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Erin Machree!

How dear to my heart isthe Emerald Isle,

wun'm 'Tx'm‘ of psw glory—iis tears and
te rmile—

Its surrow-clad centuries—starry-crown'd

slope,

Now dark with grief's cloudiets=now
bright'ning with bope !

How ofi in my day-dreams I've felt the
strange spells

That bind wme w Erin-its yales and its

delis;
How 0!t hius my heart gone beyound the deep
@

[
To gxun'l, thee, Mavourneen, dear Erin
Muchres !

I have lived in thy glory and breath'd of
thy alr,
I have kuelt at thy shrines in the incense of

prayer, 3

I have feit the warm pu'se of thy patriot
heart,

Now joyous at meetlng, now grieving to

art;

In nnl lnu'u uast arch’d my young life with
thy love,

A8 brigat as the bow of Gud's promise

- above,

Aud wherever thy star may shine forth in
the sky,

1 pledgs thee my faith and my love tili I dle.

'Tis strange that, though cradl'd ’'neath
-~ map'e and pine,
My’soul should thirst strong for thy patriot

wine ; 3

In childhood I dreamt of thy ivy-crown’d
Lower,

And in faney I've sirayed by thy streamlet
and bower—

And I vo wandered afar from the place of
my birth

To the and of my fathers—ihe falrest on

earth—
And with heartfelt devotlon I've wished
thee as free "
A# the home of my birthplace, dear KErin
Machree !

Oh!land of my fathers, my faith, and my
God ;
How 1 loog !m: true freedom to kiss thy

green sod !
Then my soul will sing clear as the lark in

the sky,

And cohani notes of thy glory that never
wilidie;

For from East uuto West, in the warmest
acclalm,

Wili ricg in bright numbers thy deeds and

thy fame,
And tne harp of thy freedom b3 heard o'er
the sea,
In tte land of the Maple, dear Erin
Machree !
Toronto, Ont. THOMAS O'HAGAN,

S —

A NIGHT IN AN ORANGE
LODGE.

—

De. Marray, the author of the follow
log sketch, was, perhaps, the most distin.
guished Irich theologlan of the present
century, He was bornat Clones, county
Monagban, on the 15th of November,
1511, and received both his Eaglish and
classical education in the neighborhood of
his native town,
he showed a declded preferense for the
ecclesiastical state, avd with a view to pre
pare himoelf for the sacred dignity of the
priestbood, entered the rhetoric class in
Mayuooth Collige on the 25th of August,
1520, Hs paseed through the different
classes in the college with great distine
tion, and was, In June, 1535, appointed a
scholar of the Dunboyne Estab ishment,
the perfect of which was then Dr, Mac
Nally, who afterwards hecama hishop of
Clogher., Towards the end of his Duu
boyne comse he was, with the permission
of his diocesan, the Bishop of Clogher,
appointed to a curacy In Francis sireet
chapel, inthe el y of Dublin, In Septem
ber, 1338, he obtained the ckair of belles
letters In Miyncoth College after a pub
lie concursus.  He contluued {n thie chair
for three years, when, after another con
cursus, he was appointed professor f
theology. Ou the re establishment of the
Dunboyue c'ass In 1579 he became it
prefect, In which office ho continned un.
til his death in November, 1852, Dy
Murray wrets a large number of tracts,
both vn moral and dogmatic theology, his
great work being his Tractus De Ecol, sia,
which earned bim a world wide reputa
tion, and made bim a standard autbority
In eccicsiest/cal science,

Late fa the summer of 1835, T was
travelling on horsebuck to —— ' [ had
set out late or loftered on wmy way, for
when [ gt the lergth of the town of
M-———:he shades of eveniog were begin-
ving to fell.  Oa reaching the village of
{i——, about three miles further on, I
deterwined to remalu there for it was
warket or fair day ; the way was through
a lrotestant country, 1 ‘was clerically
dresced, and beivg rather in a Lurny to
come Lo my journey’s end, [ did not
choose to run cbe risk of such delay as
the random shot of an Orargs guan or a
siroke of an Orange bladgeon might
cauce,  So, having frquired from the
decentest looking pesou I saw on the
alieady thinued streets for the hotel of
the town, I was directed to a comfortable
lookiug bouse over thayway. 1 bent wy
course to 1, It at the door, hatl my horse
put up, welked in, and arked if this were
the hotel of G (for it did wot look
hike oue), was answered in the allirmative,
showu upstairs into a very good situng-
room, bad lights put before me, aud
requested “‘the brother ln-law” of the
Bouse—who was bustling in a good
natwred way about me—to leave me alone
for some time. 1 eoon perceived that my
hotel was of a specics of doversovia, known
In that quarter under the name of “Car
men's stages,”’ a better sort of public
houses provided with beds for travellers
I'he place was good enough for me, and |
was quite comfortable and satisfied, or
rather would have been but for the
uproarions noise of maik. t-day revellers
proceedivg from one or two rocms con
tiguous to the orve in which I sat, |
suppose there was ouly a lath aud plaster
wall hetween us, for [ heard the voices
very distinctly,

“Leny, Wilson is true purple and blue;
snov alrald of the Pajiskes; he's the
y that can lick them.”

“H—Il saize the dbrap of Orange blood
in hls veing,”

“Don’t say that; don’t you mwind the
Clowalsh fights? He was the man that
showed off in them

“Come, Thompson, let us have uo more
of that; we're all for the right cause; down
with the Paplshes and to h—Il with the
Pope.”

And so went on, for a quarter of an
hour or better, the symphony of words,
phrases, toaste, aud sentiments long fami
liar to my ears, Suddenly the door of
my room was thrown open, and a tall,
red haired, very Orange locking fellow
standing on the threshold, looked at me
sternly tor some seconds, and then turned
un his hedd, banging the door after him
with a crash, Very soon a crowd of
persons walked Into the room and com-
menced quletly to sit dowu at the table,
1 ook up my caudlestick and walked as

b

i)

From his earliest years’

qnietly into the adjoining closet, where I
waa toeleep. Drink was of course called
for and came, aud with it went round the
usual clatter and din It produces in such
clrcles st such an hour, By and bye a
song was cslled for and sung, and then, at
short intervals, one or two more. Tl’:oy
were all {o the same straiv; loud panegy-
rica of Orange prowess and victories,
mingled with constant repetitions about
loyslty aud wadiog in Popish blood-—two
ideas, by the way, at the time closely
usited in the minds of both partles in
thote quartere, In the meantime the
brother-in-law gently lifted the latch, aud
stealing in, eat down beside me
sad commenced a familisr chat—evi.
dently with a view ot drawing away my
attention from the proceedings in the
next room, and quieting any alarms [
might feel. He told me that he was the
brother-in law, and, by repeating this
from time to time, seemed anxious that
I suould have a distinct impression
thereot. He informed me, moreover,
that he had a great deal to do with the
mansgement of the “consarn,” reaning
the house and appurtensnces, In fact
he was & kind of headpiece there, and at
lesi—for his communicativenees in-
creaced ae he perceived that my face
and manner exhibited no signs whatever
of incredulity—he was, in reality, the
master, but people generally were not
aware of this. He had very much the
appearance of what in his neighborhood
would be called an “old cock,” but he
was & good-bumored, soul, who came
to do me & segyice, and I would
sooner have bit my tongue tban, by a
rude smile or word, have disturbed the
intense gratitication which he manifestly
derived from the persuasion he fancied
himself produciog on my mind of his
own importance,

“Do you know Priest Murphy 7"

III do'll

A nice wee man he is, and a nice wee
woman his other ie, Biddy Murphy, of
——. 1 know them both; she’s one of
the laughiest wee sowls uver ye seen ; 1
koowed the priest since he was jist that
high”—putting his hand horizontaily
within about six inches of the fioor.
“Och, man, but he's mortial like his
mother; I’'m towl he has a great deal of
ber ways, We lived beside each other
at that time, and throgs I’d sarve a dog
belongin’ to her, aud I’'m sure she'd &'
done the same far me,”

“You must be pretty well advanced in
years, though you don’t look old., Father
Murphy is a priest for many years,”

“That’s a long time ago, bat I mind it
rightly—stay to we see. ['m sure its
beyant thirty years, You're from ——
gir §

“No, ’'m from C i

“Then you know Bily MacGritkin,
He’s a friend (relative) of ours, He’s
married to a Roman Jinoy Mucaree, an’
sorra dacenter woman from this to whera
she lives, She’s a distant relation of
priest Murphy,”

He wanted to show me that he was no
i Fiesl Lialer, ibai he was what in higher
circles would be called a liberal minded
uwan, and his kind object plainly was to
put me at ease in his company, which he
weuld have succeeded in but for the
growing clamour and ferocily outside,

*Och 1t’s us that bate the Papists at the
Clownish fighting fair,

For the boys of L.isbellaw had a noble body
there,

We cbased them through the Diamond and
down Fermanagh street,

Tiil not a Popish face in the town you could

meet,

And the loyal Clownish yeoman did join us
in the fun,

Till llke water In the gulllons the rebel
biocd ald run,”

“Come, boys. I’ll give you a toast—
here’s to the tree that’s watered with
Poplsh blood and never fades.”

“Here, boys, I'll give ancther—here’s
to the liitle house in the bog that’s built
with the bones of Papishes and thatched
with the ekins of priests, with O'Connell’s
head for a chimley,”

The vproar waxed greater and greater.
By aud by the brother in-law, who had
sat for somwe minutes stlent and anxious.
locking, slipped out softly and stood with
his back to the door,

“I say, buyr, you don’t know what
you're about, ‘Lbere’s a Popich priest in
the next room ; I seen him.”

Thls, no doubt, was from the red-halred
man,  There was an iwmedlate rlsing and
rush to the door. *“Drsg him out— let ug
have him—d-—n the Poplsh priest; we’ll
give it to him—to h——II with the priests
—we'll tear him (o pleces,” ete, with
frightful imprecations aud blasphemles,
Brother in-law and another man—whose
name I afterwards learned to be (if I re
wember rightly) Wiliamson—:tood man-
fully opposite the door, parleyed, pushed,
crled “chame,” and held thelr ground,
I'be room was cmall, the party large, some
of them Intoxicated, all of them excited
with ibe lquor. I became, I need not
sny, serfously alarmed for my life, I ex-
Urguished the candle and tiied to drag
over the bed against the door; it was
what 1s called & press bed, “'a bed
by night, a chest of drawers by
day,” heavy and unwieidy, Fail-
ing In all my eflorts, 1 barricaded the
door with the table and whatever other
loose farniture lay about in the room.
L then retired behind the bed, and knelt
down to make the essential acts prepara-
tory to death, [ imight have acted more
beroically, but this s what I did. It WAS,
perhaps, very unromantic ; but 1 was jast
after finithing my course in Maynooth,
aud I bad a great fear of eteruity in my
soul. The landlady came up, like a cour-
sgeous woman, to remoustrate, Ope of
the ruflisns flang e large jug at her head :
it miseed her, however, aud was smashed
in picces rgainst the wall. Luckily it had
been market day, for a large contingent of
police were patiolling the streets, They
were sent for srd sppesred alter consider-
able delay, and after the door of my reom
bad been two or three times forced open,
The crowd was with some trouble dis-
persed, and 1 was emavcipated from my
blding place and iy fears,

Nothing could exceed the fervor of the
brother in.law's cougratulations on my
escape, ard of his regret that | had been
sutj-cied to such periiend annoyance, 1
bave not since visited, and it s not likely
L shall ever agaln vi:it, that I eallty, I
suppose he has gone to the land where the
battle of the Boyne fs no more “fought
o’er again,” Bat if he still lives, the best
wish I hevoe for him is that Jinny MacAree
may brig him over to have ““wee priest

Murphy" attending him on his death bed,

THE QUAINT SENTRY,

AN EXPLANATION OF THE BTRANGE
CONDUCI IN CHURCH OF A YOUNG
DRAGCON,

From the Catholle Youth,

A young dragoon from the garrison of
the Nantes was in the habit of golng to the
cathedral several times durlng the week
It was observed that It was his habit to
walk slowly, sometimes toward the holy-
water font, sometimes toward the alms-
boxy and frequently to the entrance of
one of the chapels, At times he would
remain motlonless during an entire hour,
his eyes riveted on the altar, or upon some
"wlutiog of the Way of the Crots, The
attitude of thls young soldler was res-
pectful, and no word ever escaped his
lipe. Always standing, be paid scarcely
auy attention to the services that were
being held; his thoughts seemed to be else-
where,

Tae sexton, who had obeerved his ac
tloue, suspected nim of eome evil inten-
tlon, He informed his adslstant and they
both watched bim closely. Dlscovering
nothing, thoy informed one of the curates,
who, in & kind manner, questioned the
soldier, and even invited him to take a
seat. This proposal was repulsed with a
certaln degree of warmth, The young
trooper replled: “l do no harm to any
ona.”

The honest look of the young man, his
reserved bearing, the marks of plety
which he naturally and without cstenta
tlon manifested; nothing could reaseure
those whose duty it was to watch him.

At lepgth the bishop was notified,
After belog assured of the truth of these
facts, and without eecking to learn their
extent, he asked the ald of the military
authority,

The general was entirely at a loss to ac-
court for the assiduous presence of a
soldler In the cathedral. He sent at once
a sergeant to the church, with a written
order to conduct the soldier to the
bishop’s restdence, If the soldier was ab-
sent, the sergeant was to walt, acd if
necessary, to return the next day to the
cathedral,

Three hours later, the general returned
to the bishop’s study. While he was
passing through the court-yard, he saw
the scrgeaut with the soldier, the latter
exhibitiog considerable emotion, He
appeared before the general and the
bishop, after the sergeant had returned to
his post.

This youthful locking eoldier of twenty
three years, with uncovered bead, his
countenance expressing both mildness and
firmness of character, bore with diguity
the plerclng gozs of those who thought to
scrutinize his thoughts

After a shors silence, the generel said to
him* “We have nothing with which to
reproach you, young map; you are there
fore, not before judges.  We merely
des're, the biskop and myself, to know
fravkly why you pass from four to five
cousccutive hours in the church, walking
sitting, nhnn!v[!\g’ ete., ”

“Pardon, general, I never remain more
than two hours in successicn, and always
stand.”

“The time is of little importance, my
frlend,” eald the general, “ag is also your
attitude during that time. Answer with.
out fear, What s your object in geicg
there ?”

The young soldier smiled, and address.
irg the bishop, sald with charming sim.
plicity :  “Monsefgueur, I am the fon of
A poor vine.dreeser, from the bavks of
the Dordogne. I scarcely know how to
read and wiite, In the countcy, we have
& good old pastor, wko in the evening,
after his day’s labor, astembles all the
young man from sixteen to tw euty years
of age in a corner of the church. The
othezs may come also, but the men ouly,
The pastor does not preach a sermon, but
he talks to us, listens to our wants, to our
projects, gives us good advice, hears our
troubles, and receives our promises.

‘One evenlng during the vintage, he
safd to ws:  “My children, always do
gomethivg for God, When your ba-kets
are filled with grapes, glve a cluster to
the beggar who passes you oa the road,
If you are a carpenter consecrate an hour
of labor to God by repaliing a bencn in
the church, the wooden cross placed at the
cross roads, or the furniture of a widow,
Whatever your trade may be, if it does
uot procure you enough money to give
gome away, use it, if you can in God’s
service, Lf notit, then some other employ-
ment. My children, do charity with your
work; soweiimes one day, and sometimes
auother, employ your arms, your hauds,
your bodies for God, Daritg this work
you will remember Him who sees you,
and who will bless you, and your soul will
rejolce,”

*Thls, Monceigneur, is what our good
pastor has told us, Iuthe conntry I gave
wy bunch of grapes for God, bu: in the
arwy what can Lgive? One day I sald
to myself, 1 will give to Gud something
of my profession of a soldier—a sentry,
[ will, therefore, be sentinel In the hounse
of God ; during two hours I will mount
guard, standiog and silent, thinklng of
my iustructlons,”’

“What instructions 1" kindly asked the
general,

“Well, these which God sends me every
time, and which come to my soul, often
also by the sound of the organ, but gen
erally by the majestic silence of the
church, I am there for God and if our
good old pastor knew that, it would
please him,”

The bishop arose and took the hand of
the young soldier in bls, The latter
appeared surprised, so guileless was his
soul, so simple his heart, and so elevated
his spirit.

Thls navatlve is true, It contains a
lesson for each cne of us who have means
of earnfug a livellhood,  Why should wo
uot at least sometimes, work for God by
doing something in our llne of business
for His sake.

————— e,

ete?

A Happy Woman,

Happy is the woman without bodily
illg, but happier is the woman who hay.
ing them knows of the saving properties
of Dr, Pierce’s Favorite Prescription,
When relieved, as she surely will be
upon a trial of it, she can contrast her
condition with her former one of suffor.
ing aud sppreciate bealth as none can
who have not for a time been deprived
of it. The “Favorite Prescription” cor.
rects unnatural discharges and cures all
“wenkness” and irregularities,

TO SLANDERERS,

—
A LESSON OF WARNING

A faithful priest lay on bis death bed,
He had for many years labored zealously
in his parish. Only the pleasure of his
Divine Master, and the salvation of souls,
had been bis constant aim. But, like in
many other places, there were those who
misconstrued his noble wotives, eince
they could not find fault with his con.
duct. They hated him, and finally
sought his remova! or ruin, of course,
under pretext of benefiting the parish,
Evil minded men havs a way of giviog
their wicked plans a pious guise, They
learn that from their father, the Evil
Spirit, Satan rarely or never appears in
bis true form. Now, these disgruntled
men of the worthy priest’s parish sought
revenge for eome imaginary grievauce,
which they attributed to their pastor,
The Evil Spirit is ever watchful, He
saw his chance and made the most of it
He employed these dissatistied persons
to meke the good shepherd pay dear for
the loss he bimself had sustained,
through the zeal of the faithful priest,
If the Devil hates anything, it is a priest
that is prudent and faithful in his duties
towards the souls intrusted to him.
Sooner or later such a one will feel the
Evil One’s wrath,

Certain abuses had crept into the par-
ish which the pastor deemed it neceseary
to remove, Taough he went to work
mildly and prudently, he nevertheless
diepleased a few seriously. They en-
deavored to make his work impossible,
and when not succeeding in this, they
at last epread an ugly story about him
and succeeded in baving some belieye it.
This burt the poor priest so keenly that
he lost health by degrees, and finally
one day found him at death’s door,
When his bitter and relentless enemies,
who had received nothing but kindnees
from their pastor, heard that he would
probably die, they soon grew uneasy.
Plainly they understood then, when it
was to late, how wrongly they nad dealt
with him, Fearing that their priest
might pass from life, and appear at the
tribunal of the Eternal Judge, before
having obtained his forgivenees, they
resolved to aek his pardon,

They entered the sick man’s room,
and humbly and with tearful eyes asked
his forgiveness for baving robbed him of
his name. “We are very sorry, Father,”
they pleaded, “for our conduct. We
will do all we can ts make reparation.
Cau you forgive us, father "

“I have already forgiven you,” gaeped
the dying priest, “So you will retract
and make reparation, will you ?”

“Yes, Father,” they eagerly ex.
claimed,

“Very well, he answered, “[ have
but one request to make, Will you do
what I ask 7’

“Surely, Father; whatever you wish we
shall do,”

“Well, then, one of you take this
ieather piliow; go with it up into my
church steeple and empty the contents
of the pillow out of the window above
the roof so that the feathers will be
scattered by the wind,”

Those present in the room looked at
one another in surprise at this strange
request, They doubted whether they
had heard him aright. Therefore they
agked him, “Father did we understand
you to eay, that we should scatter tae
feathers in the pillow to the winds 7"

He smiled and nodded assent.

Thereupon one of the two men took
the pillow to the church steeple, and
threw the feathers out of the window.
The wind immediately sent them in every
directlon, “That {3 a queer petition,”
said the man to himaeif, “but if that {s all
the good father wauts, why ehould it not
be done 7”

Returning to the sick room he told the
dylog priest, “Father I have done as you
wished.”

“That i only the first part of my re
quest,” whispered the sufferer, “the second
part pertalns to both of you ; please, now,
to gather all the feathers sgain, put thum
In this same pillow and place it under my
head, then I shall diein peace.” Amezed
at these words, the men doubted, still
more than before, whether their pastor
was iniane or not,

“Bat, Father, that is Imposstble,” they
remoustrated, “we should have to climb
ipon every trce avd house-top ; besldes
the wind has carried the feathers every.
where, 5o that they cin never be found.”

“That is just what | wanted to make
you understand,” the dying man answered,
smiling sadly. “You say you will make
every reparation for your slanders, Dat
you caunot, It will be easter for you to
gather those feathers, than it will be for
you to restore my good name,”’—Pilyrim
of Palestine,

Srm——

Wanted a Genewine Bishop.

From the Detrolt Fres Press.

A number of years ago, at the time of
one of the lats Mathodist Bishop Simp.
son's visits to San Franc'seo, he was stay-
ing with some friends on Howard street.
One morning about ten o’clock, & man
rang the door-bell and asked to see 1he
Bishop. “The Bishop lsn’t here ; he went
yesterday to Sau Jose to be gone a week,”’
the lady of the bouse replied.

“Well, now, that's awkward. You see,
me and that lady out there in th’ hack
sotter made up our minds to get married
by the bishop, ’cause she comes from
Eogland, an’ was brought up on bishcps,
don’i you know ; an’ s0 We come down
way from Stockton to find a bishop,”

“I'm sure I’'m very torry,” answered
the lady,

“Now ain’t there any more bishops
layin’ around in the city somewhere,
mar P’ asked the man anxiously.

“Well—yes—there’s Bishop Kip, ha's
up on lddy street; and there's Arch
bishop Alemany over on California
street,”

“Now that's something like, Which is
the nearest? You see we want to see
Woodwards after the cer’mony, an’ get
the aft’noon train back.”

“Well, I guess Archbishop Alemany’s
bouee {s the nearest, but hoe's a Catholic,”

*No diff'rence,” said the man, hastening
cff, “s0 loug’s he’s a genewine bishop,
Let's go, Sal!”

—_————

Use the safe, pleasant, and effectual

worm-killer, Mother Graves' Worm Exter-

minator ; nothing equals it, Procure a
bottle and take it home,

A NEW LIFE OF EMMET,

Boston Pllot.

Mies Varlna Anne Davis, the daughter
of Jefferson Davis and the “Caild of the
Confederacy,” as her Southern country-
men lovingly style her, has earned the
love of a yet larger constituency by »
noble tribute from her pen to the memory
of Robert Emmet. *“An Irish Kunight of
the Nineteenth Century” is the title of
her book, recently published by the John
W. Lovell Company, of New York.

In it Miss Davis displeys a wonderful
acqualntance with the story of Ireland’s
wrougs throughout the ceanturfes which
preceﬁed the udvent of the hero who still
holds the foremost place in all Irish hearts,
The terrible history of the pensl days is
told without exaggeratlon or extenuation,
“The promises of Eagland to this unhappy
country,” she says, “have ever been like
the gifts of the falrles, which crumble in-
to dust at the first touch of the mornlog
sunshine.”

She tells a touching and characterlstic
anecdote of the boy Ewmmet, how, one day,
while experlmentiog with chemicals, he
became accldently pofsoned by corroddve
subllmate. Instead of giving an alarm,
the pecullar little fellow consulted the
Encyclopedia and fiading chalk to be the
ant'dote, took it and crept into bed, He
suffered greatly during the night, but he
solved the problem on which he was en
gaged when theaccident occurred, *Very
strongly does the picture rise before us of
this strange, koightly child, who met the
probability of death with the same utter
fearlessness which formed so marked a
characteristic of his after life.”

Tuoe infamous policy of “carotid cutting
Castlereagh” in permitting Emmet’s con.
spiracy to go on atter he had become fully
aware of it, in order that it might be put
down in blood, leads our author to com-
ment : “The policy which allows men to
rush blindly on to destruction, that their
blood may prove a eafe cement for the
foundation of new tyrrannies, is one
which s abhorrent o the e¢xtreme to any
right-minded person. That this has been
the ususl mode of dealing with Irish
rebeliions since the time of Elizabeth is
al:o an evident fact to those wno read,
with uoprejudiced eyes, the hirtory of
Hibernlan insurrections.” It is, we may
add, the policy and the hope to-day of
the infamous Balfour, fic succesor to
Catlereagh, but thank God ! it is a policy
which shall no longer be euccessful,

Ewmmet’s epitapp, by his own request,
has never yet been writtea on stone; but,
like the just man of Horace, he has ralsed
amonument more enduring than brass,
and his epitaph is engraved in millions of
hearts. “In the deserted churchyard of
St Michlos,” says Miss Davis, “there is a
slab on which no name is traced, Beneath
this stone rest the azhes of Robert Emmaet,
How loog, O Ireland, how long will it
remain without an epitaph !”  Here is
her own eloquent epitaph :

“Thus died Ireland’s true knight, sivk.
ing tnto the grave clothed in all the bright
promise of youth; zever to put on the ead
livery of ege ; never to feel the hopeless
ness of those who live to see the principles
for which they euffered trampled and for
gotton by the onward march of new
interest ond new men. Perhaps freedom,
like some deity of anclent Greece, loved
him too well to let the slurs and con.
tumely of outrageous fortune dim the
bright lustre of bis virgin fame, Was it
that in every revolution there must be
some sacrifice to fill the ravenous jiws of
watchful tyranny ere the new liberated
people can march forward to the fruition
of thelr hopes? Or is it that the graves
of those who fall; like road eide crosses
point new generationa on the road to
freedom? * * * * Jreland stands
now with outatretched hands eagerly
walting the advent of her freedom. Now
she has climbed with tireless feet the
rugged path which alone leads to Lib
erty’s demense, Who, then, shall BaYy
that those have falled who, with their
very heart’s blood, fed the watchfires for
her guidance, who deemed it glory to be
accounted worthy of such sacrifice? That
patriot-blood may be the talisman to
break the chafas that ever bound her
down, the veriest slave, at Eogland’s
mercy; and now, that in the near future
we may see—ob, blessed visfon !—a new
era dawn upon this beautiful but un
happy land, let us reverently remember
those who died martyrsin the effoit to save
their countrymen,”

So writes this generous, warm-hearted
daughter of the warm hearted S )uth, who
does not possese, so far as we know, a
drop of Irich blood in her velns, but who,
“not ignorant of woe has learued to feel
for the unfortanate” Twenty milllon
Americans of Irlsh blood will thauk her
for this tender and beautiful tribute to
the idol of Irish hearts and the cause for
which he nobly lived and bravely ded.

e

The Christian Standard (Protestant), of
Cincinvati, says: *Sam Small addressed a
large meeting in Chickering Hall the other
afternoon, It s reported that when he
had fioished “a well-drersed women, with
an earnest face and modest manuer,” at
tempted to reprove the ‘‘vulgarity and
slang” which she thought the reverend
gentleman guilty of. But “the audience
hissed,” men cried “Pat her out!”
“Choke her cff!” and “the little woman
was finally hushed.” Doos that ccone, it
asks, fairly represent the splrlt and tem-
per of modern revival crowds? The
Inquiry is at least not impertinent or
untimely, whether those great popular
“revivals,” which depend largely upon
sensation and slang, are not a posliive and
permanent injury to Christian work,”
As we said before, stripped of their slang
and vuluarity, the revival services coun.
ducted by such mountebanks as Small
would lose thelr power of attraction, [t
it preposterous to associate the term relig-
fous with the performances of these
“revivalists.”

——
Scott’s Emulsion of Ced Liver 0il and
Hypophosphites
is sold all over the world, It is far
superior to plain Cod Liver 0il, palatable
and easily digested. Dr, Martin Miles
Stanton, Bury Bucks, London, England,
says : “I have prescribed Scott's Emulsion,
and taken it myself. It is palatable,
efficient, and can be tolerated by almost
anyone, especially where cod liver oil itself
cannot be borne. Put up in 50c, and $1
Bize,
Miupurx's Arowaric QuiniNe Wing s
d.lh'.tlllL‘ﬂly.k uperiqr t9 any other as an appe-
tising tonic and fortifier,

N. Y. Freeman's Journa!,
SHORT INSTRUCTIONS FOR LOW
MANSES,

[Delivered by the Rev. James Dono.
boe, rector of the church of 8t, Thomas
Aquinas, Brooklyn, N, Y, ]

XXXI,
PENANCE,

In previous insiructions we epoke at
some levgth on the necessity of coufession,
and the causes which most frequently
keep people away from the tribunal of
Penance. In the vresent instruction we
are golng to speak on the qualities of a
good confesslon, According to the Cate-
chism, the chief qualities of a good confee-
sion are three. 1t must be humble, sin-
cere, aud entlre,

“Our coufession is bumble,” says the
Catechiem, “when we accuse ourselves of
our sing, with a deep eenee of shame and
sorrow for having offended Gad.” No
watter how exalted one’s position may be,
when he comes to confesston he is simply
8 poor sluner come to avow his sins, and
to ack pardon through God’s wmercy.

“Our confession 1s sincere when we tell
our eins honestly and truthfully, neither
exaggerating nor excasing them ”

Nothing need be added to this definle
tion glven by the Catechlsm, It s clear
that an inslncere confession would sim-
ply be a mockery of God,

Oa the third qnality, integrity, we will
have to dwell at greater length,

What :ins are we bound to confess?
“We are bound,” says the Catecblsm, “‘to
confess all our mortal sins, bat it is well
to confe:s our venial sins also.”

Tae Council of Trent puts this very
plainly : ““If any one saith that {a the
sacrament of Penance {t is not necessary
of divire right for the remission of &ins
to confess all and singular the mortal sins,
which efier due aud diligent previous
medltation are remembered, even thoee
which are recret, also the circumstances
which change the species of a sin, or fin-
ally that 1t is not Je wful to confess venial
sins, let him be anathema.”

It is necessary, then, by divine right to
coufess all the mortal sfns you can re-
mewber after a careful examination,
You must tell every mortal sin, the
number of times it was committed, and
the circumsy'ances which change the species
or nature of the sin,

Have you always brought to the holy
tribunal this necessary integrity ? Have
you confessed your violent bursts of
aoger ! Have you confessed the number
of times you have been absent from Mass
without necessity ! Have you confessed
the number of times you have violated
the precepts of the Church in regard to
fasting and abstinence, annual contession
and paschal communion? Have jyou
confessed the hatred you have enter.
tained towards your neighbor? Have
you confessed your grave negligence in
regard to correcting the faults of your
children? Have you told how often you
bave siiowed them to associates with
dangerous companions? Have you con.
fessed your violation of the duties of your
state in Jife? Have you told bow often
you have acted unjustly towards your
employer or towards your servent ; or, if
you are engaged in business, have you
told how often and to what extent your
transactions have not been regulated by
equity 7

In order that your confession have
this necessary quality of integrity, it is
necessary to distinguish thoughts from
desires, desires from words, words from
actions, A sin ofdesire is different from
s sin of thought, and a sin of action dif-
fers from a sin ot desire, To accuse your-
eelf of having had bad thoughts while in
reality you bad consented not only to
bad thoughts but to bad de:ires, or per-
haps to criminal actions, would be to
make a sacrilegious confession, Volun-
tary doubts in matters of faith, voluntary
thoughts of despair, rash judgement in a
serious matter, desire ot revenge, are
sins which are frequently omifted in con-
fessions either through culpable igaor.
ance or through negligence in making
the preparatory examination of con-
science, A single thought or desire
against purity may be a mortal sin,
There may bs a doubt about the con.
sent of the will, Whatever 13 certain
must be told as certain, whatever is
doubtful must be confessed as doubtful,
If a sin i3 forgotten it must be confessed
at the next confession,

[t is necessary to tell somotimes
whether the matter is serious or light,
for the sin may change its nature aceord-
ing to the gravity of the matter, It is
necessary to tell the number of times
the s'n has been committed, No priest
can diepense from this obligation, [uis
necessary (o tell whether the sin has
been committed in the presence of
others, for it it be committed before
others a new sin, the cin of scandal, is
committed. Ifyouarein the proximate
occasion of sin, the fact must be
declared, Sometimes it is necessary
to tell whether certain consequences
have followed the commission of cer-
taln eing, for it may he necessary Lo make
reparation, It s diffisult for those who
have been a long time from confession to
tell the number of times they have been
guilty of certain sins ; but {f you make a
diligent preparation, God will help you,
and you must remember God does not
demand impossibilities. [f you do your
best you may be sure God will do the rest.

[ have nct enumerated the one hun.
dredth part of the rules that regard the
integiity of confessfon, These rules are
a portion of the professional kuowl-:dge
of the confessor. 1f you carefully exymine
your covscience and tell your sins in an
Intelligent way, the priest will put such
questions as will guard the lntegrity of
confession, If you do not read religlous

20ks or come to the instructions given
at certaln times in church, at last Mass, or
at Vespers, In Lent or during a mlssion,
no matter what other accomplishments
you may have, it i3 diffisult to see how it
is possible for you to confess your eins in
the way that is necessary, and it is also
difficult to see how you can be excused on
the plea of ignorance,

People in the North-west
Know from experience that Putnam’s Pain.
less Corn Extractor is the only remedy to
!J‘r relied upon for the extraction of corns,
This is the case everywhere throughout
the Dominion, Be sure to get Putnam’s

sure-pop corn cure. At dealers every.
where.
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Donal Kenny.

JOHN K. CABEY,

“‘Come, piper, play the ‘Sha
Or else the ‘Lasses on the H
And, Mary, lay aside your wh
Until we dance once more t
At fuir and pattern oft before
Of reels and jigs we've trippe
But ne'er again this loved old
\Vill feel the foot of Donal I

Softly she rose and took his hs
And softly glided through t
While, elustering 'round the vi
Looked half in sorrow, half
‘Warm bleseings flowed from e
As ceased the dancers’ wiry |
Oh, Blessed Virgiu, guide the g
Which bears bold Donal o'er

“Now God be with you all 1" I
Adown bisface the bright tea
“God guard you well, avie,” tl,
“Upon the strange path you
Bo tull his breast he scarce con
With burning grasp the stret
taking
He pressed a kiss on every che
Aunl sobbed s if his heart we

“Boys, don't forget me when 1';
For sake of all the days passe
The days you spent on heath a)
With Donal Ruahld, the rattl
Mury, agra, your soft brown eye
Has willed my fate” (he
slowly);
‘“‘Another holds thy heart ; goo
Heaven grant yon both it
holy !

A kiss npon her brow of snow,
A rush across the moonlit me
Whose brown clad huzels, tren
The mossy boreen wrapped
Away o'cr Tully’s boundiug rill
Aud far beyond the Iuny rive
One cheer on Carrick’s rocky b
And Donal Kenny's gone fore

The breezes whistled throngh {
O'er Galway Bay the ship w
And smothered groans and bu
Told ull the grief and pain of
One form among that exiled bs
Of partiag sorrow gave no tol
Still was his breath and cold hi,
For Donal Kenuny's heart was
HEPRREESER
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BY THE REV. ENEAS M'DONEL
LL. D, F. R, 8, EIC,
PARKT IL
Some nccount of the Jace
of 1745 will not be out of plac
involves the history and the f
Catholics of the Highlands, a
of &ll Scotland. Cntrary to
advice of Bishop Macdonald
gentlemen of repute, all fries
cause, Prince Charles Edwa
from the French ehip in whi.
come, disguised as an abbe, &
panied by seven of hie leading
He immediately raised bis &
Glenfinnan, and in an increc
time was surrounded by
devoted followers. With this |
enough for the conquest of an
proceeded to the Lowlands,
towns and laying the country
tribution far and wide. It
iong till he reached Edini
capital, and as he had tunier
there, 11 became an eary con
was keeping his court in this
palace ot nis aucestors, and
1or furtber and still more dar
tions, when Sir John Cape,
mander of the Government
Scotland, advanced in order tc
progrees, The armies met a
pans, near Edinburgh, Tne |
a briliant victory for Princ
whicn gave eclat and prest
cause. Eccouraged by inis st
prince resolved to invade Eag
succeeded in taking the impor
Carlisle, and thence proceede
any serious interruption as far
within 127 miles ot the Britisk
lis, He nad evaded an army cc
by King George Il.'s second
Duke of Cumberland, This
two days’ march behind that
Caarles, aud never could have
the active Ilighlanders, A cq
held and the cniets decided on
to Scotland, To this the pr
reluctantly consented, for he ¢
and rightly, that to retrace his
to give up the cause. So judg
numerous friends who were
from Wales to join his sta
strong force of French, under
mand of the Chevalier’s Brot!)
wbich was preparing for a d
the south coast of KEnglanc
discoursged from undertaking
When it was known in London t
Burgent army was so near the ca
prevailed the greatest con
among the anti Jacobite pop
that city, Many merchants ¢
who were hostiie to the Hous
art, removed their most valual
a8 did also King George, wh
yacnts in readiness and was p
embark on the approach of t
power, A leading member of (i
the Duke of Newcastle, shut |
a whole day, resolving to proc
James 111 and VIIL all
plainly shows that the anti Jac
tion of the city possessed nc
means of defence, The Ban
land itself was in danger, and
saved from a declaration ot by
by the siratagems ot iis rien
the circumstances, it is scarcel
to couceive the infatuation c
surgent chiefs, who preferred
sure destruction to & tair chan
success, ‘The Prince aloneap
realize the situation, He w
pressed that he could hardly b
along at the rear of his brave
only chance would have been
to the force at large, who were
mortified as the Prince bimi
they touud that they were 1
Every advantage that had be
was lost, There remained
indomitable bravery of the
little army. At Fulkirk, in
they encouutered & super
under the command of Gene
ley, They fought with the




