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LISHEEN

By Rey. P, A, Sugenan, D, D
t “ My New Carate,” Luke Dalmege,”
Lisheen,” “Glenanaar,” etc

CHAPTER XV
A SICK CALL
The man of the world, who is not a
eynie at forty, must be a saint or a
sooundrel. If he is the former, he con-
dones all things on the principle of in-
finite pity. If the latter, he forgives
everything on the grounds of universal
depravity., But if he have no ear for

| Plerry,

| Pierry remained in the hall grimly | he said, “aund |

“Well, then, I shall come prepared.|all, the people are wrong in
One never knows what may he the con- | thoughts about you,”
dition of the patient.”

“Ah, you needn't yer reverence,” said
smiling. “You won't anoiut

Maxwell.

him,”

“Oh, but I will though,” said the
priest. “That .s, if I find there's
danger."”

And Father Cosgrove went away and

and it almost choked him.

priest.

smiling. He would not practice the
joke on other priests ; but he knew the
infinite patience and forhearance of
Father Cosgrove.

When the latter came downstairs,

matter as a virtue, more than a erime

you have been in the army.”
“Yes?" gaid Maxwell, smiling.

their

“ What do they think, Father ? " said ;

It was the fipst time he used the word i
that means so much to the Irish peasant;
But it soft-
eved yet more the heart of the good

“Well, it is not right to tell, perhaps,”
hope you won't be
offended, because the people regard the

Bbat they have got into their heads that

For all things begin, and end, here, You
No, dearest, of
course not ; nor do you believe it now,
You think me wn old, croaking raven,
unprophetie, but for the fatal Never-
Ah, yes; that Nevermore! It
means you cannot go back to the stalls

did not expect this.

more |

or box again—never again be a specta-
tor of the mighty drama. Ounly an actor.
That is, hide as you like between old
trunks and canvasses, there goes the
manages's eall ; and you must come out,
and show yoursell and play your part
before the footlights. There is no
shirking the duty—* Breaking heart,”
“sealding tears,” “ wounded pride,

5
| thoughts to tear it up., What right
have I, I said, to send such a jeremiad
to a young girl ? But then -well, then,
[ I close it with a few bitter tears, It is
1 the climate, dearest. I’lease believe 80,
and say so to yourself, What a dread-
ful Slough of Despond India must be,
| when Edith could write me such a letter.
‘ That's just it. Forgive it all, forgive it
all, little one ; and be happy, happy,
+happy ! K. C.

TO BE CONTINUED,

——— e

THE RELIEF FORCE

Miss Sybil,” he said.

Marie laughed up at him and pulled
his mustache.
relieving force, Webb, she asked ; “and

have you got through with supplies ? |

We ean't hold out any longer.”

“Yes, miss,” he said huskily, "I befong
to the relieving force.” He was very
glad the room was dark. He laid the
child gently in her cot again, then
turned to the colonel. “Colonel Mar-
den,” he said in a low voice, “Cod knows
I don't wish to offend you ; if I do, per-
haps you'll forgive me for the sake of
old times. I ask you if you will so far
horor me and my wife as to come home

“Do you belong to the |

people. We are told that in San |, AL
cisco that part of the population w;
make up the rank and file of the wy.,
workers are outside of the influene f
the Protestant eclergy, Mo qQuote
“ And as for the proletariat—wel|
minister does not exist,
curio if anything.”
What message, it may be asked,

Dr. Aked to bring to those workers w}
now regard a Provestant minister 4.
“simply a curio?” Will his mythic,
view of the Bible inspire them with 1y
courage to face the hard facts of thei,
daily life rendered less onerous by ),
eloquence of an English Baptist minist.

He is simply
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the “still, sad music of humanity,” and | Pierry began to think he had carried “ And tjhut you have taken French | * lost opportunities —you cannot, you Across Waterloo bridge the wind was | T0ad, the cars will take you there in a | been preaching to one of the rich, e point :' gl
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must remain only a kind of mild cyunic- | Prodestan’,” Maxwell, “lef that all 2" Mnb. and step gaily furth' lr()n'thg- There was the dark river, the ]'“t: The bonds of caste were broken. | preacher to predict that he will 1 directly by
ism, that cynicism, that contemns while | “Oh " said Father Cosgrove, button- “That's all,” said the priest. “And, | wings. Play well your part in the little £

it pardons.

Such was the frame of mind in which |

Hugh Hamberton came to Ireland. He
had modified his ideas after three years'

residence in what is called “the dis- |

tressful country,” so far that he still
recognised the metaphysical possibility

of distinterestedness and unselfishness, |

and, with this the possibility, hitherto

| the priest.

ing his great-coat and looking dubiously 1 as I tell you, the people consider it no

at Plerry. “'Tis the strange boy at | great crime.”
Lisheen ?" i
“'Tis yer reverence.” |
“What have I to say to him ?" said
“He's not one of us.”
*No, hut he said he wanted to see yer [
reverence, and badly.” Father Cos- | priest. “ And now why did you wish to
grove reflected for a moment, | see me? "

Maxwell, simply.

from justice.'

“ Well, they're quite wrong,” said |
“ I was never in her |
Majesty’s service; and | am not fleeing |

“That simplifies matters,” said the

drama, Be proud and haughty and dis-
dainful. Be cold as ice and supercilious
as—Mephisto. Contemn all things and
all persons ; and the audience will wor-
ship you., The world likes to be de-
spised.
through opera glasses to detect a flaw
in your costume, a blur in your accent,
aspot on your hands or face, Be per

Envious eyes will watch you |

refuge of the waste of life hurrying on
its way : but no, not that, little Marie
waited his return, perhaps erying in
her loneliness and pain. The colonel
raised his dim eyes to the dark, gray
sky in mute appeal. A man ‘erossing
the road hurriedly struck against him
and sent him reeling against the stone
parapet of the bridge. The colonel’s

The patrician soldier and the lowly |

born man of business could not see each
other's faces distinetly.

walked to the window.

“Come along, miss,” said Webb cheer”
ily, “get up an . put on your things ; you
and your granaiather are coming to my

They stood |
therejand clasped hands in silence. The |
colonel put on his old hat again and |

appreciably alter the present numer;
strength of Protestantism in a city
which we are informed there are “|,
than 12,000 identified Protestants
San Francisco to-day with a popula
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nature, He found it hard to understand | send for me, or have you come of your- | not express the sudden and singular | human I}(lar:t desire ? Play well your “T am afraid it was ‘;““N'ly my fault » | relief column has come up, and the enemy | revival to take place when the Prot ‘l“‘.-“.. is l;":
how the lazy, thriftless, drunken Irish, | self ?" | emotion that made him yearn to see the | pert. Life is but a drama ; and no one Then he uttered an exclamation and | i in full retreat.”,— John Cleland in | ant rule of faith, the Bible, is assail ene “l”'.t ;
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whom he employed; just as he found it
hard to believe that gloomy, rainy,
wet-sodden, rain-soaked island could ba
the island of such idyllic graces and
charms that many a time he thought
he would not change his home to Capua
or Sorrento, even if he had a mind.
But it was in the matter of political, or
rather social, economy that his
had to submit themselves to the great-
est revolution. It bad become an
article of faith with him that the one
instinet of humanity, innate, irresistible,
was that of “getting.” No one was free
from the low desire. From the child in
its cradle, stretching out its little hands
eagerly for the glass bead or piece of
shining meval, to the capitalist who
clutehes his wealth, till it drops from |
his dead hands, it is all alike. Kvery-
where the passion for acquisition;
evarywhera the greed of gold: avery.
where the reluctance to part with any-
thing once acquired, except under the
fierce grip of death., He remembered
how often he had practised this little
trick om his most intimate friends at
dinner, or at a picnic. He would pro
cure for them all the delicacies of the
season; heap his table with costly and
luxurious viands; order his footmen or
waiters to uncork costly wines; draw
out all the better elements of human
nature under the influence of rich
living, and high thinking; lead the con-
versation to high topies of literature,
or science, or humanitarianism, or even
religion ; see the faces expanding and
the eyes lighting and the smile mantl-

ing ; and then—suddenly drop a hint of |
unsuccessful speculations, or banking |
perils, or rapid stock declensions; and |

ideas |

Thims his very words."

“Then you were speaking about me ?"
said the priest.

“Begor, we wor ; but we were sayin’
nothin’ bad about yer reverence,”
Pierry.

The priest smiled.

“Very good,” he said.
lad wants a word of comfort, why
shouldn't [ say it ?
and say 1I'm coming.” me I can be of any help.

It was very dark as he trudged along | sure you have every attention ?"
the moorland road that led to the house | “Quite sure. I'm on a milk diet ; and
at Lisheen ; and the soft mud created
by the late heavy rains splashed his |
boots and gaiters. But he was quite
heedless of such things. His thoughts |
were with his Master ; and, if they
wandered from him, it was to stray | skilled

| Father.
| own persuasion in the vicinity ; and 1

who might understand me, |
said | have not annoyed you."

answered the priest.

to the mountain,

nurse eve

| towards the flock, of whom his care, | gently.”

though viearions, was yet parental and
pastoral.  And ha hegan to wonder how |

strange it was that his life should
suddenly be linked with two souls not

ot crvontls He alw

even in this world. Poor people !

an agnostic, and this poor boy, who had | anxiously.
come hither from unknyown regions, and
whose history was u)‘w\m-. except for
the conjectures that he was fleeing from | secret ; and you will help me?”
justice and in hiding. He determined “ 1 have so many secrets burthening
to be very cautious, to measure his | me,”
words, and limit his visit to a few short | more.
moments of sympathy or help to a sick
stranger. He should have known by
experience that caution was not one of
his many virtues ; that he had all the
impetuosity of charity, and that he be-
lieved, but he would not acknowledge it,
that the first thoughts are always
thoughts of virtue ; the second are the
instinets of produce and self. |
“Your reverence is welcome,” said the |

he continued :
“And some day I shall tell you my

But if I can help, I will.”
said Max-

* For your people's sake, "
well, extending his hot hand.

were not these the exact words with

visits to his own house ?

CHAPTER XVI

AN INDIAN LETTER

There is no minister of my

was yearnivg for a word from a stranger
hope I |

“Not by any means, my dear boy,”
" As you say, we
“If the poor | all covet human friendship, even of the
humblest kind ; and I shall be delighted |
You go on, Pierce, | to come, and come again, if you assure

But you're |

that is easily procurable, although the |
poor people had to ‘clear their manes,’ |
as they say, by deporting their cattle
And that young girl |
has a hand as light as a feather. No |
treated me so |
| that bear and bear and forbear, appar-
“Yes, God will bless them!"” said the |
i i does,
their |
triais only increase their sympathies,”
of his fold—Hamberton, a stranger and | “So you will come?” said Maxwell,
And, as the priest nodded,

said the priest, *1 don’t care for

And the priest marvelled much ; for

which Hugh Hamberton solicited his

ing-room—there, I shall say uo more, I
have said too much. And, Che, sara,
sara,

I am wondering whether your future | L.
8 v | ering gloom,
husband is the deiicate boy I used to | A

know long ago—Bob, Bsb Something !
I remember how you used to tease him,
ridicule his little peace-offerings, laugh
at his moodiness, and call him back with
a word or look. \Well, do you know, dear
Mab, I liked him. The boy had a heart
that could love; and that is something,
if the thing is not petrified long ago by
contact with the world. I think my

little Mab would be happy with him, |

unless, unless—shall I say it ?—she
would practise too frequently, once too
frequently, her little caprices and wiles,
and then ? There are some natures

ently forever, the little frictions of life ;

OW Lo uoie al or fire thuu a
pie of sandal-wood. And then, one
day they flare up suddenly into a huge
blaze of passion ;
into little embers and ashes.

And [

| think Bob, Bob, Bob What's his Name ?
| is one of those,

But I don's know.

Mab, dearest little Mab, if you will
marry, marry a tow-headed curate, who
hasn't a particle of brains and but 80
a year, and you will be happy.

You won't cut a figure in society ;
but, with your ehickens and vegetables
and bavies and the love of an honest
man, you will be happy. But who wants
to be happy ? Noone. At least, I see
half the world throwing happiness to the
winds.

I am sending you a little Indian pre-
sent,

and then die out sadly |

| in a street just ofi the road. I'm a

I hope it will not be broken en |

his hat. “Colonel Marden,” he said

| respectfully.

The colonel recovered his hat, and
peered at the stranger through the gath-

“You don't know me, Colonel 2"

“My eyesight fails me a little.
don't know you.”

“Webb, sir, George Webb,
Singleton's troop.”

“Aye, I remember you. Very glad to
see you Webb, 1 hope you aive doing
well,"” said the colonel kindly.

Webb looked at his old C. O, with a
pitying eye,
of famine in the old man's face., He
knew why
80 closely buttoned up. “Yes, sir,” he
replied, “I am doing very well indeed,
thank you,” and on the impulse of the
moment he held out his hand.

A faint smile flickered over the enlo-
nel's worn face. “You are an honest
mav, Webb,"” he said. “You know what
they say about me, can you take my
hand 2" 4

“Take it, Colonel ! God bless you
sir, I'm only too honored,” and he gave
the colonel's hand a grip that hurt.
“No man of the old regiment that4 ever
met thought it was your fault, sir. An
officer is no mateh for those city sharks.
Your mistake sir, in having any truck
with them. I see you're tired. My
way shall be yours.”

“Thank you; Webb,

No, 1

Captain

I live close by

little dizzy and faint, liver troubling me
again, the old complaint. Very glad 1
met you, I think they were rather hard
upon me. The men knew me better,

me better.”

ebb, the men |

the shabby frock-coat was |

————
POOR SUBSTITUTE FOR
FAITH
Some comments, which appear in the

Christian Century of Chicago anent the
going of Dr. Aked of New York to San

| Francisco, help bring out what may be

designated as the mentality of contem-
peraneous Protestantism. Some time
ago Dr. Aked, who is an Englishman,

| received a call from a Baptist Church
He could read the marks |

here in New York, popularly known as
* Rockefeller's Church " from the fact
that the Oil King is one of its promin-
ent members. The coming of the Eng-
lish Baptist pulpit orator was announced
with a great flonrish of trumpets. The
local press was full of the subject for
)t Aked himsell was re-
ceived with open arms by his co-relig-
ionists, although here and there oriti-
cism was heard in certain Baptist quar-
ters as to the propriety of sending
abroad for a minister to preside over an
American congregation, where there is
80 mich ministerial talent in the Baptist
Chureh in America.
However these notes of dissent were
drowned in the loud acclaims that

| greeted the coming of Dr. Aked. At
| first the relations between him and

New York congregation were those of a
love feast. But it was not long before
disagreements arose, which have re-
sulted in the resignation of the English
preacher who has determined to seek
new fields of activity on the
Coast. It is said that he was dissatis-

for the purpose of expounding and
fending it? There is a homely adage
the effect, you cannot have your ca
and eat it. Protestant churches ca
expect to wield the religious influe
that was their’s in the past, if they virt
ally destroy the source from w
this influence flowed. Pulpit eloquer
can never breathe lLife into a Bibleles
Protestantism. Sermons, the most by
liant a verbai artist can construct, w
never prove a satisfactory substitute f
faith, The spiritual part of man can:
be nourished by words alone,— N,
Freeman's Journal,
————————

THE REAL ROMANCE OF LILI

For really high romance we must tury
to the saints of the Catholic Chur
The Catholic saint is the only intellig
ible superman, if by superman we mea
a being who has conquered the wora
weaknesses of human nature. The Catt
olic saint is the one who obtains the
riciest return of life for the renuncia
tion which e makes And why? It
because he is an expert in sauctity, b
cause he is a genius in love, havir
proved to himself that love cannot |
satisfied by the Relative and Transitor
but only by the Absolute and Eternal,

In the Catholic ideal the contract
marriage is raised to the dignity of a sac
rament. The mutual love between hus
band, and wife and ehild is no mere car
nal bond binding the family to the home
on earth, but rather a triple cord of the
invisible spirit binding the family t
the spirit world. In the Catholic
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. 9 ¢ Fan o '\!I“l I ehall await, with much Webb was silent, pondering many | in which he pr(-alt'ln-d \\'.'n. l‘l’ll! S0 ]III’K('* {d"“l the vow of virginity cuts away the Unfortuna

it would be as if a ghost stood in their | old vanithee, courtesying to the .uu-d<i S alcut.tll, October, 21, 189 hope, your account of the ceremony. things. He was a bluff, good-hearted | ag he desired, as he believed that his | 1°¥8 of family life, sacrifices the honor

midst. Faces would lengthen and hard- | priest, he entered with the salutation on Carissima :—Your dear

en, his guests would shuflle in their
chairs ; they would -lock askance at one

his lips :
“God bless all here !"

little note |
| came in the nick of time. You will be
| pleased to hear that it saved a life—

Please write it in your most vigorous
and epigrammatic style, for the hot
season is with us yet ; and we haven't

maun, sadly lacking the polish of high
society ; but he was dreadfully afraid of
hurting the colonel’s feelings.

him ?

usefulness would be increased if he

could bave bigger congregations to

and glory of bringing children into the
world and educating them for the king-

itselfi and in others.

tries where |
not only ign
by false p

It was J listento his preschin Yo Iie favawell dom of heaven. But for what reason? Thore we i
another, and suddenly shut themselves |  After a few moments of kind inquiries, | mine—from asphyxia, or apoplexy, or h;ul'new,a of a single scandal from Simla | evident the poor old man was starving, | sermon he in‘cidentullﬁ. 16t 1t b0 Eoows Only in order that the spirit may tem, establis
in silence. And Hambertou would | he asked to he shown the patient, and ‘ some nameless mode of exit from this | Or Peshawur for ever so long. = And tell |yet how was it possible to help | that he is one of those Protestant be more free to foster the spirit life in purpose of
smile and think : Yes it is always and | was ushered into the bedroom where ‘ horrid existence, called Life. It was | me all that was said and what every one

everywhere the same. Touch the spring

Maxwell lay. The latter was much | thus,

There is one awful season here,

wore.

I know you will keep your head |

preachers who have given up the old

What the virgin

5 i : ? comings of

2 8 I'hey turned into the narrow, miser- Protestant view of the Bible. After sncrnlmtn in the joy and glory of budl]_x the explioit
and the harlequinade becomes a | better, quite free from the dread, fever- | ag you know, when men and women have | and notice things, And tell me all the | gpe gtreet where the colonel lived. asserting that thc: deluge was a myth, | Eeneration, she gains & hundred fold in ing for the &
tragedy. ish feeling he had first experienced, but | to breathe vapor, often miasmatic, in a | banalities that shall be uttered for long eate

Here in Ireland all this was chaunged. |
These Irish drove hard bargains at fair |
and market ; were economical almost to |

miserliness in their homes; knew the
value of a shilling as well as any other
race ; but he soon found that t

at pleasure; that the poor

for each other in banks and loan offices.
And here this old priest! Hamberton
had taken him to his heart, because he
was a priest—IHamberton, an agnostie,
an infidel

farmers |
around were up to their necks in debt |

still suffering from the violent pains in | temperature of 120 degrees Fahrenheit,
He looked at the old | There are punkahs and iced drinks and
scandals, and such other stimulants as
| may make existence barely tolerable.
but there are times when nothing short
of an earthquake can give you the
Such a mo-
ment was that when, reclining in a ham-
mock on the veranda, your letter was

hands ard feet.
man, with that curious, half-wistful, |
half-fearful glance with which Protest-
ants often regard the priest to whom

they have

1 a first introduction—a
glance that seems to say

“I know you are a mysterious thing
whetber good or ill I cannot say. But I
crave your sympathy, if you are cap-
able of such!”

“Well,

ld man, ¢

slightest interest in life.

placed in my hand. | was completely
used up, could not breathe, nor speak
could only w

poor boy,” said the kindly

nder at the native woman,

life and happiness, ete. ; and where you
go for your honeymoon ; and how you

woman, and not a baby-bride of yester-
day ; and how you stood the shoek of
intimacy, and the revelations of the new
being, whose life for evermore is inex-
tricably linked with yours. Yes, yes ;
these poor benighted Papists, wrong in
nearly everything else, are right in hold-
ng that marriage tie inviolable. Nay ;
there should be strict law that marriage

“No. 66, Webb,"” said the colonel :
other side, not far up.

‘the
My eyesight is

| bad in the falling light.”
played your part as a much married | g

Right, sir, No 6, here it is.”
I'bank you. Iam at home now. I
wish you good afternoon, Webb, and all
good fortune.”

Webb lingered at the door. “All
alone, sir,"” he asked softly.

“No, no, not alone ; my little grand-
daughter lives with me.”

“I don't wish to intrude, sir; but I
should very much like to see her. 1 re-

he went on to say that there is much
that is mythiest in biblical narratives

| and that the real character of the Bible

will never be truly understood until
this fact is grasped.

Keeping in mind that the teachings

| of the Bible are the Protestant rule of

faith, one can understand that dwelling
upon the mythical character of those
teachings does not tend to increase re-
spect for them as a guide for right liv-
ing. Men cannot be brought to shape

the joy and glory of spiritual generation

If we want to see the explicit relation-
ship of passion to the spirit world we
must turn to the annals of saintship
Fortunately the deeds of the saints
speak for themselves. We can go to the
quaint simple narrations of Butler and
learn suflicient of the facts of the saints
lives and through the facts cateh some-
thing of their spirit. But there is ar
enormous debt due to the saints that
their stories should be told worthily
However, a begianing has been made

supplant fan
impose on al
trines and

pretension,
point of prir
serious d

religious
If the State

1l powe
nto account

philosophic

various gron

i e
: ’ A . their lives by myths, even when it is a haa ol Eno e, QTgen
and, in turn, the old priest 80 you wished to see me I| who, cool and unflurried, went shall not be lissolved in deat! be- | member Mrs. Marden, and Miss Sybil, question of ordinary matters How mpson tm; r,nuy us a setting 1t the err
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