ** th:
)btained from God by
merits of St. Patrick '’
is, no doubt, the chie
pilgrimage. Even i
lays it was considered
molest any persons on
Reek ; and we are to)
of Loch Ce that King
cut off the bands and f
nan who sought to rol
grims. Sometimes, te
uffered greatly, like
only on their journey t
Reek itself, St. Pa
being within Lent w




